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LANCELOT AND ELAINE.

;.',;g,w LAINE the fair, Elai,e the lpveable,
B [}

o | Elaine, the lily maid of Astolat,

High in her chamber up a tower to
the east
Guarded the sacred shicld of Lancelot ;
Which ﬁrst sheplaced where morning’s earliest ray
Might stnke it, and awake her with the gleam ;
Then fearing rust or soilure fashion'd for it *
A cdse of silk, and braided thereupon o
All the devices blazon‘d on the shield*
In their own tmct, and added, of her wit,
»A border hntasy'of branch and ﬂower.
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.

And ry.ellow-throated nestling in thc; nest.

Nor rested thus content, bift day by day,
Leaving her hevsehoﬁi.and goog father; climb'd
That eastern tower, dnd entering barr'd her door,

Strfp't off the case, angd read the naked shield,

Now guess'd a hidden ;neaning in his arms,
Now made a pretty }‘ﬁstory to herself )

Of every,dint a sword had beaten in it,

And every scrgich a lance had made upon it,
Conjectuting 'when and where : this cut is fresh ;
That ten years back ; this dealt him at Caerlyle ;
‘That at Caerleon; th.is ‘at Camelot :

A;ld ah.God’s mercy, what a stroke was there!
And here a thrust that might have kill'd, but God
' Broke the strong lance, and roll'd his ex.lemy down,
And saved him: so she lived in fantasy.

<
How came the lily magd by that good shield

Of Lancelot, she that knew n;;t ev'n his name ?
He left it witt'her, when he.mde to #lt
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For the great diamond in the diamond jou.sts,
Which Arthur had wdain’d and Ry that name

Had named them, since adiamond was the pnze

" For Arthur, long before they crown'd him ng,
Roving the tracklets rcafms of Lyonnesse,
Had found a glen, gray boulder and black tarh,
A horror lived about the tam and clave
Like its own mists to all the mountain side :
For here two brothers, one a king.',' had n.1et
And fought together ; but their names were lost ;
And each had slain his brother at a blow; -
And down they fell and made the glen ibhori'd :
And there they lay till all their bones weres

bledch'd,

And lichen'd into*colour with the crags
And he, that once was king, had on a crown
Of diamonds, one in front, and four agide.

L ]
And Arthur came,"and labouring pip the pass,

All in a misty moonshine, unayafes
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0

Had tfodden that crown’d skeleton, and the skull
Brake ft;m the nape, and frorg the skull the crown
Roll'd mto light, and tuﬂlmg on its nms

Fled hke a gl&ttermg rjvulet to the tarn :

And .down the shingly scaur he plunged, and

caugh;,
And set it on his head, and in his heart
Heard murmurs: ‘Lo, thou likewise shalt be King.:

Thereafter, when a King, he had the gems

_Pluck’d from the crown, and show'd them to his
tnights,

Saying, *These jewels,'wﬁefeupo'n I chanced
Divinely, are the kingdom’s, not the King’s—
For*public use: henceforward let therebe,
Once every year, a joust for one of these
For so by nine years’ proof we needs must learn
Which is :gr mightiest, and ourselves shall grow
In use of arms gnd manho:)d, till we drive
The heathen. who. some sav. shall rule. the land
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Hereafter, which God hinder” Thus he spoke:
And eight years pask, ¢ight jousts had been, and
stikl
L]
Had Lancelot won the diamond of the Jear,
W:th purpose to present them to the Queen-
When all were wofl; but meamng ajl at once
To snare her royal fancy with a boon

Worth half her realm, had never spoken wnrd,

Now for the central diamond afid the last
And largest, Arthur, holding then his court
Hard on the river nigh the place which now
Is this world’s hpgest, let 'proclaim a joust
At Camelot, and when the time drew nigh
Spake (for she had been sick) to Guinevere,
¢ Are you so sick?my Queen, you cannot meve
To these fair jousts? ¢Yea, lord,’ she said, ‘ye

know it.’
* Then will ye miss,’ he answer'd, ‘the great deeds
Of Lancelot, and his prowess in he lists,
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A sight ye love to look on.’* And the Queen
Lifted l:aer eyeg, and they dwelt languidly
dn L@ncelot“wh‘ere h;gtood befide the King.
Ht'E thinking Ehat he read her meaning there,
¢ Stay with me, Tam s.ickg; my love is more
Than .many di;nior;ds,' gfielddd ; and a heart
Love-loyal to the least wish of the Queen
(However‘ mucl': he ye‘arn’d to make complete
The tale of diamonds for his destined boon)
Urged l;im to 's'i)eak against the truth, and say,
, * Sir King, minc ancient wound is hardly whole
<And lets me from the saddle ;’ and the King
Gldnced*first at him,' then her, and went hi:
way.

Nc*sooner gone than suddenly she began :

“To blame, my lord Sir Lancelot, much to
blame !
Wiy go ye not to these fair jousts ? the knights
Are half of them our cnemies. and the crowd
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Will murmyg, “Lo the shameless ones, wh'o take
Their pastime now the trustful King is gone "
Then Lancelot vext at hatmg lied in vain:

‘Are ye so :nse? ye were got once’so yxse,

My Queen, that summgr, wyhen ye l.oved medirst,
Then of the crowd”ye took 1o r'flc:re,aecou;xt
Than of the myriad cricket of the mead, .
When its own voice clings to eaca prauc o1 grass,
And every voice is nothing. A$ to kr:ights.
Them sutgly can I silence with a;I ease.

But now my loyal worship is allow'd

Of all men: many a bard, without offence,

Has link'd our names tsgéther in his lag,
Lancelot, the flower of bravery, Guinevere,

The pearl’of beauty : and our knights at feast
Have pledged us dn this union, while the King
Would listen smiling,. How then? is there more?
Has Arthur spoken aught? or would .y.ourself. .

[ ]
Now weary of my*service and de\:oir,

_Henceforth be truet to your faulttess lord ?'
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She 'broke into a little scornful laugh : ‘

' Arthur, my logd, Arthur, the faultless King,

That passionate perfection, my good lord—

But who cansgaze upqn the Sun i in hmven ?

He never spalm word of 1eproach to me,

He never had a gllmpse ‘of mihe untruth,

Hé cares not for me: only here to-day

There glea’,m’d ; vague suspicion in his eyes :

Some meddling rogue has tamper'd with him—

e;se

. Rapt in this fancy of his Table Round,

JAnd swearing men to vows impossible,

To ‘maké them like himself : but, friend, to me
" «He is all fault who hgth no fault at all:
Fofwho loves me must have a touch of earth;
The dow sun makes the colourt I am yours,
Not Arth‘t‘u’s, as ye know, save by the bond.
And therefore hear my words: go to the jousts:
The tiny-trumpeting gnatccan ‘break our dream
When sweetest”; and the vermin voices here
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May buzz sq.loud—we scorn them, but they
sting.’

 Then answer’d Lancelot,,the chief of Icmghts
‘And with what face, a&er my pretext made,
Shall I appear, O Queen, at Cax.nelo:, |
. Before a King who honours his own word, -

As if it were his God’s?’ |

) ‘Yea, aid the Queen,
| “ A moral child without the craft to rule,
Else had he not lost me: but listen to me,
If I must find you wit : "we hear it said *
That :nen go down before your spear at a touch,, *
But know:’ng you are Lancelot ; your great namé,
This conquers : hide it therefore; go unknown :
Win ! by this kiss you will : and our true King
will thex; allow your pretext, O my knight,
As all for glory ; for t; speak him true,
. Ye know sight wslf, how _méek.-s&’er he seem,
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No keener hunter after glory breathgs.
He loves it in his knights mere than himself

They prove to him hisswork : win and returr
"I‘ken g\ot §1r Lancelot suddenly to hoise,
Wrotl; at himsc':lf: ‘N otrwillm‘g to be known,
He left the barren-beaten thoroughfare,
Chose the‘ greer; path that show'd the rarer foc.,
And thete amo\ng the solitary downs,
Full often lost 'in fancy, lost bis way,
'Tnll as he traced a faintly-shadow’d track,
Fhat all in loops and links among the dales
'Raﬁ to the Castle of Ast‘olat, he saw
Fired from the west, fa1 on a hill, the towes
Thither he made, and blew the gatewa;' horn.
Then came an old, dumb, myridd-wtinkled man,
Who let l':im into lodging and.disarm’d.
And Lancelot marvell'd at the wordless man ;
And issuing found the Lo:d of Astolat

3 v . - .
ARTUL becon abunnde snan, Qls Torre and &r Lavalne' .
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Moving to mtet him in the castle court;

And close behmd th®m stept the lijy matd
Elaine, his daughter mother of the Jouse
There was not : some light jest among them rose

»

With laughter dying d.own as the great kmght

Approach'd them: *then the i.o;d.oﬁAstolat

‘Whence comest thou, my guest, and by wiat
name

Livest between the lips ? for by t;;y stat'e

And presence I might guess thee chief of those,

After the King, who eat in Arthur’s halls.

Him have I seen: the rest, his Table Round, <.

e o
Known as they are, to me they are unknown.’

Then answer’d Lancelot, the chief of knights :
¢ Known am I, and of Arthur's hall, and kfiown,
What 1 ny mer® mischance have brought, my

shield.
Bui since I go to joust as one unknown

At Camelot for ;h'e c.’(ian}bnd, asf me not,
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Hereafter ye shall know the—andthe shield—
I pray you lend me one, if Such you have,

]
Blank, or at leagt with some device not mine.’

'I'hgn said thf. Lord of Astolat, ‘Here is Torre's:
Hurt in his'ﬁrst:til;: wa; mv son, Sir Torre.
Ald so, God wot, his :shield is blank enough.
His ye can have.’ Tl;en agded plain Sir Torre,
‘Yea, since I ca’nnot use it. ye may have it
Here laugh’d the father saying, ¢ Fie, Sir Churl,

« Is that an answer for a noble knight ?
*Allow him ! but Lava;in'e. my younger here,
He is so full of lustihood, he wiil ride,

“Joust for it, and win, and bring it in an hour,
And set it in this damsel’s golden hair,

T'o make her thrice as wilful a; before.’

‘ Nay, fasher, nay good {ather, shame me not
Before this nohle knight,’ said .young Lavaine,
‘For nothing. ‘s rely I but plgy’d ol Torre :

Al
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He seem’d ;od\xllen, vext he could not go:
A jes., no more! fﬂnight, the maiden dreamt
That somg one put this dnamond Jin her hand
Ayd that it was too slipperyeto be held

And slipt and f~1l into some pool or stream,
The castle-well, belike; and tl‘len I said
Taat 471 went and 71 I foﬁght and won it
(But all was jest and joke among ourselves)
‘Then must she keep it safelier A.ll was jest
But, fa.her, give me leave, an if He will, )
To ride to Camelot with this noble knight :
Win sh. Ul I not, but do my best to win :

hd o
Young as I am, y=t woul:'l I do my best.’

‘So ye will grace me,” answer'd Lancelot,
Smiling a moment,  with your fellowship
O’er these waste downs whereon I lost mpyself,
Then were I glad of you as guide and friend:
And you shall win this diamond—as I hear,

bt is a fair ldrge digmond,—if ys m’ay,
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And yield it to this maiden, if yewill.

‘A fa:ir large diamond,’ aduey) plain Sir Torre,
E Such be for qgeens,c‘a‘;ld not for simple maids.’
Then sl}e, who heldeher eyes u;)on the ground,
Elaine, and‘heard her name so tost about,

L)

Flush'd slightly at the slight disparagement

<

Before the stranger knight, who, looking at her,

Full cou{tly, y.et not{’falsely, thus return’d :

¢ If what is fai“r"be but for what is fair,

And o;ly queens are to be counted so,

Rash were my judgment then, who deem this
o maid

L
. L4 . . .
Might wear as fair a jewel as is on earth,

 Not violating the bond of like to like.

e spoke and ceased : the'lily maid Flaine,
‘Won by’* the mellow voice before she look'd,
Lifted hey eyes, and read his lineaments.

The great and guilty lov:r he bare the Queen,

In battle with the love he bare his ldrd,
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Had marr'd hjs face, and mark’'d it ere his time.

Another sinning c;ywch heights wi;;h one,

X
west ‘and all the‘ world, .

The ﬂowgr of all trie
Hfd been the sle::ker for it : but in him ‘

His mood was often like,a fiend, and. rose

And drove him into wastes and s:o;itudes

For agony, who was yet a living soul.

Marr'd as he was, he seem’d the g«oodlieﬁst man
That ever among ladics ate in ha'll.,‘

And noblest, when she lifted up het eycs.”
However marr’d, of more than twice her years,
Scam’d with ar ancient swordcut on the cheek, .

And bruised and pronzeé, she lifted up her eyés

And loved him, with that love which was her doom.

Then the great knight, the darling of the coart,
Loved of the loveliest, ifito that rude hall
Stept with all grace, and not with half disdain
Hid under grace, as in ;. smaller time,
But kindly man mgving among his’kind :

VL C
.
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Whom they with meats and vintage of their best,
And talk and, minstrel meld}: entertain'd.

;\nd much t,heyfask'd"gf court Ia:nd Table Round,
And ever well and readily answer'd he:

But .Fancelo‘t, when they glanced at Guincvere,

3

Suddenly’ spea.kmg of the wotdless man,

.
Hecard from the Baron that, ten years before,
The heathen c;tught and reft him of his tengue.
‘He Iea}mt an{i‘wam’d me of their fierce design
Against my house, and him they canght and

maim’d ;

~But I, my sons, and little daughter fled
From bonds or death: ar;d dwelt among the woods
By the great river in a boatman’s hut.

DAl days were those, till our good A:"tbur broke

The Pagan yet once more on'Badon hill.

‘O thege, great lord, doubtless,” Lavaine said,
rapt

By all the sweetsand sudden passiorf of youth
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Toward greatfféss in 1ts elder, ¢ you have fqught.

O tell us—for wc lﬁr.e aparf—you know .

Of Arthu~'s glorious wars.’m "And Larcelot spoke

And answer'd him at full, as"having beer

With Arthur in the ﬁght’yvhicl} all day long

Rang by the white ;llouth of the violent Glem ;

And in the four loud battles by the shorc

Of Duglas, that on Bassa ; then the war

That thunder'd in and out the gloo™ny skirts

Of Celidon the forest, and again

By castle Gurnion, where the gloriou.s King

I{ad on his cuirass worn our I.ady’s Head,

Carved of one cmicrald center'd in a sun

Of silver rays, that lighten'd as he breathed

And at Cacrleon had he help'd his lord,

When the strong r;cighings of the wild white
Horse .

Sct ev:ery gilded parapef shuddering ;

And up in Agned-C;.thrcgonion too:

And down the wastgsand-shores 6f Trath Treroit,
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Where many a heathen fell; ‘ané on the mount
‘Of Badon 1 mysclf bc;.hcld ‘it King

Charge at the head Sf 'all his T.nblc Round,
Anud allhis legions érying Christ and him,

An'd' break th‘cxp ; and Y saw him, after, stund
High on a‘heap ot: slain, from spur to plumc
Red as the ris‘ing sun with heathen blood,

And secing me, with'a great voice he ¢ Aed,
*They arc breken, they are broken!” for the Kinyg,
'How«:vcr mild he secems at home, nor cares

For triumph in our mimic wars, the jousts—

-

“For if his own knight cast him down, he laughs

. ] '

Saying, his knights are better .nen than he—
Yet in this heathen war the fire of God

b1 .
Fills him : I nevetr saw his like : there lives

No greater leader.’

W'hilc hc utter'd this,
[ 3
Low to her owvn heart said the lily maid,

]
* Save your great sclf, fair lord :’ and’when he fall
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From talk of - ﬁar to traits of pleasantry—
Bemg mirthful he,gﬁut in abstately kind—,
She still ook note that whén the, llzvmg smile
Déed from his lips, across hiln came a clpud
Of melancholy severe, fl’b.m-which.again,
Whencver in her hgvering to ;nc; froe *
The lily maid had striven to maks him cheer,
There brake a sudden-bean;ing tenderness
Of manners and of nature: and ;hc. thought
That all was nature, all, perchance,' for her.
And all night long his face before her lived,
As when a painter, pormg ona face,
Divinely thro’ allohmdrance finds the man
Behind it, and so paints him that his face,
The shape.and colour of a mind and life,
Lives for his children, ever at its best

And fullest ; so the face before her lived,
Dark-splendid, spea.kin.g in the silencey full

Of noble things, and held her from her sleep.
- L]
¥ill rathe she rose, half-chgated*in the thoug]

21
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Sﬁe needs must bid farewell to swaet Laviine.
Fnrst as in fegr, step after sfe; she stole
Down the long tuwef-stanrs, hiesntatmg H

Anon, she heaxd SirLancelot cry in the courty

‘ Thi's shield, my friend, where is it " and Lavaine
Past inward, as‘sh;: carlnc from out the tower.
There to his proud horsc Lancelot turn'd, and

smooth'd

The glossy shpuldcr, humming to himself.

_Half-envious of the flattering hand, she drew

Nearer and stood. He look’'d, and more amazed

<Than if seven men had set upon him, saw

The maiden standing in the dowy light.
He had not dream’d she was so beautiful.
Thén came on him a sort of sacred ﬂ;ar,
Fot silent, tho’ he greeted her, she stood
Rapt on his facc as if it were a God's.
Suddenlysflash’'d on her a wild dcsire,
That he shou]d wear her favour at the tilt.

€
She braved a rictous heart in 1sking for it.
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“ Fairford, wh#se name I know not--cnoble. it is,

L well believe, the no'blest?will you wear

My favoyr at this. tourney.?' ¢ Na.y,’csaid he,

¢ Wair lady, since I ncver yef have worn ,

Favour of any lady in tHE lists.

Such is my wont, as those, wh.o know'me, know.’

‘Yeca, so,’ she answer'd; ‘then in .wcariug mine

Needs must be lesser likelihood, noble lord,

That those who know should knc:w you’ And
he turn’d

Her counsel up and down within his mind,

And found it true, and answer’d, ‘ True, my child.

Well, T will weardt : fetch it out tome:

What is it 2’ and she told him ‘A red sleeve ‘

Broider'd :vith pearls,’ and brought it: thefl he
bound

Her token on his helmet, with a smile

Saying, ‘I never yet he.ve done so mueh

For any maiden li\:ing,’ and the blpod

. [
®prang to her facg and fill'd het with delight ;
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But lcift her all the paler, when Lavaine
Returning bgought the yet-unblazon’d shield,
‘His brother’s ; whick ;;e gave t.o Lanceglot,

Who parted vrvith his own to fair Elaine : ¢

‘ Do' me this grace, my child, to have my shield
In keeping till I c'ome." ‘A'grace to me,

She answer’d, ‘twice to-day. I am your squire !’
Whereat, Lava;ne said, laughing, ¢ Lily maid,
For fea: our péople call you lily maid

In earnest, let me bring your colow back ;

i Once, twice, and thrice: now get you hence to
. bed :’

S kiss'd her, and Sir I:ancelor his own hand,
And thus they moved away : she stay’d a minute,
Thwn made a sudden step to the gate, and there—
Hoer bright hair blown about the serious face
Yet rosy-kindled with her brother’s kiss—
Paused by the gateway, s;tanding near the shield

In silence, while she watch’dtheir arms far-off

Sparkle, uutif they dipt below the dbwns. .
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Then to her tdwer she climb’d, and took the shield.
There kept it, and so lived in fantasy.

* Meanwhile the new companions past,away
Far o’er the long back$ .of t¢he b‘u.shless dov.vﬁs,
To where Sir Lan.celot kne“; there Iived a knight
Not far from Camelot, now for fgrty years

A hermit, who had pray’d, labour’d agd pray’'d,
And ever labouring had scoop’d. himself

In the white rock a chapel and a.hall

On massive columns, like a shorecliff cave,

And cells and chambers: all were fair and dry ;
The green light {rom t}.le meadows und;rnea.th
Struck up and lived along the milky roofs ;
And in tl.le meadows tremulous aspen-tree§”

And poplars made a noise of falling shower$.

And thither wending there that nicht thev bode.

But when the next daybroke from underground,

° ®
»And shot red firg and shadow? thro’ the cave,
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They rose, heard mass, broke fast, ahd rode away:
Thc:1 Lancelot saying,‘: Hear, but hold my name
Hidden, you ride witl 'Lancelot. of the I.ake,’
Abash'd Lavaine, whbse instant reverence, ,
Dea'r.er to trug young hcrfd'ts than their own praise,
But left hini leave tdo stamme:, *Is it indeed
And after muttering ‘ The great Lancelot,’

At last he got his breath and answet'd, *One,
One have 1 seu;—that other, our liege lord,
The dread I’er;dragon, Britain's King of kings,
Of whom the people talk mystcriously,

He will be there—then werc I stricken blind
That mifnute, 1 might sa)'* that } had secn.’

i

S¢'spake Lavaine, and when they rcach’d the
“ lists )
By Camglot in the meadow, let his eyes”
Run thro’ the peopled gallcery which half round
Lay like a rainbow fall'n upon‘ the grass,

Until they found the clear-faced Kiné, who sat ©
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Robed in' red samite, easily to be known, .
Since to his crown the golden dragen clung, "
And dovwg hig rolae the drg,gon wgithed in’go]d,
A frc n theTarvéniwork Bchind.him crept

Two diagons gilded, sloping down.tq make.
£ :ms for his chair,.while.all t.he ;est of them
Thro' knots and loops and folds innumerable
Fled ever thro’ the woodwork, till.they found
The new design whercin they lost thcms.elves,
Vet wra all “c;xse, so tender was th:e work :

And. in the costly canopy o'er him sct,

Blazed the last diamond of the nameless king. +

Then Lancelot answer'd young Lavainc and
said.,
‘Me you call great™ mine is the firmer scat,
The truer lance: but there is many a yQuth
Now crescent, who will. come to all T an

L]
And overcome it ; and in me thereg dwells

[ ]
Wo greatness, save it be some f#r-off touch
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Of greatness to know well I am not great :
There is the man.’ And Lavaine gaped upon him
‘As on a thiag xpiracdlgus, and anon
The tru;npets‘blew :*and then did ejgher side, ¢
Th‘ey that a,,ss‘ai.l'd, and they that held the lists,
Set lance it res't, st':t:ike' spur,‘suddcnly move,
Mect in the midst, and there s0 furiously
Shock, that a ;nan far-off might well perceive,
If any man that day were left aficld,
The hard eart‘h shake, and a low thu;ldcr of arms,
And Lancelot bode a little, till he saw
¥hich were the weaker; then he hurl'd into it
Aéains:c the stronger: lilttle need to speak
* Of Lancelot in his glory! King, dukec, earl,

Coufre, baron—whom he smote, he overthrew.

But if the field were Lancelot’s kith and kin,
Ranged with the Table Round that held the lists,
. . .
Strong men, and wrathful that a stranger knight

.
Should do and ‘a¢most overdo 'the deeds .
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Of Lancelot ; and ope said to the other, ‘Lo!

What is he? I do not mean the forge alone—

Thé grace and versatility oi‘thc manl, )

Is it not Laxﬁelot :F" ‘ Where has I_',ancelqt worn

Favour of any lady in the lisis?

Not such his wont, & we, ;hat.‘know him;, know.’

‘How then? whothen? a fur; scized them all;

A fiery family passion for the nam.e

Of Lancclot, and a glory onc with'ﬂwirs.‘

They couch’d their spears and prick’d their steeds,
and thus,

Their plumes driv'n backward by the wind they,
made

In moving, all together down ypon him

Bare, as a wild wave in the wide North-sca g

Green-glimmering toward the summit, bears, with
all

Its*stormy crests that smoke against the skies,

[ ]
Down on a bark, arfd overbears the bark,

And him thit helms it, so they ovel!bore
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-

Sir L?.ncelot and his charger, and a .spear

Down-glancing lamed‘ the charger, and a spear

. Prick'd sharply his Swn cuirass, and th= head

" Pierced, thro’ nis side, and there #hapt, and Ye-

main’d. .
. -
" Then Sir Lfavainc did well and worshipfully ;
He bore.a knight of uld repute to the earth,
And brought-his horsc to Lancelot where he lay.
He up the sizle, sweating with agony, got,
But thought to do while he might yet endure,
And bcmg lustily holpcn by the rest,
His party,—tho it secm'd halfmiracle
- To those he fought with,-—drave his kith and kin,

Andall the Table Round that held t‘hc lists,
Back to the barricr ; then the trumpets blew
Proclaigiing his the prize, who wore the slceve
of vscarlet and the pearls' and all the knights,
His party, cried ‘ Advance and take thy prize

L 3
The dnamond " %but he answep'd, Dxamond me
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No diamonds ! for God's love, a little air!
Prize me no prizes, for my prize is death !

Hence will I, and I cha.rge‘you, folloy me not.’

He spoke, and vanish’ d.suddenly from the fisld
With young Lavain® into ‘the’ poplar grove. |
There from his charger down he slid, and sat,
Gasping to Sir Lavaine, ‘ Draw the lancs-head ?
‘*Ah my sweet lord Sir Lancelot,’ "sgid Lavaine,
‘I dread me, if I draw it, you will dle.’ )

But he, ‘I die already with it : draw—
Draw,’—and Lavaine drew, and Sir Lancelot gave
A marvellous great shrick and ghastly grdan, *
And half his blood burst forth, and down he
sank , . o
For the pure pain, and wholly swoon’d ‘away. .
Then came the hermit out and bare him in,
There stanch’'d his wound; and. there, in daily
doubt

Whether to live or die, for many.a.vfr'ecl':
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Hid from the wide world’s rumour by the grove
<+
Of poplars vzith their noise of falling showers,
"And ever-t‘remulousca;spen-trees, he la}:.
o A

L

- .

L

But on tl}at da}f whep Lancelot fled the lists;,
His.party,,kn‘iéhts‘b{ utmost North and Waest,
Lords of waste marches, kings of desolate isles,
Came rc:uud their great Pendragor, saying to

i

him, |
“ Lo, Si;e, out knight, thro’ whom we won the day,
Hath gone sore wounded, and hath left his prize
Untaken, crying that his prize is death.’
“Meaven hinder,’ said the King, ‘ that such an one,
So great a knight as we have seen to-day—
Hewgem'd to me another Lancelot—
Yea, twenty times I thoughthim Lancelot—
He muit not pass uncared for. Wherefore, rise,
O Gawaip, and ride forth and find the knight.

¢

Wounded and wearied needs must he be near.
A ] .

I charge yo& that you get at once tb horse.
e R



LANCELQT AND ELAINE. . 33

And, knights and, kings, there breathes not one
of you
Will deem his prize of ours i€ rashly ghven :

His prowess was too wondrous. We will dp him

No customary honour: sirﬂ::: the knight ‘

. .

. . -
Came not to us, of us to claim the prize;

- LY
Ourselves will send it after: Rise and take
. [ ]
This diamond, and deliver it, and return, «
O [
And bring us where he is, and how he fares

And cease not from your quest until ye find. ‘

So saying, {rom the carw:n flower above, .
To which it made a sestless heart, he took,
And gave, the diamond : then from where he sat
At Arthur's r?ght, with smiling face arose,
With smiling face ‘and.frowning heart, a Prince
In the mid might and flourish of his May, e
Gawain, surnamed The Gogrteous, fairand Stréng,
Angd after Lancelot, T;istram, and Getgint
And.Gareth, a good kpight, byt thérewithal

VIi. D
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Sir Modred's brother, and the child of Lot,
Ner oftentloyal to l_lis word, and now

Wroth that the K'il:g’s command tosally forth
In quest of whom he knew not, made him leave

g'l:hc banqugt, and*corfcourse of knights and kings.

. o

So all in wrath he got to horse and went ;
While Arthur to the banquet, dark in mood,
Past, th?nl‘iiﬁg ‘Is it Lancelot who hath come
Despite tl;e wound he spake of, all for gain
Of glory, and hath addec' wound to wound,

“ And ridd’n away to die ?’ So fear'd the King,

. An:i, after two days: tarriaace there, return’d.
Then when he saw the Queen, embracing ask’d,
“Yove, are you yet so sick?’ * iﬁay, lord,’ she

said. ‘ )

¢Awrd where is Lancelot?” Then the Queen

¢ amazed,

‘Was he‘ aot with you? won he not your prize ?’

“Nay, but ofte likg him. ¢ Why that like was he.
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And when the King demanded how she kne!v,
Said, ¢ Lofd, no sooner had ye parted €rom us,
Than Lancglot told me of a .cﬁmmon tadk

That men went down before his spear at a touch,
But knowing he was Lancel.ot » his gyeat name *
Conquer’d ; and therelore would.he hide hisname
From all men, ev'n the King, and to this end
Had made the pretext of a hinderin; wound,
That he might joust unknown of all,. and legrn
If his old prowess were in aught deca;r‘d ;

And added, “ Our true Arthu’r, when he learns,
Will well allow my pretext, as for gain

Of purer glory.””’

Then replied the King
“ Far lovelier in our Lanceldt had it been,
In lieu of idly dallying with the truth,
To have trusted me as he ilath trusted thee.
Surely his King and most familiar frie;:d

Might well have kept his secret. Prue, indeed,
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Alpeit I know my knights fantastical,
Sc fine a fear in our large Lancelot
Must néeds have moved my laugkter : now
¢ remains

" But littke cause for laughter : his own kin—

Il news, my Queen, for all who love him,
this{!—

His kith and kin, not knowing, sct upon him ;
So that h’e‘wen’c sore wounded from the field :
Yet good news too: for goodly hopes are mine
That Lancelot is no more a lonely heart.
HF wore, against his wont, upon his helm
A slceve of scarlet, broidey’d with great pearls,

Some gentle maiden’s gift.

‘Yea, lotd,’ she said,
‘Thy hopes are mine,’ and saying that, she
. choked,
And sharply turn’d about to hide her face,
Past to her‘chamber, angl there flung herself
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Down on the great King’s couch, and writh.ed
upon it,

And clench’q her fingers till th®y bit,thespalm,

And shriek’d out ¢ Tx:aitor’ to tfe unhearing wall,

Then flash’d into wild tears? .and rose again,

And moved about her.palacc, proud and %pale.

Gawain the while thro’ all the region round
Rode with his diamond, wearied of the quest,
‘1:ouch’d at all points, cxcept the poplatr grove,
And came at last, tho’ latc, to Astolat:

Whom glittering in enamell’d arms the maid

Glanced at, and cried,s Whaz news from Came.lot,
lord?

What of the knight with the red sleeve?” ¢He
won.'

‘I knew it she said. ‘But parted from tpe
jousts

Hurt in the side,’ whereat she caught hey breath ;
’

Thro’ her own side she felt the sharyf lance go;
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Thereon she smote her hand: wellnigh she
swdon’d :
And, while he gazed wonderingly at-her, came
The '.ord- of Astolat out, to whom the Prince
.R,cportcd who he'was, gnd on what quest
Sent, that he bore the priz(c and could not find
The victor. but had ridd'n a random round
To selk him, and had wearied of the scarch.
To whom {h.c Lord of Astolat,  Bide with us,
And ride no more at random, nohle Prince !
Ilere was the knight, ..ad here he left a shicld ;
'Thi:; will he send or come for: furthermore
Our son is with him ; we slall hear ax'wn,
Needs must we hear' To this the courteous
Prince
.Accordcd with his wonted‘ courtcesy,
Couttesy with a touch of traitor in it,
And stay'd; and cast his eyes on fair Elaine:
.

Where q_:yuld be founu face daintier? then her
13
shape,
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From forchead down to foot, pcrfect—-—ag?.in

From foot to forchead cxquisitely tugn’d :

“Well—if I bide, To ! this w i#g, flower fgr mc:

And oft they mct amongs the garden yews,

An?l there he sct himself go play upon her

With sallying wit, {rec f:ia.sl.let- from :, height

Above her, graces of the court, and songs,

Sighs, and slow smilcs, and goldcn.eloqugncc

And amorous adulation, till the mald .

Rebe!l'd against at, sayving to him, ‘ Prince,

O loyal nephew of out noble King,

Why ask you not to see the shield he left,

Whence you might lean Ris name ? Why Slight
your King,

And lose the quest he sent you on, and prove

No surer than our falcon yesterday,

Who lost the hern we slipt him at, and went

Toall the winds ?’ *Nay, by minc head,’ said he,

¢TI lose it, as ,we lose the l;rk in ’leavc.n,

’
O damsel, in the light of your blue cyes ;
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But an ye will it let me see the shield.’
And:when the shicld ws brought,and Gawain saw
Sir Lancelot’s azure iions, crown’d with gold,
Rampin the field, He smote his thigh, and mock’d:
‘Right was .the King ¥ our Lancelot! that :rue
' man !’
* And right was-I,” she answer'd merrily, ‘1,
‘Who dgeam’é my knight the greitest knight
ofall”
¢ And if 7 dfeam'd,’ said Gawain, ‘thit you love
Thisgrcatest knight, your pardon! lo, yc know it !
Speak therefore : shall T waste myself in vain ?’
Full ;imple was her answer, { What know I°
My brethren have been all my fellowship ;
And I, when often they have talk’d.of love,
Wish’d it had been my mother, for they talk’d,
Mesegm’d, of what they knew not, so myself—
I know ot il I know wh;t true love is,
But if I know, tl;cn, if i love not him,

Y
I know there & none other I can love.’
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‘Yea, by God’s death,’ said he, ¢ ye love him well,
But would not, knew ye willat all others knc.zw,
And whom he loves.” * So;be it gried Elaine,
And lifted her fair .face and fdoved-away :
Bu;: he pursued her, calling, ‘Stay a lijtle ! . .
One golden minute's'grace'! he wore your sleeve :
Would &e brea.k faith with one I may not name ?
Must our true man change like a leaf at last ?
Nay—like enow : why then, far be ‘i from me
To cross our mighty Lancelot in his loves !

And, damsel, for I deem you know full well
Where your great knight is hidden, let me leave.
My quest with you; the diamond also: here! |
For if you love, it will be sweet to give it;

And if he lt;ve, it will be sweet to have it

Frot your ownhand} and whethet he love or not,
A diamond is a diamond. Fare you well ,

A thousand times !—a thousand times farewell !

Yet, if he love, and his love hold, we t)rp

May meet at court hereafter: thefe, I think,
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So ye will learn the courtesies of the court,

We two shall know eal§ other.’

Then he gave,
Aﬂd._ slightly kiss’d the'hand to which he gave,
The diamond, and all wearied of the quest
Leapt on his horse, and carolling as he went
A true-love ba‘llad, lightly rode away.

t
[

Thence to the court he past; there told the

King

What the King knew, ‘ Sir Lancelot is tHe knight.’

A;xd atdded, ¢ Sire, my ILiege, sp much I learnt ;

But fail'd to find him tho’ I rode all round

The region: but I lighted on the ma}d

‘Whose sleeve h’: wore ; she’ loves him ; and*
&0 her,

Deeming our courtesy is the truest law,

I gave the d;amond she will render it ;

For by mine héb.d she knows his hxdmg—placc.
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The seldom-frowning King frown’d,and replied,
‘ Tao courteous truly ! 3 shall:go o0 more
* .
On quest of mine, seeing that y¢ fonget

Obedience is the courtesy due to kings.’

He spake and farted. Wroth, but all in awe,
For twenty strokes of the blood, without a wotd,
Linger'd that other, staring after.him Y
Then shook his hair, strode off, and buzz’d abroad
About the maid of Astolat, and her love.

All ears were prick’d at once, all tongues were
100sed :

‘The maid of Astolat loves Sir Lancelot,

Sir Lancelot. loves the maid of Astolat.’

Some re;d the King’s face, some the Queen’s,
and all‘

Had marvel what the maid might be, byt most

Predoom’d her as unw?rthy. One old dame

Came suddenlyon the Queen with tpf'sharp news,
She, that had heard the noise o¥ it before,
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But sorrowing Lancelot should have stoop'd so
l:)w,
Marr'd her friend’s almewith pale tranqt;illity.
So rarIthe tale like fife about th.e court,
Flre-m dry stubble a mne,days wonder flared :
Till ev'n the.knxghts at banque.. twice or thrice
‘ Forgot to drink to Lancelot and the Queen,
And pledging Lancelot and the lily maid
Smiled at each Uther, while the Quecen, who sat
With lips severely placid, felt the knot
Climb in her throat, and with her feet unseen
Crush’d the wild passion out again.st the floor

Beneath the banquet, where the meats became

As wormwood, and she hated all wib pledged.

But far away the maid in Astolat,
Her guilgless rival, she that ever kept
The one-dgy-seen Sir' Laricelot in her heart,
" Crept to. hegbfather, while he mused alone,
'Sat on his knee, stroked his gray face and said,
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¢ Father, you call me wilful, and the fault
Is yours who let me have mir will, and n:;w,
Sweet. father, will you let" me lose my wits ?’:
‘Nay,’ said he,- ‘surely.’ ' ‘Wher;:fore. ’le"t" me
hence,’
She answer’d, ‘afd find out our dear Lavaine.’
‘Ye will not lose your wits for dear Lavaine:
Bide,” answer’d he: ‘we needs n.lust hear anon
Of him, and of that other.” *¢Ajyy she said,
¢ And of that other, for I needs must hence
And find that' other, wheresoe’er he be,
And with mine own hand give his diamond to lym,
Lest I be found as fait'hTess in the quest.
- As yon proud Prince who left the quest to me.
#Sweet fa;hcr, I behold him in my dreams
Gaunt as it were the skeleton of himself,
Death-pale, for lack of gentle maiden’s aid.
The gentler-born the maiden, the mgre bound,
My father, to be s'wee’t and servic?al"e

To noble knights in sickness, ds ye know.
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When these have worn their tokens: let me hence
I pray,.you.’ .Then her father nodding said,

‘ Ay, ay, the diamond !. wit ye well, my child,
Right fain were I to 18arn this k;night were whole,
Beihg our greatest : yea,cand you must give it—
And 'sure Isthink this fr:ﬁt is Kung too high ¢

For any mouth to gape for save a queen’s— s

Nay, I mgan m;thing: so then, get you gone,
Being so very-wilful you must go.'

Lightly, her suit allow’d, she slipt away,
And while she made her ready for her ride,
Her father's latest Worc'i ‘humm'd in her ear,
¢ Being so very wilful you must go,’

And changed itself and echo’d in her hea;:t,
¢ Being so very wilful you midst die.’

‘But sh¢ was happy enough and shook it off,
As we sheke off the bee that buzzes at us;
And iﬁ h {gleaﬁ she an;wér"d it and said,

‘ What matter, 8o I help him back to life ?’
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Then far away with good Sir Torre for guide
Rode o'er the long backs of the bushless do'wns
To Camelot, and before tﬁe:‘city-gates'
Came on her brother with a prpy face
Making a roan horse cape.r and curyet
For pleasure all abdut a field of flowere#:
Whom when she sawy ‘Lavaine,’ she cried,
‘ Lavaine,

How fares my lord Sir Lancelot ?’ sHe amazed,
¢Torre and Elaine! why here? Sir Lancelot!
How know ye my lord’s name is Lancelot ?’
But whien the maid had told him all her tale, .
Then turn’d Sir Tarre, a:ld being in his mt;ods
Left th?m, and under the strange-statued gate,
Where Art;mr’s wars were render’d mystically,
Past up the still rich city to his kin,
His own far blood, which dwelt at Camelpt ;

* And her, Lavaine across the poplar grywe
Led to the caves : there first she say ,Ic casque

. Of Lancelot on the _\;'all: her scatlet sleeve,
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Tho’ carved and cut, and half the pearls away, )
Stre'am'd from it still; and in her heart she
laugh’d,

Because he had not loosed it from his helm,

But meant once more perchance to tourney in it.
..And when they gam’d the cell wherein he séy.pt
"His battle-writhen armsgand mighty hands

Lay naked 0;1 the wolfskin, and a drcam

Of dragging'down his enemy m.de them move.
Then she that saw him lying unsleck, unshorn,
Gaunt as it werc the skeleton of himself,
JUtterd a little tender dolorous cry.

he sound not wonted mn a place so still

Woke the sick knight, and while he roll’d his eyes
Yet blank from sleep, she started to him, saying,
“Your prize the diamond sefit you by the King?’
His eyes glisten’d : she fancicd ‘Is it for me ?’
And whan the maid had told him all the tale

of Kinl;qd Prince, the diamond scnt, the quest

Assign’d to hef not wuithy of it, she knclt
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Full lowly by the corners of his bed,

And laid the diamond in his open hand.

Her face was near, and as u:e kiss the «<hild

That does the task -assign’d, Re kiss’d her face.

At once she slipt like water to the ﬂ.oo;-.

¢ Alas,’ he said, ¢ you? ride ;mth'wcaniedoyou.

Rest must you have.” ¢No rest for me,’ she said ;°

‘ Nay, for near you, fair lord, I am ;.t rest;’

What might she mean by that? hissarge black
eyes,

Yet larger thro’ his leanness, dwelt upon her,

Till all her heart’s sa® seciet blazed itsclf

In the heart’s colours on her simple face;

And Lancelot look’d and was perplext in mind,

And being weak in body said no more ;

But did not love the dolour; woman’s lovc,

Save one, he not regarded, and so turn’d

Sighing, and feign’d a sleep until he slep)

Then rose Elaine and glided thrd’ the ficlds,
» »
V1. R .
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And past beneath the weirdly-sculptured gates

Far ;;p the dim rich city to her kin;

There bode the nigh:: but woke with dawn, and
rpasi: .

Down thre’ the dim rich city Lo the fields,

Thence te the cave : so day'by day she paﬁg,

In either twilight ghost-like to and fro

Gliding and cvery day she tcr;ded him,

And likewise many a night : and Lancelot

Would, tho’ he call’d his wound a little hurt

Whereof he should be quickly whole, at times

«Brain-feverous in his heat :ﬁtd agony, secem

i)'ncfourteous, cven he* but the mcek maid

Sweetly forbore him ever, being to him

Meeker than any child to a rough nurse,

Milder than any mother to a sick child,

And never woman yet, since man’s first fall,

Did ki ; lier unto man, but her deep love

Upborllgr; 4l the hermit, skilld in all

The simples #nd the science of that time,
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Told him that, her fing carc had saved his life.
And the sick man forgot her simple blush,
Would call her friend and 'sis%e'r, sweet iZlaine,
Would listen for her coming and regret

Her parting .step, and hcld.ber 't‘cndcrly:

And loved her with ail love except the love
Of man and woman when they love .their best,
Closest and sweetest, and had died the deith
In any knightly fashion for her sake. *

And peradventure had he scen her ﬁr.st

She might have made this and that other world
Another world for the sick man ; But now
The shackles of an old love. straiten’d him,

His honour rooted in dishonour stood,
L ]

And faith unfaithful kept him falsely true,

Yet the great knight in his mid-sickness ntde
Full many a holy vow and pure resolve.
These, as‘but born of sickncss, could not‘iive :

L]
For when the blood ran, lustier jn him again,
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Full often the bright image of one face,

Maliing a treacherous quiet in his heart,

Dispersed his resolftion like a cloud.

Then,if thé maide:l, while that ghostly grace

Beam’d da his faricy, $poke, he answer'd not,

Or short and colllly, and she knew righi well

.What the rc.)ugh sickness meant, but what this
‘meant

She knew not, and the sorrow «imm’d her sight,

And dra.vethcr ere her time across the ficlds

Far into the rich dity, where ulone

.Sh\;: murmur'd, ‘ Vain, in vain: it cannot bc

He yill not love me :. how then ? must I die ?’

Then as a little helpless innocent lfird,

That has but ene plaifi passage of few notes,

Wil] sing the simple pa.sstage o’er and o'er

Fofall an April morning, till the ear

Wearf's to hear i, s0 the simple maid

Wentgalf the night rep;-ating, ‘Must I die ?’

[{
And now to right she tugn’d, and now to left,
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And found no ease in turning or in rest;
And ‘Him or death,’ she mutter'd, ‘death or him,’
Again and like a burthen, ‘ Mim or death.

But when Sir Lancelot’® deatlly hyrt was wholc,
To Astogtt rcturnmg rode the three .
Therc morn by morn, arraying her sweet self
In that wherein she deem’d she loo]c’d her best,
She came before Sir Lancelot, for sife thought
“If T be loved, thesc arc my festal robes,
If not, the victim’s flowers before he fall’
And Lancelot cver prest upon the maid
That she should ask som; goodly gift of hi'rn
For her own self or hers; ‘and do not shun
To speak the wish most near to your true heart ;
Such service have ye done me, that I make
My will of yours, and Prince and Lord am i
In mine own land, and wl}at Iwilll can"
Then like a ghost she iiftcd up her face,
But like a ghost without the Qower. to speak.
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And Lancelot saw that she withheld her wish,
And bode 2mong them yct a little space

Till he should lcarrr'it; and one morn it chanced
He fo:md her in aélong the g.‘ardcn yews,

And said, Pelay.no ‘longer, speak your wish,
Secing T.go to-day :’ then 6ut she brake :
‘Going? and we shall never see you m:rc.
And I must die for want of une bold word.’

¢ Speak : th.t [ live to hear,’ h¢ said, ‘is yours.’
Then suddenly and passionatcl: she spoke :
‘I have gone mad. I love ynu: let me die’

. Ah, sister,” answer'd Lancelot, ‘what is this?’
And innocently extenuing her white arms,
‘Your love,’ she said, ‘your love—to be your

wife.’
And Lancelot answer'd, ‘ Had I chosen to wed,
I hagd been wedded carlier, sweet Elaine :
But noy' there never will be wife of mine.'
‘No, no, §he cried, I‘care not to be wife,

But to be with you still, to see your face,
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To serve you, and to follow you thro’ the world.

And Lancelot answerld, ‘ Nay, thes world,, the
world,

All ear and eye, with such a stupid heart |

To interpret ear and cye,'z‘md'such p tongue

To blare its own int'crpretatior;-—nay,

Full ill then should I quit your brother’s love,

And your good father’s kindness.’ .A nd she said,

‘ Not to be with you, not to see youf face—

Alas for me then, my good days arc donc.’

¢ Nay, noble maid,’ he answer'd, ‘ten times nay!

This is not love : but lovc’s first flash in youth,

Most common: yca, I know it of mine own ‘self. :

And you yourself will smile at your own self

Hercafter, u.rhen you yield your flower of life

To one more fitly yolrs, not thrice your age:

And then will I, for true you are and sweef

Beyond mine old belicf in womanhood,h

More specially should'ym:r good knight be poor,

Endow you with broad land and territory

»
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Even to the half my realm beyond the seas,
'So that would make you‘happy: furthermore,
Ev'n to tife death, ars tho’ ye were my blood,
In all your quarrels will T be your knight.
This will T do, dear d(a‘msel,,for your sake,
And more than this T cannot.’

While he spoke -

She neither'blush’d nor shook, but deathly-pale
Stood grasping what was nedrest, then replied :
¢« Of all this will T nothing;' and so fell,
<And thus they bore her swooning to her tower.

Then spake, to whom thro’ those black walls

-of “yew

Their talk had pierced, her father: ‘ Ay, a flash,
I fear me, that will strike my blossom dead. .
Too cogrteous are e, cfair Lord Lancelot.
I pi'ay you, use some r‘ouéh discourtesy

To blunt or ﬁr&knher passion.’
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Lancelot said,

¢ That were against me : what I can I will E’
And there that day remaind, and toward even
Sent for his shield.: full meekly rose the maid,
Stript off the case,g@and gave'.the nekgd sl.ﬁeld;
Then, when she heird hi; horse upon she stones,
Unclasping flung the casement back, anci look’d
Down on his helm, from which her sleeve had

gone.
And Lancelot knew the little clinking sound ;
And she by tact of love was well aware
That Lancelot knew that she was lookiné at him,
And yet he glanced nof up, nor waved his;"har'xd,
Nor bad farewell, but sadly rode av\;ay.,

°
This was the one discourtesy that he used.

»So in her tower alone the maiden sat: |
His very shield was gone ; .only the e,

k] N
Her own poor work, her empty labour, Peft.

But still she heard him, still his picture form'd
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Ana grew between her 3nd the pictured wall.
Thcq came jper father, saying' in low tones,
‘ Have comfort,” whom she greeted quietl);.
Then came her bretin'en sayim:g, ‘ Peace to thee,
Sweet ;istqr."whom shevanswer'd with all calm.
But when,they left he; to hetsclf again,
Death, like a friend’s voice from a distant field
Approaching thro' the darkacss, call'd ; the owls
Wailing had ¢power upon her, and she mixt
Her fancies with the sallow-rifted glooms
Of evening, and the moanings of the wind.
*And in thosc days she made a little song,
And call'd her song * The Song of Love and
Dcath,’
And sang it : sweetly could she make and sing.
‘ .
‘Sweet 1s true love tho’ given in vain, in vain ;
And sveet i's death who puts an end to pain:

I know not which is swecter, no, not 1.
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‘. v ' v Ed *
v Love,'art thou sweet ?_ then bitter, death must
' be:
I,ove, thou art bitter ; 'sweet is death %o me.

(o) Love‘, if death bé sweeter,\et me die.

¢ Sweet lovepthat scems not made to fade away,
Sweet death, that seems to make us loveless clay,

I know not which is sweeter, no, nét 1.

‘1 fain would follow love, if that eould be ;
T necds must follow death, who calls for me ;
Call and I follow, I follow! let me dic’’

High with the lae.t’liuc scaled hervoice, and this,
All in a fiery dawning wild with wind
That shook her tower, the brothers heard, and

thought

With shuddering, ‘ Hark the Phantom of Yhe house
That ever shricks before 2 death,’ and call'id

The father, and all three in hurry and fear
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Ran to her, and lo! the blood-red light of dawn
Flarg.d on her fé;é,‘éhe shrilling, ‘Met me die!’

As Yvhen we dwell upon a word we know,
Repeating, till the!word we know so well
Becomesa wonder, and we Bnow not why,
So dwelt the father on her face, and thought
¢Is this _Elail;e ?’ till back thic maiden fell,
Then gave a languid hand to each, and lay,
Spcaking a still good-rflérrow with her eyecs.
At last she said, ‘ Sweet brothers, yesternight
X seem’d a curious little maid again,

As l;appy as when we éwelt,améng the woods,
And when ye used to take me with the ﬁood
Up the great river in the boatman'’s boat

Only ye would not pass beyond the cape
That has the poplar on it: there ye fixt

Your Hrffit, oft returning with the fide.

And yet I( cried becau;e ye would not @ass
Be;rond it, and far up the shining flood
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Until we found the palace of the King

And yet ye @uld not;; but tl'us mght I dream’'d
That I was all alone upon th\e ﬁood

And then T said, “ Now shall T have my Vfiu "
And there I woke, but sﬂl.l the wish remain'd,
So let me hence thdt T may pass at last
Beyond the poplar and far up the flood,

Until I find the palace of the Kin;,:.

There will I enter in among them all,

And no man there will Blare to mock at me ;
But there the fine Gawain will wonder at mc,
And there the great Sir Lancelot muse at mc;,
Gawain, who bad a,thou.sa.nd farewells to xr.ie, ’
Lancelot who coldly went, nor bad me one:
And there the King will know me and my love,
And there the Queeh herself will pity me,

And all the gentle court will welcome me,,

And after my long voyage I shall rest} iy

‘Peace,’ said her father, ‘O my®child, yc seem
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Light-hea&ed, for what force is yours to go
So'kr, being sick ? and wherefore ,‘uld’?e look

On this préud fello\, again, who scorns us all ?’

Then the rqugh Torre'began to heave and move,
And bluster into s:tormy sobs and say,
‘I never loved him: an I meet with him,
I care not hov:rsoever great he be, ' "
Then will I $trike at him and strike‘"him' down,
Give me good fortune, T Will strike him dead,
For this discomfort he hath done the house.’
‘To.whom the gentle s'ister made reply,
‘ Fret not yourself, dear brother, nor be wroth,
Seeing it is no more Sir Lancelot’s fa:xlt

Not to love me, than it is mine to love

Him qf all men who seems to me the highest.’

‘ nghest 2’ the father answer'd, echoing
‘hlghest”'

LI o5
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(He meant to break the passion in her) ‘néy, A.
Daug]“,,l l'xow not what you call the highst;
But this I l;mow, for all the people icnow l:t,
He loves the Queefl, and in an open shame:
Aﬁd she returns his lovedn open,ﬂl.én;e

‘If this be high, what is it to be’ low **

Then} spake the lily maid of Astolat :
* Sweet f;ther, all too faint and sicksam I
For anger: these a;-e slanders : never yet
Was noble man but made ignoble talk.
He makes no friend who never made a foe.
But now it is my gl?ry'u) have loved
One peerless, without stain: so let me pass,
My father,'!'lowsoe’er I seem to you,
Not all unhappy, having loved God’s best
Arlq_g_n_:e_ggzst, tho’ my love had no return |
Yet, seeing you desire your child to li:}c,
Thanks, but you work aéainst your own desire ;

For if I could believe the things you say
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1 should but die the soone: ;, wherefore ceas
", o W
M%theg, and bid call the ghosily mfl®

Hither, and let me shrive me clean, and die.

So V.thti tne ghostly man had come and gone
Shg with a fa:cc, bright as for sin forgiven,
Besnught Lavaine to write as she dcvised
A letter, wora for word ; and -vhen he ask’d,
¢Is it for Lancelot, is it for my cear lord ?

Then will I bear it gladly;’ she replicd,
‘For Lancelot and the Queen 2nd all the world,
]}ut I myself must bear it.” Then he wrote
The fetter she devised : whic.h being writ
.And folded, ‘O sweet father, tender and true,
Deny me not,’ she said—* ye never y‘ct
Denied my fancies—this, however strange,
My latest: lay the letter in my hand
A litt;c efe I die, and close the hand
Upon it ; I shall guard it cven in death.

And when thedheat is pore from out mv heart.
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Then take the little bed on which I died
For Lgelot’s love, and deck it like the M‘s
For richness, and me also liif.e the Quéen .
In all T have of rich, and lay me on it.

And let there be prepared a cHariotsbier

To take me to the river, and a 'barge

Be ready on the river, clothed in black.

I go in state to court, to mect the Q.ueen.
There surely I shall speak for mine own self,
And none of you can ;pea.k for me so well.
And‘ therefore let our dumb old man alone
Go with me, he can steer and row, and he

-
Will guide me to that palace, to the doors.’

She ceased : her father promised ; whercupon
She grew so cheerful ‘that they.deem’d her
death
Was rather in the fantasy than the blood.
'But ten slow mommgs past, and on the: eleventh
Het father laid the lettgr in her ha.nd
VI, F
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And closed the hand upon it, and she died.
S¥Mut day there was dole in Astolat

But, when the next sun brake from underground,
Then, thdse ¢wo brethfen slowly with bent brows
Accompinying, the sad chariot-bier’

Past like a shadow thro’ the ficld, that shone
Full—summer., to that stream whereon the barge,
Pall’d all it§ length in blackest sa.:mite, lay.
There sat the lifelong cre_aj;ure of the hous'e,’
Loyal, the dumb old servitor, on deck,
*kamg his eyes, and twisted all his face.

So those two brethren from. the chariot took
And on the black decks laid her in .her bed,
Set in her hand a lily, o’er her hung

The silken case®with braided blazonings,
And ki.s?’d her &uiet brows, and saying to her
“Sister, farewell fqr excrer,’ and again

¢ Farewell, sweet s.ister,’ ,‘;arted all in tears.

4 *
Then rose the d,ufnb, old gervitor, and the dead,
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Oar'd by the dumb, went upward with the flood—
In her right hand the lily, in her left ’ &
The letter—all her bright hair streamir.ig down—
And all the coverlid was cloth of gold R
Drawn to her waist, and sBc herself in White

All but her face, and. that clear-'fea;tured face
Was lovely, for she did not seem as.dead,

But fast asleep, and lay as tho’ she smiled.

That day Sir Lancelot at the palace craved
Audience of Guinevere, to give at last
The price of half a realm, his costly gift,
Hard-won and hardly w:'n with bruise and blow,
With deathg of others, and almost his own,
The nine-years-fought-for diamonds : for he saw
One of her house, and.sent him to the Queen
Bearing his wish, whereto the Queen agxe.ed ’
With such and so unmoved a glajesty
She might have seem'd’her statye, I.)ut that he,

Low-drooping till he wellnigh kiss'd her feet
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For loyal awe, saw with a sidelong eye

Theshadow,of some piece of pointed lace,

L
In the Queen's shadow, vibrate on the walls,

. And parted, laughing in his courtly heart.

All in an oriel on the summer side,
Vine-clad, of Arthur’s palace toward the stream, ‘
They met, ax;d Lancelot kneeling utter'd, ¢ Queen,
Lady, my liege, in whom 1 have my joy,
Take, what T had not won except for you,
These jewels, and make me happy, making

them

Ar; armlet for the rou:dest, arm on earth,
Or necklace for a neck to which the.:‘swan’s
Is tawnier than her cygnet's: these are words:
Your beauty :s your beau‘ty, and I sin
In Lpea}_;.ing, yet O grant my worship of it
Word;, as we grant g:ief tears. Such sin in words.

Perchange, we both can pardon : but, my Queen,

c :
I'hear of rumours flying thro’ your court.
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QOur bond, as not the bond of man and wife,
Should®have in it an absoluter trust

To make up that defect : let rumours be :
When did not rumc;urs fly ? these, as I trust
That you trust me in yout'own nobleness,

I may not well belidve that you believe.’

While thus he spoke, half turn’d away, the
Queen
Brake from the vast oriel-embowering vine
Leaf after leaf, and tore, and cast them off,
Till all the place whereon she stood was green; |
‘Then, when he ceasefl, ifl*one cold passive hand’
Received at once and laid aside the gems

»
There on a table near her, and replied ;

‘It may be, I am quicker of belief ,
-

Than you believe me, Lancelot of the Lake.

Our bond is not the bohd of man and wife.

‘This good is in it, whatsoe’er of ill,”
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It can be broken easier. I for you

This many @ year have done despite and wrong
Tg one wlkom ever in my heart of hearts

Idid 'acknowledge nobler. What are these ?
Diamonds for me!theyhad been thrice their worth:
Being your gift, ad ;'ou not lost your own.

To loyal hearts the value of all gifts

Must vary as the giver's. Not for me!

For her! for your new fancy.‘ Only this

Grant me, I pray you: have your joys apart.

I doubt not that however chunged, you keep

So much of what is graceful : and myself
Would shun to break tRose bounds of courtcsy
In which as Arthur’s Queen I move and rule:
So cannot speak my mind. An end' to this!
A strange one] yet I take it with Amen.

So Rray you, add my diamonds to her pearls ;
Deck her w:th these; tell her, she shmes me down:
An armlet for an arm to which the Queen s

Is haggard, ot a necklace for a neck

« r
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O as much fajrer—as a faith once fair

Was richer than these diamonds—hegs not mine—

Nay, by the mother of our Lord hi.mself,

Or hers or mine, m.ine now to work my will—

She shall not have them!. .
Saying which she seized,

And, thro’ the casement standing wide for heat,

Flung them, and down they flash’'d®, and smote

the stream.

Then from the smitten surface flash’d, as it were,

Diamonds to meet them, and they past away. ,

Then while Sir Lancefot leant, in half disdain *

At love, liﬁe, all things, on the window ledge,

Close underneath his eyes, and right across

Where these had fallen, slowly past the barge

Whereon the lily maid of Astolat .

Lay smiling, like a star in blackest nigl.xt.

But the wild Queen, who saw flot, burst away
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To weep and wail in secret ; and the barge,

On to the palf.ce-doorway sliding, paused.

There two*stood am;'d, and kept the door; to
‘whom, .

All up theumarble staif,"'tier over ticr,

Were added mouths that giped, and cyes that
ask'd

“What is it but that oarsman’s haggard face,

As hard andrstill as is the face hat men

Shape to theitfancy’s eye from broken rocks

On some clifi-side, appall’d them, and they said,

‘He is enchanted, cannot speak—and she,

Look how she sleeps— the Fairy Quuen, so fair!

Yea, but how pale! what are they ?' flesh and
blood ?

Or come to take the King to fairyland ?

For spme c}o hold our Arthur cannot die,

Ly
But that he passes into fairyland.’

While thus they babbled of the King, the King
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Came girt with knights : then turn’d the tongue-
less man "

From the half-face to the full eye, andl rose

And pointed to the; damsel, and thé doors.

So Arthur bad the meekeSir Percivais '

And pure Sir Galafiad to .uplii't the maid ;

And reverenlgly they bore her into hall.

Then came the fine Gawain and wonder'd at her,

And Lancelot later came and muscd at her,

And last the Queen herself, and pitied her:

But Arthur spied the letter in her hand,

Stoopt, took, brake seal, arfd read it; this was all :

‘ Most nqble lord, Sir Lancelot of the Lake,
I, sometin:e call’d the maid of Astolat,
Come, for you left nle taking no.farewell,
Hither, to take my last farewell of yQu-
I loved you, and my love had no return',
And therefore my true Ic;ve has been my death.

And therefore to our Lady Guinévere,
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And to all other ladies, I make moan.
Pray for my.soul, and yield me burial.
Pray for my soul thou too, Sir Lancelot,

As thou art a knight peerless.’

Thus he read ;
And ever in the reading, lords and dames
Wept, looking® often from his face who read
‘To hers which lay so silent, and at times,
So touch’d were they, half-thinking that her lips,

Who had devised the letter, moved again.

Then freely spoke Sir Irancelot to them all :_
‘ My lord liege Arthur, and ail ye that hear,
Know that for this most gentle maiden’s death
Right heavy am I; for good she was and true,
But lc:’ved rlne wi’th a love beyond all love
In womeh, whomsoever I have known.
Yet to be loved makes not o love again ;

Not at my years, however it hold in youth,

»~
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I swear by truth and knighthood that I gave-

No cause, not willingly, for such a Jove :

To this I call my friends in testin';oﬁy,

Her brethren, anci her father, who himself

Besought me to be plam. and blunt, and ’use,

To break her pasfion, some discourtesy

Against my nature: what I could, I did.

I left her and I bad her no farew.cll ;

Tho’, had I dreamt the damsel &ould have
died,

I might have put'my wits to some rough use,

And help’d her from herself.’

Then said the Queen
(Sea was her wrath, yet working after storm)
‘Ye might at least"have done her so much grace,
Fair lord, as would have hei}o’d her from her
death.’ .
He raised his head, their eyes met and hers ell,

He adding,
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#. Queen, she would not be content
Save that I wét?ded her, which could not be.
Then might ‘sh'e follow' me thro' the world, she
ask'd; '

I‘t could ‘not be. I told her that her love
Was but the flash of yoz;th, wollld darken down
To rise hereafter in a stiller flame
Toward one more worthy of her—then would I,
More specially were he, she wedded, poor,
Estate them with large land and territory
In mine own realm beyond the narrow seas,
To keep them in all joyance: more than this
I co'uld. not ; this she would"nog and she died.’

He pausing, Arthur answer'd, ‘O my.knight,
It will be to thy \)(orship,‘ as niy knight,
And mine, as hea;d of all our Table Round,
To see tha;: she be buried worshipfully.’

[

So toward that shrine whic11 then in all the realm
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Was richest, Arthur leading, slowly wellt

The marshall’d Order of their Tal.:))e Round,
And Lancelot sad beyonﬂ his wont; to see

The maiden buriéd, not as one unknown,

Nor meanly, but }yith gergeaus epsequi;s,

And mass, and r8lling music, like a queen.

And when the knights had laid her comely head
Low in the dust of half-forgottex; kings,

Then Arthur spak&among them, *Let her tomb
Be costly, and her image thereupon.

And let the shield of Lancelot at her feet
Be carven, and her lily in her hand.

And let the story, of "her dolorous voyage !
For all true hearts be blazon'd on her tomb
In lette:s gold and azure!’ which was wrought
Thereafter.; but when now thg lords and dames
And people, from the high door streaming, brake
Disorderly, as homeward each, the Q;een,

Who mark’d Sir L;mc;Iot where he moved

apart,
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Drew near, and sigh'd in passing, ‘ Lancelot,

Forgive me; (i'pine was jealousy in love.

‘He answer'd' with his eires upon the ground,

¢ That i§ love’s curse; pass oz;, my Queen, for-
giverr’

But Arthur, who beheld his cldudy brows,

Approach’d him, and with full affection said,

< Lancelot, thy Lancelot, tMBu in whom I have
Most joy and mbst affiance, for I know
What thou hast been in battle by my side, '
Angd many a time have watch’d thee at the tilt
Strike down the lusty and lzmg-practiseci knigl_at,
And let the.younger‘and uaskill'd go b):
To win his honour and to make his name,
And loved thy cc;grtesies and thee, 2 man
Made tp be lpved ; but now I would to God,
Seeing the( homeless trouble in thine eyes,
. Thou couldst have loved‘th'i:s maiden, shaped, it

seems,
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By God for thee alone, and from her, face,
If one may judge the living by the ;Ld,
Delicately pure and marvellously fair,
Who might have br;)ught thee, now a lonely man -
Wifeless and heirless, n&Bl:. issue, spns ’
Born to the glor‘y of thy name and fame,
My knight, the great Sir Lancelot of the Lake’
»
Then answer'd L.celot, ¢ Fair .éhe was, my
King,

Pure, as you ever wish your knights to be.
To doubt her fairness were to want an eye,
To doubt her purerp,eég were to want a heart—
Yea, to be loved, if what is worthy love

Could bind him, but free love will not be bound.’

‘ Free love, so bound, were freésf,’ said the
3
King.
“ Let love be free ; free love is for the best:

And, after heaven, on our dull side of death,
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What shouz.i be best, if not so puré a love’
Clothed in
She fail'd to bmd 'tho bemg, as I think,

pure a loveliness? yet thee

Unbound as yet, and geptle, as I know.’

And Lgncelot answer’'d nbthing, but he went,
And af the inrunning of a little brook
Sat by ﬂ;e river in a cove, and watch’d
Tiu: high réed wave, and fited vp his eyes "
And saw the "barge that broughf he.r moving down,
Far-off, éblot upon the stream, and said
Low in hit'nself,_ ¢ Ah simple heart and sweet,
Ye foved me, damsel, surely, with a Jove
Far tenderer than my Queen’s, 3ra.y f?r ‘thy soul?
Ay, that will I. Farewell too—now at last—
Farewell, fair lily. *“Jealotsy in love ?”
Not 5ather r‘fca/c; love’s harsh heir, jealous pride?
Queen, 1f I grant the Jealousy as of love,
vMay hot your crescent fear for name and famé

Speak, as it waxes, of a love that wanes ?
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+ Why did the King dwell on my namg to me?
Mine own name shames me, sceming. teproach,
Lancelot, whom the Lady of the La.l«;s
Caught from his mothggs arms—the wondrous

one
Who passes thro’ thé vision of the night—
She chanted snatches of mysterious hymns
Heard on the winding waters, eve a;'nd morn
She kiss'd me saying,® Thou art fair,'my child,
As a king's son,” and often in her frms
She bare me, pacing on the dusky mere,
Would she had drown’d me in it, where’er it bel,
JFor what am I? what profits me my name '
Of greatest ‘knigl"? 1 foug.hF for it, and have it:
Pleasure to have it, none; to lose it, pain ;
Now grown a part of me: but what use in it ?
To make men worse by making mh’q knowsn ?
Or sin seem less, the sinnecr seeming great ?
Alas for Arthur's greate.st l;night, a man
Not after Arthur'’s heart.! I needs must break

VL . G
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These bords that so defame me : not without
She wills it*: would I, if she will'd it ? nay,
Who knows ? but if I would not, then may God,
I pray him, send a sud@: Angel down
To seize e by the h?:h and bear me far,
And fling me deép in that fdrgotten mere,
Among the tumbled fragments of the hills.’

So groan'd Sir Lancelo®in remorseful pain,

Not knowing*“ie should die a holy man.
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THE HOLY GRAIL.

ROM noiseful arms,and acts’of prowess

done -
In tournament or tilt, Sir Percivale,
‘Whom Arthurand his knighthood call'd The Pure,,
Had pass'd into the s.ilc'nt lifc of prayer, '
Praise, fast, fmd akns; and leaving for“the cowl

The helmet in an abbey far away *

From Camelot, there, and not long after, died.

And one, a fellow-monk among the rest,
s ? .
Ambrosius, loved him much beyond the rest,

And honour’d him, and wrought into his heart
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A way by,love that waken’d love within,

To answet that which came: and as they sat .

Beneath % world-old yew-tree, darkening half

The cloisters, on a gustful April morn

That pufi’d the Swaying branches into smoke

Above them, ere the summier when he died,

The monk Ambrosius qt;estion’d Percivale :

<O brother, I have seen this yew-tree smoke,

Spring after spring, for half a hundred ycars:

For never have I known the world without,

. Nor ever.stray’d beyond the pale: but thee,
When first thou camest—such a courtesy
Spake th:o’ the limbs and in the voice—I knew

. For one of those who eat in Arthur’s hall ;

For good ye are and bad, and like to coins,
Sqme tt {some light, but every one of you
Siamp’d with the image of the King; and now
Tell me, what drove(thele from the Table Round,

My brother  was it ear&hly passion crost ?’
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*Nay,’ said the knight; *for no such passion

» " mine. '

But the sweet vision of the Holy Grails

Drove me from all vainglories, rivalries, .

And earthly heats that spring and sparkle c;ut

Among us in the joudts, wl:ile womnen watch

‘Who wins, who falls ;‘l and waste the spiritual
»

strength
‘Within us, better offer'd up to Heaverl’

To whom the monk :*‘The Holy Grail !—I
trust .
‘We are green in Heaveh's eyes; but here too
much
.
‘We moulder—as to things without-I mean—
‘Yet one of your own k’nights:, a guest of ours,
Told us of this in our refector};:
;3ut spake with such a sadness and so low
We heard not half of what he said. What is it ?

‘The phantom of a cup that comes and goes ?'
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“Nay, monk! what phantom?’ answer'd
' Pereiva.le.

¢The cupy‘t};e cup itself, from which our Lord
Drank at the last sad supper with his own.
This, 'fron'f the blesse@cland of Aromat—
After the day of 'darl;ness, when the dead
Went wandering o’er Mogal}—the good saint,
Arimathzan’ Joseph, journeying brought
To Glastohbury, where the wirter thorn
vBlossoms at Ghristmas, mindful of our Lord.
And there awhile it bodg; and if a man
‘Could touch or see it, he‘wa.s heal’d at once,
By faith, of all his ills. Bu't then the times
Grew to such evil that the holy cup .

Was caught away to Heaven, and disappear’d.”

To whonrthe monk : ‘ From our old books I
know '
That Joseph came of old to Glastonbury,
And the:'e the heathen I:rince, Arviragus,
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Gave him an isle of marsh whereon to build ;
And there he built with wattles frong the marsh
A little lonely church in days of yord

For so they say, these books of ours, but seem
Mute of this miracle, far ?s I have read.

But who first saw the holy thing to-day ?’

‘A woman,’ answer'd Percivale,‘ ‘a nun,
And one no further off in blood froh me
Than sister; and if ever holy maid
With knees of adoration wore the stone,

A holy maid ; tho’ never maiden glow’d,

But that was in he.r ¢arlier maidenhood,

With sucl't a fervent flame of human love,
‘Which being rudely blunted, glanced and shot
Only to holy things’; to prayer and praise
She gave herself, to fast and alms. And yet,
Nun as she was, the scandal of the Co;rt,

Sin against Arthur and t.he Table Rc:und,

And the strange sound of an adulterous race,
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Across the iron grating of her cell

Beat, and"she pray’d and fasted all the more.

\
o

¢And he to whom she told her sins, or what
Her all but'utter whitentss held for sin,
A man wellnigh a hunélred winters old,
Spake often with her of the Holy Grail,
A legezld handed down thro' five or six,
And each otthese a hundred winters old,
From our Lord's time. And when King Arthur

made

I-Eis Table Round, and all men’s hearts became
Clean for a season, surcly Be had thought
That now the Holy Grail would come |again ;
But sin broke out. Ah, Christ, that it would come,
And heal the world of all their wickedness!
“O FEather!" ask’d the maiden, “ might it come
To me b;r prayer and fasting ?”’ “ Nay,” said he,
“1 know not, for thy h:sart‘ is pure as snow.”

And so she pra‘y’cf and fasted, till the sun



THE HOLY GRAIL. ot

Shone, and the wind blew, thro' her, and I thought

She might have risen and floated when‘I saw her.

»
»

‘For on a day she sent to speak with me.
And when she came to é&cak,'behqld"her eycs
Beyond my knowidg of them, beautiful,
Beyond all.knowing of them, wonderful,
Beautiful in the light of holincss, *

And “O my brother Percivale,” she 'said,

“ Sweet brother, I have seen the-Holy Grail :

For, waked at dead of night, I heard a sound

As of a silver horn from o'er the hills

Blown, and I thought! ‘It is not Arthur's use

To hunt by moonlight ;' and the slender sound

As from a distance beyond distance grew

Coming upon me—O never harp nor horn,

Nor aught we blow with breath, or tt.)uck with
hand,

Was like that music as it came; and .then

.,
Stream’d thro’ my cell a cold and silver beam,
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And down the long beam stole the Holy Grail,
Rose-red wiﬂ‘l beatings in it, as if alive,

Till all the ;vhite walls of my cell were dyed
With rosy colours lecaping on the wall ;

And then the, music fadéd, and the Grail

Past, and the beam decay’d, ahd from the walls
‘The rosy quiverings died into the night.

So now the Holy Thing is here again

Among us, Brothcr, fast thou tuo and pray,
And te;l thy brother knights to fast and pray,
That so perchance the vision may be scen

By thee and those, and all the world be hecal'd.”

‘Then leaving th~ pale nun, I spake of this
To all men ; and myself fasted and pray’d
Always, and many among us many a weck
Fasted a?d pray’d even to the uttermost,
Expectant of the wonder that would be.

Apd one there was among us, ever moved
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Among us in white armour, Galahad.
“God make thee good as thou art bqautiful,” *
Said Arthur, when he dubb'd him k.hight; and
none,

In so young youth, was %eyer thade,a Rnight
Till Galahad ; and"this Galahad, when he heard
My sister’s vision, fill'd me with amaze ;
His eyes became so like her own, ;hcy seem'd
Hers, and himself her brother more than 1.

¢ Sister or brother none had he } but some
Call'd him a son of Lancelot, and some said
Begotten by enchantthent—chatterers thcy,‘
Like birdg of passage piping up and down,
That gape for flies—we know not whénce they

For when was Lancelot wanderingly lewd §

come;

‘But she, the wan sweet maiden, sl}orc away

Clean from her forehgad all that’wealth of hair
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‘Which made a silkeq mat-work for her feet ;

And out of this she plaited broad and long

A strong s‘v;rord-belt, and wove with silver thread

And crimson in the belt a strange device,

. A crimson grail within a silver beam ;

And saw the bright boy-knight, and bound it on
him, *

Saying, “ My‘ knight, my love, my knight of
heav‘én,

O thou, my love, whose love is one with mine,

I, maiden, round thec, maiden, bind my belt.

Go forth, for thou shalt -ce what I have seen,

And break thro’ all, till orle will crown thee king

Far in the spiritual city :” and as she spake

She sent the dcathless passion in her eyes

Thro’ him, and madc him hérs, and laid her mﬁd

On kim, ‘and he believed in her belief.

“Then came a year of miracle: O brother,

In our great hall there stood. a vacant chair,
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Fashion’d by Merlin ere he past away,

And carven with strange figures; and{n and out
The figures, like a s;rpent, ran a scrolb

Of letters in a tongue no inan could read.

And Merlin call’d it “ Tht'Siegc pegilous,”
Perilous for good artd ill ; “ for there,” he said,
“No man could sit but he should lose himself :”
And once by misadvertence Merlin"sat

In his own chair, and so was lost ; buf he,
Galahad, when he heard of Merlin's doom,
Cried, “ If I lose mysclf I save myself!”

“Then on a summer might it came to pass,”
While the great banquet lay along the hall,
That Galahad would sit down in Merlin's chair.

‘ And all at once, as there we sat, we hcarg
»
A cracking and a riving of the roofs,
,
And rending, and a blast, and overhead

e
Thunder, and in the thunder was a cry.
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And in the blast there smote allong the hall
A beam of l:ght seven timés more clear than day:
And downrthe long beam stole the Holy Grail
All over cover'd with a liminous cloud,

" And none ‘might see wchu bare it, and it past.
But every knight beheld his fellow’s face
As in a glory, and all the knights arose,
And staring each at other like dumb men

Stood, till 1 found a voice and sware a vow.

‘I sware a vow before them all, that I,
Becausc I had not seen t_he Qrail, would ride
A twelvemonth and a day in quest of it,
Until I found and saw it, a.s the nun '
My sister saw it; and Galahad swaye the vow,
And good Sir Bors, our Lancclot’s cousin, sware,
ﬁ}t&at}celot sware,and manyamongthe knights,

And Gawain sware, and louder tham the rest.’

Then spake‘the monk Ambrosius, asking him,
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*"¢What said the King? Did Arthur take the :

'. vow !’

. “Nay, for my lord ‘said Percivale, ‘the ng,

VVas not in hall: for earl)’ that same, ddy,

Scaped thro’ a caverh from a bandit hold,
" An outraged maiden sprang into the hall
'Crying on help: fo‘r all her shining hair

Was smear'd with earth, ah& either mifky arm

Red-rent with hooks of bramble, and all she wore
®Torn as a sail that leaves the rope is torn

In tempest : so the Igm‘garose and went ,’ |
To smoke the skandaloﬂs hwe of those wild’ lgges
That made such honey in hls tealm. Howbeif
Some little of ,‘thxs marvel he too saw,
Retumi:ig o’e:- the piai'n that then began+ ' -~
To d@:rken u,nder Camelot ; whence the Kings

¥

Look’d up, cﬂﬁ% aloud, Lo, there ! the roofs
| Of om- great hall are roll’d in thunder-smoke'
Pray Heaven, they be not smitten by‘ the bolt.”

VI. H



98 THE HOLY GRAIL.

For dear to Arthur was that hall of ours,
As having (thcre so oft with all his knights

Feasted, and as the stateliest under heaven.

‘O brother, had yc:u‘kno‘wn our mighty hall,
Which Merlin bailt for Artltur long ago!
For all the sacred mount of Camelot,
And all the dim rich city, roof by roof,
Tower after tower, spire beyond spire,
By grove, and garden-lawn, and rushing brook,
Climbs to the mighty hali that Merlin built.
And four great zonee of sculpture, sct betwixt
With many a mystic syrabol, gird the hall:
And in the lowest beasts are slaying‘ men,*
And in the seccond men are slaying beasts,
And on the third are wartiors, perfect men,
And on the fourth are men with growing wings,
And over all one ‘statue in the mould
Of Arthur, made b}; Merlin, with a crown,
And peak'd Wings poin‘ted to the Northern Star

(4
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¥And eastward fronts the statue, and the crown
And both the wings are made of goldl,sand flame
At sunrise till the people in far fields, *®
Wasted so often by the heathen hordes,

Behold it, crying, “ We habe still a King.”
¥ 12VE g

¢ And, brother, had you known our hall within,

Broader and higher than any in all t.he l.ands.!

Where twelve great windows blazon Arthur’s
wars, .

And all the light that falls upon the board

Streams thro’ the twelve great battles of our King.,

Nay, one there is, anq at the eastern end, '

Wealthy wigh wandering lines of mount and mere,

Where Arthur finds the brand Excalibur.

And also one to the we'st, and counter to it,

And blank: and who shall bla\_?.on' it? when #nd
how ?—

O there, perchance, when all our wars are done,

v .
*The brand Excalibur wil} be cast away.
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*So to this hall full quickly rode the King,
In horror Ac'st the work by Merlin wrought,
DreamliKe, should on the sudden vanish, wrapt
In unremorseful folds of rolling fire.
And in he rode, and up 1 ilanced, and saw
The golden dragon sparklirlg over all :
And many of those who burnt the hold, theirarms *
Hack'd, am:l their foreheads grimed with smoke,

ar:d sear’d,

Follow'd, and in among bright faces, ours,
Full of the vision, prest: and then the King
Spake to me, being nearest, “ Percivale,”

(Because the hall was #l in tumult—some

Vowing, and some protesting), “ wlx-lt is this ?”

¢O brother, when I told him what had chanced, *
My sister’s Vision, and the rest, his face
Darken’d, as I gave seen it more than once,
¢

[}
'When.some brave deed seem’d to be done in vain,

Darken ; a.nd “Woe is me, my knights,” he cried,
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** Had I been here, ye had not sworn the vow.”
Bold was mine answer, “ Had thyself 't‘een here,
My King, thou wouldst have sworn.” *Yea,

yea,” said he,

“Art thou so bold and haSt not 8een £hc Grail 2”

¢“Nay, lord, I heard the sound, 1 saw the light,
But since I did not see the Holy Thi.ng?

I sware a vow to follow it till T saw.”

¢ Then when he ask’d us, knight by knight, if

any .
Had seen it, all their anspvers were as one:

L]
“Nay, lord, :.nd therefore have we sworn our

vows.”

‘Lo now,” said Arthur, “have ye seen a clousl?

. M “ n
What go ye into the wilderness to sce?
. N

“Then Galahad on the sudden, and in a voice
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Shrilling along the hall to Arthur, call'd,
“But I, Sjl; Arthur, saw the Holy Grall,
I saw thé Holy Grail and heard a cry—

1

¢O Galahad, and O Galahad, follow me.’”

““ Ah, Galahad, Galahad,” said the King, “for
such

As thou,art'is the vision, not for these.
Thy holy\nun and thou have seen a sign—
Holier is none, my Percivale, than she— '
A sign to maim this Order which I made.
.But ye, that follow but the leader’s bell ”
(B'rother, the King was hargd upon his knights)
“ Taliessin is our fullest throat of sogg,
And one hath sung and all the dumb will sing.
Lancelot is Lancelot, and. hath overborne
Fife knights at once, and every younger knigl(ﬂt,
Unproven, holds hix}lself as Lancelot,

Till ove{borne by one, he learns—and ye,

L ¢ :
What are ye? Galahags >—no, nor Percivales”
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(F or thus it pleased the King to range me close

After .Sir Galahad) ; “nay,” said he, { but men

With strength and will to right the Wrong'd, of
power

To lay the sudden heads af violence ﬂ:;.t,

Knights that in twelve great battles splash’d and
dyed

The strong White Horse in his :)W9 heathen
blood—

But one hath seen, and all the blihd will see.

Go, since your vows are sacred, being made:

Yet—for ye know the cries of all my realm  --

Pass thro’ this hall—shoW often, O my knight;,

Your plac® being vacant at my side,

This chance of noble deeds will come and go

Unchallenged, while ):e follow wandering fires

Lost in the quagmire! Many of you, yea most,

Return no more: ye thi.nk,} show myself

Too dark a prophet : come now, lgt us meet

The morrow morn oncesmore in one full field
. Te
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Of gracious pastime, that once more the King,
Before ye leave him for this Quest, may count
The yet-uUnbroken strength of all his knights,

Rejoicing in that Order which he made.”

*So when the sun broké next from under
ground
All the O'reat table of our Arthur closed )
And clash’d in such a tourncy and so full,
So many lances broken—never yet
Had Camelot seen the like, since Arthur came ;
And I mysclf and Galahad, for a strength
Was in us from the visios, overthrew
So many knights that all the people gried,-

And almost burst the barricrs in their heat,

Shouting, “ Sir Galahad and Sir Percivale !”

‘But when the next day brake from under

ground—

. v
O brother, had you kno‘wn_ our Camelot,
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‘Buiit by old kings, age after age, so old

“The King himself had fears that it would fall,

So strange, and rich, and dim ; for where the roofs

Totter'd toward each 'other in the sky,

Met foreheads all along’the stfeet of those

Who watch’d us pdss; and lower, and where the
long

Rich galleries, lady-laden, weigh'd.thg necks

Of dragons clinging to the crazy walls, !

Thicker than drops from thunder, showers of
flowers

Fell as we past ; and men and boys astride

On wyvern, lion, dragan, griffin, swan,

At all thecorners, named us each by name,

Calling “God speed !” but in the ways below

The knights and ladies wept, and rich and peor

Wept, and the King himself could hardly sgeak

For grief, and all in middl: street the Queen,

Who rode by Lancelot, wail'd and shric:k’d aloud,

N
“This madness has come on us for our sins.”
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So to the Gate of the three ‘Queens we came,
Where Arthuy’s wars are render’d mystically,

And thencé departed every one his way.

“ And T was lifted upcin heart, and thought
Of all my late-shown pr wess in the lists,
How my strong lance had beaten down the
kni{hts.,
So masiy and famous names ; and never yet
Had heaven appear'd so blue, nor earth so green,
For all my blood danced in me, and I knew

That I should light upon the Holy Grail.
‘

¢ Thereafter, the dark warning of ouwKing,
That most of us would follow wandering fires,
Cathe like a driving gloom ‘across my mind.
Thfn'l every evil word I had spoken once,
And every evil thought I.had thought of old,
And every evil"deed 1 ever did,

. Awoke and cried, “ This Quest is not for thee.”



THE HOLY GRAIL 107

And lifting up mine eyes, I found myself
Alone, and in a lanz of sand and i':horns,

And ¥ was thirsty even unto death ;®

And I, too, cried, “This Quest is not for thee.”

“And on I rodé, and when 1 thought my thirst
Would slay me, saw deep lawns, and then a brook,
With one sharp rapid, where the ::risiaing white

5 -
Play’d ever back upon the sloping wavej-
And took both ear and eye; and o’er the brook
Were apple-trees, and apples by the brook
Fallen, and on the lawns., “ I will rest here,”,
I said, “I am not wcythy of the Quest ;”
But evea while I drank the brook, and ate
The goodly apples, all these things at once
Fell into dust, and T was left alone,

And thirsting, in a land of sand and thorna.

¢ And then behold a woman at a dgor

%
Spinning ; and fair the house whereby she sat,
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And kind the woman’s eyes and innocent,

And all her bearing gracious? and she rose
Opening henar;ns to meet me, as who should say,
“ Rest here ; " but when I touch’d her, lo! she, too,
I;‘ell into dust and nothindg‘, and the house
Became no better than a broket shed,

And in it a dead babe ; and also this

Fell into dust, and I was left aione.

‘And on I rode, and greater was my thirst.
Then flash’d a yellow gleam across the world,
And where it smote the plowshare in the field,
The plowman left his plowirg,'and fell down
Before it ; where it glitter'd on her pail, ,
The milkmaid left her milking, and fell down
Before it, and I knew not why, but thought
“« The un is rising,” tho’ the sun had risen.
Then was I ware of one that on me moved
In golden armour with ; crown of gold

“About a casque fn jewels; and his horse
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In golden armour jewell'd everywhere :

And on the splend;ur came, flashing me blind ;
And-seem’d to me the Lord of al; the world,
Being so huge. But when I thought he meant
To crush me, moving bp me; lo ! he; too, .
Open’d his armsto embrace me as he came;
And up I went and touch'd him, and he, too,
Fell into dust, and I was left alone

And wearying in a land of sand and thorns.

“ And I rodé on and found a :nighty hill,
And on the top, a city wall'd: the spires
Prick’'d with incre.dilgle pinnacles into heaven.
And by the gateway stirr'd a crowd ; and these
Cried to me climbing, “ Welcome, Percivale!
Thou mightiest and thou purest among men!” '
And glad was I and clomb, but found at op
No man, nor any voice. And thence I past
Far thro’ a ruinous cfty;“and I saw

That man had once dwelt there“;J but there I found
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Only one man of an exceeding age.

“ Where is tha:t goodly company,” said I,

“That so ced out upon me?” and he had

Scarce any voice to answer, and yet gasp’d,

“Whence and, what art.thou?” and even as he
spoke

Fell into dust, and disappear'd, and 1

Was left al%ne'once more, and cried in grief,

“ Lo, if I find the Holy Grail nself

And touch it, it will crumble into dust.”

‘ And thence I dropt into a lowly vale,
Low‘as the hill was high, gnd where the vale
Was lowest, found 2 chapel, and thercby
A holy hermit in a hermitage,

To whom I told my phantoi'ns, and he said :

¢« O son, thou hast not true humility,
The highest vxrtue, mother of them all;
For when the Lord of all things made Himself
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Naked of glory for His mortal change,

‘Take thou my robe,’ she said, * for all is thine,’
And all her form shone forth with s.udden light
So that the angels were amazed, and she
Follow'd Him down, and Jike a flying 'star

Lecd on the gray-hdir'd wisdom'of the cast ;
But her thou hast not known : for what is this
Thou thoughtest of thy prowess and thy sins ?
Thou hast not lost thyself to save thy:clf

As Galahad.” When the hermit.rgade an end,
In silver armour suddenly Galahad shone
Before us, and against the chapel door

Laid lance, and entgr'c‘" and we knelt in prayer.
And there the hermit slakéd my burning thirst,
And at the sacring of the mass I saw

The holy elements aldne ; but he,

“ Saw ye no more? I’_ Galahad, saw the Grail,
The Holy Grail, descend upon the shrine:

I saw the fiery face as of a child

3
That smote itself into the bread, and went ;
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And hither am I come; and never‘yet

Hath what thy sister taught me first to see,

This Holy "I‘hing, fail'd from my side, nor come

Cover'd, but moving with me niglf: and day,

Fainter by day, but always in the night

Blood-red, and ‘shding dowa the blacken’d
marsh

Blood-red, ahd on the naked mountain top

Blood-rec?, and in the slecping mere below

Blood-red And in the strength of this I rode,

Shattering a:i evil customs everywhere,

And past thro' Pagan realms, and made them
mine, ¢ .

And ‘clash’d with Pdgan hordes, and bore them

§ down,

And broke thro’ all, and in the streagth of this

Camne victor. But my time is hard at hand,

Ang hence I go; and one will crown me King

Far in the spiritual tity ; and come thou, too,

For thou shalt sem thie visiort when I go.
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*While thus he spake, his eye, dwelling on
mine,
Drew me, with power upon me, till bi grew
One with him, to believe as he believed

Then, when the day began to wane, we went.

‘ There rogq a hill that none but man could
climb,

Scarr'd with a hundred wintry watercourses—
Storm at the top, and when we gain’d jt, storm
Round us and death ; for every moment glanced
His silver arms and gloom'd : sa quick and thick
The lightnings here and there to left and right
Struck, till the dry olg trunks about us, dead,.
Yea, rotten with a hundred years of death,
Sprang into fire: and at the Hise we found
On either hand, as far as eye could see,
A great black swamp nnd of an evil stnell,
Part black, part whitend thh the bones of men,
Not to be crost, save (;ha& some a.hcient king

-

VI, T
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I'.T ad built a way, where, link’d with many a bridge,
A thousand picrs ran into the great Sea.

And ‘Galaha.:i fled along them bridge by bridge,
And every bridge as quickly as he crost

- Sprang info fire and varfish’d, tho’ I yearn’d

To follow; and thrice above him all the heavens
Open’d and blazed with thunder such as seem’d
Shoutings of all the sons of God: and first

At once I saw him far on the great Sea,

In silver-shining armour starry-clear ;

And o’er his head the holy vessel hung

Clothed in white samite or a luminous cloud.
And with cxceeding swift‘nes.s. ran the boat,

If boat it werc—1i saw not whence it came.

And when the heavens open'd and blazed again
Roaring, I saw him like a $ilver star—

And had he set the sail, or had the boat
Become a living creature clad with wings ?

And o'er hxs head the Holy Vessel hung
Redder than any rose, a joy to me,
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For now I knew thc veil had been withdrawn.
Then in 2 moment when they blazet.i again
Opening, I saw the least of little stars*

Down on the waste, and straight bcyond the star
T saw the spiritual city ane all her spi;cs

And gateways in a‘glory like one pearl—

No larger, tho’ the goal of all the saints—
Strike from the sca; and from the s.tar there shot
A rose-red sparkle to the city, and there

Dwelt, and T knew it was the Holy Grail,
Which never eyes on earth again shall see. »
Then fell the ﬂoods.of heaven drowning the deep.
And how my feet reerost the deathful ridge

No mcmory in me lives; but that I touch'd
The chapel-doors at dawn I know ; and thence
Taking my war-horse from the holy man,

Glad that no phantom vext me more, return'd

To whence I came, the gatg of Arthur’s wars’

* O brother,’ ask’d Ambrosius,—* for in sooth
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‘Thege ancient books—and they would win'thee—
teem, .

Only I find not there this Holy Grail,

‘With miracles and marvels like to these,

Not all unYilé; which &o?i:entime I read,

Who read but ont my breviar;r with ease, .

Till my head swims ; and then go forth and pass

Down to the iittle thorpe that lies so close,

And almost f)laster'd like a martin's nest

To these old wills—and mingle with our folk ;

And knowing every hionest face of theirs

As.wcll as ever shepherd kngw his sheep,

And every homely secretyin ¢heir hearts,

Delight myself with ;ossip and old wives,

And ills and aches, and teethings, lyings-in,

And mirthful sayings, chi{dren of the place,

“That have no meaning half a league away:

Or lulling randon;x @gualzbles when they rise,

;’Chaﬁ’erings,ar&(‘. chattgﬁngs at the market-cross,

;Réjoice, small man, in this small world of mine,
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Yea, even in their hens and in their eg@s—
O brother, saving this Sir Galahad,
Came ye on none but phantoms in your quest,

No man, no woman ?’

Then"Sir Percivale :
¢All men, to one so bound by such a vow,
And women were as phantoms. 0, my brother,
Why wilt thou shame me to confess to thee
How far I falter'd from my quest and vow?
For after T had lain so many nights,

A bedmate of the snail and cft and snake,
In grass and burdock, I was changed to wan
And meagre, and the‘visic)'n had not come;
And then I chanced.upon a goodly town
With one great dwelling in the middle of it ;
Thither I made, and there was I disarm'C
By maidens cach as fair as any flower:

But when they led me‘into*hall,‘ behol.d.

The Princess of that cgstle was time one,
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Broqxer, ind that one only, wWho had ever
Made my hee.rt leap ; for when I rnaved.of old
A slender page about her fathet's hall,

And she a slender maiden, all my heart

Went after her with lorging : yet we twain
Had never kiss’d a kiss, or vow'd a vow

And now I came upon her once again,

And oae had ‘wedded her, and he was dead,
And all his land and wealth and state were hers.
And while I tarricd, every day she sct

A banquet richer than che day beforc

By me; for all her longing and her will

Was toward me as of old ;_till onc fair morn,

I walking to and fro beside a stream

That flash’d across her orchard underncath
Her castle-walls, she stole upon my walk,
And' calling me the greatest of all knights,
Embraced me, and so kiss'd me the first time,
And gave‘hers:elf and all 'her wealth to me.

Then I remember'd Arthur's warning word,
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That most of us wkld follow wandering fires,
And the Quest faded in my heart. Anon,
‘The heads of all her people drew to nfe,

With supplication both of knees> dnd tongue :

“ We have hearg of theé » thou art‘bu'r greatest
knight,

Our Lady says it, and we well believe :

Wed thou our Lady, and rule over. us,

And thou shalt be as Arthur in our land ”

O me, my brother! but one night my vow

Burnt me within, so th%t I rose and fled,

But wail'd and wept, and hated minc own self,

And ev’'n the Holy, Q:xest,.and all but hcx. , .

Then after I was join'd with Galahad

Cared not for her, nor anything upon earth’

Then said the monk, ¢ Poor men, when ydle is
cold,
Must be content to sit by little fires.
®

And this am I, so that ye care for me
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Ever so little; yea, and bles#be Heaven

That brough!: thee here to this poor house of ours,

Where allthe brethren are so hard, to warm

My cold heart with a friend : but O the pity

To find tﬁ?heown‘ firstdove once more—to hold,

Hold her a wealthy bride within thine arms,

Or all but hold, and then—cast her aside,

Foregoing all'her sweetness, like a weed.

For we that want the warmth of double life,

We that are plagued with dreams of somcthing
sweet

Beyond all sweetness in ; life so rich,—

Ah blessed Lord, I epeak too earthlywise,

Seemg I never stray d beyond the cell,

But live like an old badger in his earth,

With earth about him everywhere, despite

Allvast and penance. . Saw ye none beside, -

None of your knights ?’

“Yea, 50," said, Percivale :
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* One night my pathway swerving east, I saw .
The pelican on the casque of our Sir Bors
¢ All in the middle of the rising moo; .

And toward him spurr'd, and hail’d him, and
he me,

And each made joy of either ; then he ask’d,

“ Where is he ? hast thou seen him— Lancelot ?—
Once,”

Said good Sir Bors, “ he dash’d across me—mad,

And maddening what he rode : and when I cried,

“Ridest thou then so l:otly on a queést

So holy,” Lancelot .shouted, “Stay me noE!

I have been the sluggard, and I ride apace, '

For now there is a li:)n in'the way.”

So vanish'd.

* Then Sir Bors had ridden ot
Softly, and sorrowing for our Lancelot,
Beca,use his former madness, ox\ce the talk .

And scandal of otlt tahle, had retum d;
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For Lancelot’s kith and kin so worsiﬁp him

“That ill to him is ill to them ; to Bors

Beyond the ;est: he well had been content

Not to have seen, so Lancelot might have seen
' ‘The Holy "Cup of healing ; and, indeed,

Being so clouded with his grief and love,

Small heart was his after the Holy Quest:

If God would send the vision, well: if not,

The Quest and he were in the hands of Heaven.

¢ And then, with small adventure met, Sir Bors
Rode to the lonest tract of all the reaim,
And i;ound a people there among their crags,
Qur race and blood, a rcm;lant that were left
Paynim amid their circles, and the stones
They nitch up straicht to Keaven : and their wise
men

Were strong in that old magic which can trace

b The wandering ?f the stdrs, and scoff'd at him

* And this high Qucst as at a simple thing:
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.Told him he follow'd—almost Arthur’s words—
A mocking fire: “ what other fire tha..n he,
Whereby the blood beats, and the bloss@m blows,
And the sea rolls, and all the world is warm’d ?”
And when his agswer chafed them the rough

crowd,
Hearing he had a difference with their priests,
Seized him, and bound and plunge.d him into a
cell
Of great piled stones; and lying bounden there
In darkness thro’ innumerable hours
He heard the hollow-ringing hcavens sweep
Over him, till by miracle—what else 2¢—
Heavy as it was, a grer:t stone slipt and fell,
Such as no wind could move: and thro’ the gap
Glimmer'd the streamin.g scud : then came a night
Still as the day was loud ; and thro’ the gap *®
The seven clear stars of Arthur’s Table Round—
For, brother, so one nighi, becausg the}[.roll

Thro’ such a round it heayen, we named the stars,
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Rcjoicing in ourselves and in our King—

And these,'like bright eyes of familiar friends,
In on hirf shone: “ And then to me, to me,”
Said good Sir Bors, “beyond all hopes of mine,
Who scall'ce-had ‘prayk.f or ask’d it for myself—
Across the seven clear stars“—O grace to me—
In colour like the fingers of a hand

Before a burning taper, the sweet Grail

Glided and past, and close upon it peal’d

A sharp quick thunder.,” Afterwards, a maid,
Who kept our holy faith among her kin

In secret, entering, loosed and let him go.'

To whom the monk : ‘And I remember now
That pelican on the casque: Sir Bors it was
Who spake so low and sadly at our board ;
And mighty reverent at our grace was he:

A square-set man and honest ; and his eyes,
An out-door sign of all the warmth within,
¢

Smiled with his lips—a. smilc beneath a cloud,
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But heaven Had meant it for a sunny one :

Ay, ay, Sir Bors, who else? But when ye reach'd
The city, found ye all your knights r.etam’d.

Or was there sooth in Arthur’s prophecy, .
Tell me, and what said each, and what the King?’

Then answer'd Percivale : ¢ And that can I,
Brother, and truly ; since the living.words
Of so great men as Lancelot and our King
Pass not from door to door 'and eut again,
But sit within the house. O, when we reach’d
The city, our horses stumbling as they trodc
On heaps of ruin, hprn.less unicorns, ,
Crack'd basilisks, and splin.tcr'd cockatrices,
And shatter’d talbots, which had left the stones

Raw, that they fell fro.m. brought us to the hall.

‘And there sat Arthur on the days-throne,
And those that had gon.e out upgn the Quest,
’

Wasted and worn, and but a tithe of them,
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And those that had not, stood before the King,
Who, when he saw me, rose, and bade me hail,

t

Saying, ¢ A welfare in thine eye reproves
Qur fear of some disastrous chance for thee

On hill, or plain; at s¢d, or ﬂoording ford.

So ficrce a gale made havotk here of late
Among the strange devices of our kings;

Yea, shook this newer, stronger hall of ours,
And from the statue Merlin moulded for us
Half-wrench’dagoldenwing ; but now—the Quest,

This vision—hast thou seen the Holy Cup,

That Joscph brought of old to Glastonbury ?”

* ¢So when I told him all thyself hast heard,
Ambrosius, and my fresh but fixt resolve

To pass away into the qu'iet life,

He answer’d not, but, sharply turning, ask’d

Of Gawain, “ Gawain, was this Quest for thee ?”

“ Nay, lord,” ~aid Gawain, “ not for such as L
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ﬁcrefore I communed with a saintly man,

Wh; made me sure the Quest was not for me;

Fo;, I was much awearied of the Quc;st.:

But found a silk pavilion in a field,

And merry maid.ens in if ;.«and'then,tlﬁs gale o

Tore my pav?lioﬁ frem the tenting-pin, ‘

And blew my merry maidens all about

With all discomfort ; yea, and but Yor this,

My twelvemonth and a day were pleasant to me.”
‘He ceased; and Arthur turn’d to whom at

first ‘

He saw not, for Sll’ Bors, on entering, push’d

Athwart the throng to Landelot caught his hand;

Held it, and there, half-hidden by him, stood,

Until the King espied him, saying‘.to him,

“ Hail, Bors! if ever loyal man and true’ e

Could see it, thou hast seen the Grail ;”’ and Bors,

“ Ask me not, for I may*not spea‘k of iti,

I saw it:” and the tears were in his eyes.
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“ Then there remain’'d but Lancelot, for the rest
Spake but of sundry perils in the storm ; .
Perhaps, dike him of Cana in Holy Writ,. .

Our Arthur kept his best until the last;
“ Thou, t;:oo,.my Lancgfot,” ask:d the King, “ my

friend,

Our mightiest, hath this Quest avail'd for thee ?"

“QOur mighticst!” answer'd Lancelot, with a

groar;;

“Q King!"—and W¥n he pauscd, methought 1
spied

A dying firc of madness in l.lis eyes—

“ O King, my friend; if fr‘iend of thine I be,

Happier arc those that welter in their «in,

Swine in the gaud, that cdnnot sec for slime,

Slime of the ditch: but in me lived a sin

So strange, of such a kind, that all of pure,

Noble, a.nd knightly in'me twined and clung

Round that o'ne sin, unil the wholesome flower
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JAnd péisonous grew together, each as each,

Not to be pluck’d asunder; and whép thy knights
Swa'r.e, I sware with them only in thehope
'That could I touch or see the Holy Graxl

‘They might be pluck’d asunder T hen I spake
To one most holy samt, who wept and said,
-That save they could be pluck’d asunder all
My guest were but in vam to whom I vow'd
That I would work according as he will'd. '
And forth I went, and while I yearn’d and strove
To tear the twain asunder in my heart,

My madness came upon me as of old,

And whipt me intg, wg.ste fields far away;
There was I beaten down l;y little men,

Mean knights, to whom the moving of my sword
And shadow of my sp.ear had bee;x enow

To scare them from me once ; and then I came
All in my folly to the naked shore,

Wide flats, where notf{ing bug _coarse grasses

grew ;



130 YHE HOLY GRAIL

But such a blast, my King, began to blow,

So loud a blast along the shore and sea,

Ye could nbt hear the waters for the blast,
Tho' heapt in mounds and ridges all the sea
Drove like a c‘ataract and all thecsand

Swept like a river, and the clouded heavens
Were shaken with the motion and the sound.
And blackening in the sea-foam swa.y'd a boat,
Half-swallow'd in it, anchor'd with a chain,
And in my madncss to myself I said,

‘1 will embark and I will lose myself,

And in the great sea yash Jaway my sin.

I burst the chain, I sprang intg the boat.
Séven days I drove a.lc.)ng the dreary deep,
And with me drove'the moon and all the stars;
And the wind fell, and on the seventh night

1 hefrd the shingle grinding in the surge,

And felt the boat shock earth, and looking up,
Behold, the enchanted towers of Carbonek,

A castle like a ;ock upon, a rock,
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With chasm-like por.tals open to the sea,

And stéps that met the breaker ! these was none

Stood near it but a lion on each side

That kept the entry, and.the m?on wag full.

Then from the bott I leapf, and up the stairs.

There drew my sv;ord. With' sudten-flaring
mancs

Those two great beasts rose upright like a man,

Each gript a shoulder, and I stood between ;

And, when I would have smitten®them, h‘card a
voice,

¢ Doubt not, go forward ; if thou doubt, the beasts

Will tear thee piecemegl’ Then with violence

The sword was dash’d from o.ut'my hand, and fell.

And yp into the sounding hall I past ;

But nothing in the sdur;ding hall I saw,

No bench nor table, painting on the wall

Or shield of knight ; only the rounded moon

Thro' the tall oriel on the.rolling Yea.

But always in the quiet hbuse I heard,
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Clear as a lark, high o’er me as a lark,

A sweet voige singing in the topmost tower

To the eastward : up I climb’d a thousand steps
With painf: as in a dream T seem'd to climb
For ever: at'the l‘ast I r;ach'd a door,

A light was in the crannies, and I heard,

¢ Glory and joy and honour to «ur Lord

And to the Holy Vessel of the Grail’

Then in my maddess I essay’d the door

It gave; and th.o’ a stormy glare, a heat

As from a seventimes-heated furnace, 1,
Blasted and burnt, and hlinded as T was,

With such a fierceness that § swoon'd away—
Q, yet mcthought} ;a\'r the Holy Grail,

All pall’d in crimson samite, and around

Great angels, awful shape;, and wings and eyes.
And Qut for all my madness and my sin,

And then my swooning, I had sworn I saw
That which I saw ; but what T saw was veil'd

And coyerd ; and this Quest was not for me.”
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‘ So speaking, and here ceasing, Lal:lCElot left
The hall long silent,‘till Sir Gawain—nay, |
Brother, I need not tell thee foolish wbrds,-—

A reckless and m'everent knight was he,

Now bolden’d by the sxlence of his ng,

Well, I will tell theé : *O King, my liege,” he said,
“ Hjtth Gawain fail'd in any quest of thine ?
When have I stinted stroke in fou{;'hten field ?
But as for thine, my good friend Percivale,

Thy holy nun and thou have driven men mad,
Yea, made our mightiest madder than our least.
But by mine cyes and by mine cars I swear,

I will be deafer tha‘n the blue-eyed cat,

And thrice as blind a; any.noonday owl,

To holy virgins in their ecsta;ies,

Henceforward.”

“ Deafer,” said the blameless King,
‘ Gawain, and blinder ufito holyathings

Hope not to make thysglf by idle vows,
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Being too blind to have desire to see,

But if indeed thet;: came a sign from heaven,

Blessed arxe ‘Bors, Lancelot ';nd Percivale,

For these have seen according to their sight.

For every tﬁer;y prophe in*old times,

And all the sacréd madness &f the bard,

When God made music thro’ them, could but
speak '

His music by the framework and the chord ;

And aswe saw if ye have spoken truth.

“ Nay—ﬁut thou errest, Lancelot : never yet
Could all of true and noble ix} knight and man
Twine round one sin, what‘ever it might be,
With such a closcness, but apart there grew,
Save that he were the swine thou spakest of,
Sothe root of knighthood and pure nobleness ;

Whereto see thou, that it may bear its flower.

“ Apd spake I not tog truly, O my knights?
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Was I too dark a prophet wh‘en I said
To those who went upon the Holy .Quest,
That most of them ‘would follow wandering fires,
Lost in the quagmire ?—lost to me and gone,
And left me gaging at a-barren board

And a lean Order—scarce return'd a tithe—
And out of those to whom the vision came

My greatest hardly will believe h:: saw ;
Another hath beheld it afar off, '

And leaving human wrongs to sight themselves,
Cares but to pass into the silent life.
“And one hat.th had the vision face to face,

And now his chair desires him here in vain,

o
However they niay crown him otherwhere.

“ And some among you held, that if the King
Had seen the sight he would have sworn the%ow:
Not easily, seeing that the King must guard
That which he rules, arld is butyas the hind

L ]
“To whom a space of lapd is given to plough,
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Who may not wand.e‘r from the allotted field
Before his wo{rk be done ; but, being done,

Let visi'ons‘of the night or of the day

Come, as they will ; and many a time they come,
Until this e;rﬁl he walks on seems not earth,
This light that strikes his eyeball is not light,
This air that smites his forehead is not‘air
But vision-—ye.a, his very ha;ld ar.d foot—

In moments when he feelswhe cannot die,
And knows himself no vision to himself,

Nor the high God a vision, nor that One
Who rose again: ye have seen what ye have

seen.” N

‘So spake the King : I knew not all he meant.
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PELLEAS AND ETTARRE.

750) ZJING ARTHUR made new knights

to fill the gap _
Left by the Holy Quest; and as
he sat
In hall at old Caerleon, the high doors
Were softly sunder’.d, and tro’ these a youth, ‘
Pelleas, and tﬁe sweet smell of the fields

Pést, and the sunshine’came along with him.

‘Make me thy knight, because I know, Sir
King,
Ali that belongs to knighthood, and 1 love.
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Such was his cry ; for having heard the King

Had let proclaim a tournament—the prize

; A golden (;irclet an‘d a knightly sword,

F ull fain had Pelleas for his lady won

Thc golden‘cu'clet for hlmself,the sword :

And there were those who knew him near the
King,

And promisred for him : and Arthur made him

knight.

And this new knight, Sir Pelleas of the isles—
But lately come to his inheritance,
And lord of n;any a barren fsle‘ was he—
Riding at noon, a day or ‘twain before,
Across the forest call’d of Dean, to find
Caerleon and the King, had felt the sun
Beut like a strong knight on his helm, and reel’d
Almost to falling from his horse ; but saw

- Near him a mopund of €ven-sloping side,

£ I
* Whereon a hundred stafely beeches grew, +



PELLEAS AND ETTARRE. 141

And he;'e and there great hollies under thém ;
But for a mile all round wa$ open space,

And fern anc:l heath : and slowly Pelleas drew .
To that dim day, then binding his gooc.i horse
To a trec, cast himself dc;wn ; a.nd a8 he lay

At random looking over the brown earth

Thro’ that green-glooming twilight of the grove,
It seem’d to Pelleas that the fern wi.thout

Burnt as a living fire of emeralds,

So that his eyes were dazzled loeking at it.
Then o’er it crost the dimness of a cloud
Floating, and once the shadow of 3 bird

Flying, and then a [a“.m ; and his eyes closed.
And since he loved all maidens, but no maid
In special, half-awake he whisper'd, * Where ?
O where? 1 love theé: tho’ I know thec not.
For fair thou art and pure'as Guinevere, B
Axd I will make thee with my sp.ear" and sword
As: famous—O my Queeh, my G‘uine\;ere,

For I will be thine Arthar when we meet.’
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,Sudﬂenl}:‘ wake'n)’d with a sound of ta:lk
And laughter at the limit of the w‘odd’,
And glaficing thro’ the hoary boles, he saw,
Strange as to some old prophet might have seem’d
A vision hofrcjrin‘g ona ‘sea. of fire, .
Damsels in divers colours like the cloud
Of sunset and sunrise, and all of them
On horses, a;\d the horses richlsy- trapt
Breast-high in that bright line of bracken stood :
And all the damsels talk’d confusedly,

And one was pointing this way, and one that,

Because the way was lost.

And Pclleas rose,
And loosed his horse, and led him to -thc light.
There she that seem’d thc"chief a'inongl them said,
<If happy time behold our pilot-star !
Youfh, we are damsels-errant, and we ride,
Arold as e sed, to tilt gainst the knights

*

Therk at Caerleon, but have lost our way :
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Toright? toleft? straight forward ? back again ?
Which ? tell us quickly.’

And Pelleas gazing‘thoughl,
. .

¢ Is Guinevere herself so beautiful ?2* »
For large her violet eYes look'd, and her bloom
A rosy dawn kindled in stainless heavens,
And round her limbs, mature in won:anhood ;
And slender was her hand and small he.r shape ;
And but for those large eyes, the haunts of scorn,
She might have seem’d a toy to trifle with,
And pass and care no more. But while he gazed
The beauty of her ﬂe.sh abash’d-thc‘boy,
As tho' it were the bea:ty of “her soul :
For as the base man, judging of the good,
Puts his own baseness il him by default
Of will and nature, so did Pelleas lend
All the ypung beauty of his 6wn soul to hers,
Believing her; and when she spake to him,
Stammer’d, and could not,make her‘a reply.
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For out of the waste islands had he come,

Where saving his own sisters he had known

Scarce a.ly: but the women of his isles, -

Rough w‘i\.r‘es, that laugh’'d and scream’d against
the gulls,

Makers of nets, and living from the sca

Then with a slow smile turn d the lady round
And look'd upon her people ; and as when
A stone is flung int6 some slecping tarn,
The circle widens till it lip the marge
Sprcad the slow smile thro' all her company
Three knights were thereamong; and they too

smiled,

Scorning him ; for the iady was Ettarre,

And she was a great ladg in her land.

«Again she said, ¢ O wild and of the woods,
Knowest thou not the fashion of our speech ?

"
'Or bave the Hiavens ¥ ut given thee a fair face,
Ladking a tangue ?’
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‘O damsel,’ answer'd he,
‘I woke from dreams ; and commg out of gloom
Was dazzled by the sudden hght. and crave
Pardon : but will ye to Caerleon? 1 -

Go likewise : shall I lead.ypu to the King ?’

‘Lead then,’ she said ; and thro' the woods
they went.

And while they ;-ode, tne meaning in his eyes,
His tenderness of manner, and chaste awe,
His broken utterances and bashfulness,
Were all a burthen to her, and in her heart
She m‘utter’d, ‘T have lighted on a fool,
Raw, ye* so stale!’ q];:t since her mind was bent
On hearing, after trumpet blown, her name
And title, ‘ Qucen of Blauty,’ in the lists
Cried—and beholding him so strong, she thought
That peradventure he will fight for me,
And win the circlet: thergfore flattérd him,
Being so gracious, that h¢ wellnigll‘.deem;d

]

Vi L
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His wish by hers was echo’d ; and her knights
And all her damsels too were gracious to him,

For she Was a great lady.

And when they feach’d
Caerleon, cre they past to lod;ging. she,
Taking his hand, ‘O the s'tn mg hand,’ she said,
‘See! look ut mine! but wiit thou fight for me,
And win me this fine circlet, I’clleas,

That may love thee ?’

Then his hclpless heart
Leapt, and he cried, ‘ Ay! wilt thou if I win ?’
¢ Ay, that will 1, she ans‘wc"d, ari she laugh'd,
And straitly nipt tl;e hand, and flung it from her,
Then glanced askew at thosc three knights of
hers, l

*
Till all her ladies laugh'd along with her.

QO happy world,’ thought Pelleas, ‘all, me-

seems.
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Are happy ; I the happiest of them all.’

Nor slept that night for pleasure in his blood,

And green wood-ways, and eyes amdng the
Jeaves;

Then being on thesmorrow knighted, sware

To love one only. A:xd as he came away,

The men who met hign rounded on tl:eir heels

And wonder’d after him, becausc his face

Shone like the countenance of a priest of old

Against the flame about a sacrifice

Kindled by fire from heaven : so glad was he.

Then Arthu madg vast banquets, and strange
knights
From the four winds came in: and each one sat,
Tho’ served with choice from air, land, stream,
and sea,
Oft in mid-banquet measuring %lth his eyes
His neighbour’s make and mxghf and Pelleas

lanl'd
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Noble among the noble, for he dream’d

His lady loved him, and he knew himself

Loved df the King: and him his new-made knight

Worshipf, whose lightest whisper moved him
more

Than all the ranged reasons of the world.

Then blush’d and brake the morning of the
jousts,

And this was call'd * The Tournament of Youth:’
For Arthur, loving his young knight, withheld
His older and his mightier from the lists,
That Pelleas might obta.it}‘ his lady’s love,
According to her ;;romi;e, and re‘main
Lord of the tourney. And Arthur had the jousts
Down in the flat field l::ir the shore of Usk
Plolden : the gilded parapets were crown’d
With faces, and the great tower fill'd with eyes
Up to the sgtﬁmit, artd the trumpets blew.
There all day long Siv Pelleas kept the field
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With honour: so by that strong hand of his

The sword and golden circlet were achieved.

- Then rang the shout his lady loved : the heat
Of prid:a and glory ijred her Jace ‘;"hene;'e
Sparkled ; she caught*he cigtlet from his lance,
And there before the peoble crown’d herself :

So for the last time she was gracious fo him.

Then at Caerleon for a spacc’—lzer look
Bright for all others, cloudier on her knight—
Linger'd Ettarre : and seeing Pelleas droop,
Said Guinevere, ‘ We marvel at thee much,

O damsel, wearﬁl;.tﬁ;‘ﬁnsunﬂy face

To him who won thee glory !’ And she said,

‘ Had ye not held your Bancelot in yourgpower,
My Queen, he had not won.” Whereat the Quees,
As one whose foot is bitten by an ant,

Glanced down upon her, furn'd and went her

way.
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But aﬁer, when her élamsels, and herself,
And those three knights all set their faces home,
Sir Pellca; follow’d. She that saw him cried,
¢ i)a.msels__—and' yet I should be shamed to say it—
I cannot bide S;r Bab):; Keedp him back
Among yourselves, Would rather that we had
Some rough old knight who knew the worldly

way,

Albeit grizzlier than a bear, to ride
And jest with: ta%e him to you, keep him off,
And pamper him with papmeat, if ye will,
Old milky fables of the wolf and sheep,

o
W

Such as the wholesome mol;hers tgll their boyé. '
Nay, should ye try ‘him w'i:h ; ;e;ry one
To find his mettle, good : and if he fly us,
Small matter! let him.’ “’T his her damsels heard,
Amd mindful of her small and_cruel hand,
They, closing round him thro’ thé journey home,
Actgd her hess and alfvays from her side

Restram’d hxm with al] manner of device,
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So that he could not come to speech with her.

And when she gain'd her castle, upsprang the
bridge, |

Down rang the grate of iron thro’ the groove, ‘

. "4
And he was left alone in qpen field.s

¢ These be the ways of ladies,’” Pelleas thought,
¢ To those who love them, trials of our faith.
" Yea, let her prove me to the uttermost,
For loyal to the uttermost agg 1.
So made his moan ; and, darkness falling, sought
A priory not far off, there lodged, but rose
“With morning every day, and, moist or dry,
Full-arm’'d upu.eh. x;hargel.' all day long

Sat by the walls, and no one open’d to him.

And this persistencs turn'd her scorn to wrath.

Then calling her three knights, she charged them,
*Qut ! |

And drive him from the wallss And out they

came,”
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But Pelleas overthrew them as they dash’d
Against him one by one; and these return’d,

But still ke kept his watch beneath the wall.

Thereon her wrath Qecame a hate ; and once,
A week beyond, while walkifig on the walls
With her three knights, she pninted downward.,

‘Look,
He haunts me—I cannot breathe—besieges me ;
Down! strike him ! ‘put my hate into your strokes,
Ax‘1d drive him from my walls And down they
went,
And Pelleas overthrew them onembx one ;

And from the tower dbove him cried Ettarre,

‘Bind hith, and bring him in.

He heard her voice ;
Then‘let the strong hand, which had overthrown
Her mlmon-kmghts. by g:hObe he overthrew
Be bounden straxght, and so they brought him in.
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Then when he came before Ettarre, the sight
Of her rich beauty made him at one .glance
More bondsman in his heart than in hi» bonds. +
Yet with good cheer he spake, :Behold me, Lady,
A prisone;, and the vas;a.L of tlfy will ; |
And if thou keep me in thy donjon here,
Eontent am I so that I sce thy face
But once a day: for I have sworn ;ny VOWS,
And thou hast given thy promise, and I know
That all these pains are trials of my faith,

And that thyself when thou hast seen me strain’d
And sifted to the utmost, wilt at length
'Yield me thy love and know me for thy knight.’

Then she began to rail so bitt;rly, ¢
With all her damsels,®he was stricken mute ;
But when she mock’d his vows and the great Ring,
Lighted on words : ‘ For pity of thine own self,
Peace, Lady, peace: is je not thine and mine ?’

¢ Thou fool, she said. ‘} never heard his voice
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But long'd to break away. Unbind him now,

And thrust laim out of doors; for save he be

Feol to the midmost marrow of his bones,

e will return no more.’” And those, her three,
13 4

Laugh'd, and«unbound, and thrust him from the

gate.

And after this, a week beyond, again
She call'd them, saying, ¢ There he watches yet,
There like a dog before his master’s door !
Kick'd, he returns: do ye not hate him, ye ?
Ye know yoursclves: bow can ye bide at

peace,

Affronted with his fulsome innocence ?
Are ye bt creazures of the board and bed,
No men to strike? Fall c;h him all at onge,
And if ye slay him I reck not: if ye fail,
Give ye the slave mine order to be bound,
Bind him as he:-e%ofore, ;md bring him iﬂ:lr

, It may be ye shall slay him in his bonds.’
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She spake; and. at her will they couch'd their
spears,
Three against one : and Gawain p;.s.sing by,
Bound upon solitary adventure, saw
Low down beneath tl:e.shacfg;nr of tlsose towers
A villainy, thre'e 2o one : and thro' his heart
" The fire of honour and all noble deeds
Flash'd, and he call'd, ‘I strike upon thy side—
_ The caitiffs I’ ‘ Nay, said Pelleas, ‘but forbear ;

He needs no aid who doth his lady’s will’

So Gawain, looking at the villainy done,
Forbore, but in his heat and cagerness
Trembled and quiverd, s the dog, withheld
A moment from the vermin that he sees

-
Befq.r&e him, shiversyere he springs and kills.

And Pelleas overthrew them, one to three;
And"they rose up, and bound, and brought him in.
. ]
Then first her anger, Jeaving Pelleas, burn'd
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Full on her knights in many an evil name

Of craven, weakling, and thrice-beaten hound :

¢ Yet, take lu'n:, ye that scarce are fit to touch,

Far less to bind, your victor, and thrust him out, .

And let who will release him from his bénds.

And if he comes again '—there $he brake sho‘rt;

And Pelleas answer’d, ¢ Lady, for indeed

I loved you and'I deem'd you beautfful,

T cannot brook to see your beauty marr'd

Thro’ .evil spite: and if ye love me not,

I cannot bear to dream you so forsworn :

I had liefer ye were worthy of my love,

Than to be loved again of you—farewell ;

——

And tho’ ye kill my hope, not yet my love,

Vex not yourself : ye will not see me more.’

Whilf thus he spake, she gazed upon the man
of print;ely bearing, 'tho’ in bonds, and thought,
“-‘Why have I push’dxhlm from me? thns man loves,
T[love @ere be : yet him 1 loved not. Why ?
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*

I deem’d him fool ? yea, so ? or that in him

A something—was it nobler than x.nyself —

Se.em’d my reproach? He is not of*my kind.
¢ He could not love mei, did ht: know me well.

Ngy, let him gqg—and quickly.’” And her knights
Laugh’d not, but thrust him bounden out of door.

Forth sprang Gawain, and loosed him from his
= bonds,

And flung them o’er the wallg; and afterward,
Shaking his hands, as from a lazar’s rag,
‘Faith of my body,’ he said, ‘and art thou not—
Yea thou art he, whom late our Arthur made
K.night of his t;ble ; yea "and he that won
The circlet ? wherefore hast thou so defamed

Thy brotherhqod iff me and all the rest,

As let these caitiffs on thee work their will ?’

" And Pelleas answer"d, ‘O, their wills are hers
‘ [
For whom I won the «irclet; and mine, hers, ‘

]

*
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Thus to be bounden, so to see her face,
Marr'd tho' it be with spite and mockery now,
Other than*when I found her in the woods ,
And tho' she hath me bOunden but in Splt(.,
And all to flowr me, when thc.y hring me in,
Let me be bounden, I shall see her face ,

Else must I die thro’ minc unhappiness.’

And Gawain answer'd kindly tho in scort,
¢ Why, let my lady bind me if she will,
And let my lady beat me if she will :
But an she send her deleg ite to thrall
These fighting hands of mine——Cl'llift kill me then
But I will slice him handiess by the wrist,
And let my lady sear the ;tump for him,
Howl as he may. But hold me for your friend :
Com¢, ye know nothing : here 1 pledge my troth,
Yea, by the honour of the Table Round,
I will be leal to tihéc and ywork thy v:ork,
f&nd tame thy jailing printess to thine hand.
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Lend me thine horse and arms, and I will say
That I have slain thee, She will let me in

To hear the manner of thy fight and. fall ;

Then, when I come within her counsels, then
From prf;n.e to v?spers‘wi,ll I c;ha.nta thy praisc
As prowest knight and truest lover, more

Than any have sung thee living, till she long
To have thee back in lusty life again,

Not to be bound, save by whitc bonds and warm,
Dearer than freedom. Wherefore now thy horse
And armour: let me go: be comforted :

Give me three days to melt her fancy, and hope

*
The third night hence will bring thec news of old?

Then Pelleas #nt his horse and all his arms,
Saving the goodly swWord, his prize, and took
Gawain’s, and said, ‘ Betray me not, but help--

Art thou not he whom men call light-of-love *’

‘ Ay,’ said Gawain, ‘ for women be so light.’ \
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Then bounded forward to the castle walls,
And raised a bugle hanging from his neck,
And windeci it, and that so musically

That all the old echoes hidden in the wall

Rang out like hollow woods at huntingtide
(4

Up ran a score of damsels to the tower
¢ Avaunt,’ they cried, ¢ our lady loves thee not.’
But Gawain lifting up his vizor said,
*¢ Gawain am 1, Gawain‘of Arthur’s court,
And 1 have slain this Pelleas whom ye hate .
Behold his horse and armour.  Open gates,

And I will make vou merry’

A;xd down they ran,
Her damsels, crying to their la#ty, ‘Lo!
Pelleas is dead—he told us—he that hath
His# horse and armour: will ye let him in?
He slew him | Gawain, Gawain of the court,
Sir Gawain—theve he u;aits below the wall,

‘ Blowing his bugle as wh ) should say him nay.’
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And so, leave given, straight on thro’ open door
Rode Gawain, whom she greeted courteously.
‘ Dead, is it so?’ she ask'd. Ay, ay,: said he,
* And oft in dying cried upon your name.’
‘ Pity on HIm,’ she .answe‘r’d, ‘a g:ood &night,
But never let me bid® one hour at peace.’
¢ Ay,’ thought Gawain, ‘and you be fair enow :
But I to your dead man have given my troth,

14

That whom ye loathe, him#ill I make you love.
So those three days, aimless about the land,

Lost in a doubt, Pelleas wandering

Waited, until the third night brought a moon

With promise of large light oh woods and ways.

Hot was the night aud silent; but a sound
Of Gawain ever coming, and this lay—
Which Pelleas had heard sung before the Queen,
‘ And seen her sadden listening—véxt his heart,
And marr'd his rest—‘ A w:orm witl;in the rose’

VL M
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‘ A rosc, but one, none otlcler rose had I,
A rose, one rose, and this was wondrous fair,
¢
One rose, a rose that gladden’d earth and sky,
One rose, my rose, that s{veeten’d all mine air—

I cared not for the thorns ; the thordS were there.

‘ One rose, a rose to gather by and by,
One rose, one rose, to gather and to wear,
, No rose but one—whakt other rose had I?
One rose, my rose; a rose that will not die,—

.I;Ie dies who 1oves it,—if the worm be there.

This iender thyrme, and evermore the doubt,
‘ Why lingers Gawaih with his golden news?’
So shook him that he could not rest, but rode
Ere midnight to her walls; and bound his horse
Hard by the gates. Wide open were the gates,
And no watch kept; and in thro' these l;e past,
And heard bx.it'his ow:m steps, and his own heart

Beiting, for nothing moved but his own self,
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And his own shadow. Then he crost the court,
And spied not any light in hall or bower,

But saw the postern portal also wide ‘
Yawning ; and up a slope of garden, all

Of roses whife and red, a‘nd brambles mixt
And ow.ergrowing t;xéin, went on, and found,
Here too, all hush’d below the mcllow .moon,
Save that one rivulet from a tiny cave

Came lightening downward, and so spilt itsclf

Among the roses, and was lost again.

Then was he ware of three pavilions rear'd
Above the bushes, gilden-peakt : in one,
Red after revel, droned her ldrdane knights
Slumbefing, and their three squires across their

feet :

In one, their malice on the placid lip
Froz'n by sweet sleep, four of her damsels lay
‘And xn the third, the cu-clet of the joustse

%
Bound on her brow, were Gawam and Ettarre.
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Back, as a hand that pusﬁhes thro’ the leaf
To find a ?est ar;d feels a snake, he drew:
Back, as a coward slinks from what he fears
To cope with, or a traitor proven, or hound
Beaten, did-Pellzeas in a’n utte'r shame™
Creep with his shadow thro' the court again,
Fingering at his sword-handle until he stood
There on the castle-bridge once more,and thought,

I will go back, and slay them where they lie.’

«, And so wentBack, and seeing them yet in sleep

Said, * S}e, that so dishallow the holy sleep,

Your sleep is death,’ and drew the sword, and
thought,

‘What! slay a sleeping knight? the King hath
bound ‘

And sworn me to this brotherhood ;' again,

¢ Alas that ever a knight should be so false.’

T I;Cu turn’d, 2nd so return’d, and groaniné laid

. ¢
The naked sword athevart their naked throats,
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There left it, and them sleeping ; and she lay,
The circlet of the toume:;r round her brows,
And the sword of the tourney across *her

w

throat.
PN
And $orth he past, and mounting on his horse
Stared at her towers that, larger than themdelves
In their own darkness, throng’d into the moon.
Then crush’d the saddle with his thighs, and
clench’'d
His hands, and madden'd v:;ith himself and*

moan'd :

‘Would -they have risen against me in their
blood -
At the last day? 1 m.ight have answer'd them
Even before high God. O towers so strong, ’
Huge, solid, would that even while 1 g.aze
The crack of earthquake sjﬁverin;' to your base

Split you, and Hell bur.st‘up your harlot roofs
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Bellowing, and charr'd you thro’ and thfo’ within,

Black as the harlot’s heart—hollow as a skull !

Let the fierce east scream thro’ your eyelet;holes,

And whirl the dust of hy.lots round and round

In dung and nettles' hiss, snake-:; saw him

there—

Let the fox bark, let the wolf yell. Who yells

Here in the still sweet summer night, but I—

I, the poor Pelleas whom she,call’d her fool ?

Fool, beast—he, she, or I ? myself most fool ;
~Beast too, as lacking human wit—disgraced,

Dishonour'd all for trial of true love—

Love ?—we be all alike : only the King

Hath made us fool; and liars. O noble vows!

O great and sane and simple race of brutes

That own no lust because they have no law!

F;r why should I have loved her to my. shame ?#

I loathe her, as I loved her.to my shame.

[
I never loved her, 1 bpt lusted for her—

Away—'
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He dash’'d the rowel into his horse,
And bounded forth and vanish’d thro’ the

night.

Then she, that €elt the fold touchon her throat,
Awaking knew the.sword, and turn’d herself
To Gawain: * Liar, for thou hast not slain
This Pellcas ! here he stood, and might have slain
Me and thyself.’ g.And he that tells the tale
Says that her ever-veering fancy turn'd
To Pelleas, as the one true knight on earth,
- And only lover ; and thro’ her love her life

Wasted and pined, desiring him in vain.

But he by wild and way, for half the night,
And over hard and soft striking the sod
From out the soft, the spark from off the hard.
Rode till the star above the wakening sun,

»

Beside that tower where IPercivale was cowl'd,

Glanced from the rosy forehead of the dawn.
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For so the words were flash’d into his heart

He knew not whence or wherefore : * O sweet star,
Pure on the virgin forehead of the dawn !’

And there he would have, wept, but felt his eyes
Harder and 'drie; thar a fountain bgl i

In summer: thither came the village girls

And linger'd talking, and they come no more
Till the sweet heavens have fil’d it from the

heights '

Again with living waters in the change
wQf seasons : hard his eyes ; harder his heart
Seem’d ; but so weary were his limbs, that he, .
Gasping, ‘ Of Arthur’s hall am I, but here,

Here let me rest an'd die,’ cast himself down,
And gulf’d his griefs in inmost sleep ; so lay,
Till shaken by a dream, that Gawain ﬁred

The hall of Merlin, and the mormng star

Reel'd in the smoke, brake into ﬂame and fell.

He 'woke. and being \-are of some one nich.
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Sent hands llpon him, as to tear him, crying,
‘False! and I held thee pure as Guinevere.’

But Percivale stoodypear him and replied,
<Am T but ?alse_g.s Guinewvere i.s pute?
Or art thou mazed with dreams? or being one
Of aur free-spoken Te&ble hast not heard
That Lancelot’'—there he check’d himself and

paused.

Then fared it with Sir Pclleas as with one
Who gets a wound in battle, and the sword .
That made it plunges thro’ the wou.nd again,
And pricks it deeper : and ‘he shrank and wail'd,
‘ Is the Queen false ?’ and Percivale was mute.
‘Have any of our Round Table held their vows ?’
And Percivale made answer not a word.  °
“Is the King true?’ ‘The King!’ said Percivalg.

‘Why then let men couple at o;lc'e with wolves.

What! art thou mad ¥’
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But Pelleas, leaping up,
Ran thro’ the doors and vaulted on his horse
And fled :* small pity upon his horse had he,
Or on himself, or any, andywhen he met
A cripple, oné that held a hand, for aTms.—
Hunch'd as he was, and like :;,n old dwarf-elm
That turns its back on the salt biast, the boy
Paused not, but overrode him, shouting," False,
And false with Gawain !’ and so left him bruised
And batter’d, and fled on, and hill and wood
Went ever streaming by him till the gloom,
That follows on the turning of the world,
Darken’d the common path: he twitch'd the

reins, ‘
And made his beast that better knew'it, swerve
Now off it and now on ; but when he saw
Higfn up in heaven the hall that Merlin built,
Blackening against the dead-green stripes of even,
“'Black-nest of ,r;.ts,’ he‘ groan'd, ‘ye build too
high.’
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Not long thereafter from the city gates
Issued Sir Lancelot riding airily,
Warm with a gracious parting from the Queen,
Peace at his heart, ayd gazing at a star
And nian;:alling' what itswas : onivhom the boy,
Across thie silent ;eeded meadow-grass
Borne, clash’d: and Lancelot, saying, ‘ What
name hast thou
That ridest here so blindly and so hard ?’
‘I have no name,’ he shouted,. ‘a scourg«;: am I,
To lash the treasons of the Table Round.” ,
‘Yea, but thy name ?’ ‘I have many names,” he
cried :
K I am wrath and shame a.nd hate and evil fame,
And like a poisonous wind I pass to blast
And blaze the crime of Lancelot and the Queen.’
¢ First over me,’ said Lancelot, “shalt thou pass.’
‘ Fight therefore,” yell'd the other, and either
knight '
Drew back a spage, até when-they closed, at once
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The weary steed of Pelleas ﬂc;undering flung

His rider, who call’d out from the dark field,

‘ Thou art-false as Hell: slay me: I have no
sword.’

Then Lancelot, ‘Yea, .between. thy” lips—and
sharp;

But here will I disedge it by thy Jeath.

¢Slay then,’ he siariek’d, ‘my will is to be slain.’

And Lancelot, with his heel upon the fgil’n,

Rolling his eyes, a moment stood, then spake :

‘Rise, weakling ; T am Lancelot; say thy say.’

And Lancelot slowly rode his warhorse back
To Camelot, and Sir Pelleas in brief while
Caught his unbroken limbs from the dark field,
And follow'd to the city. Ibcl;anced that I:'»oth

_Brakt into hall together, worn and pale.
There with her knig"hts and dames was Guinevere.
"F) oA wondenngly éhe gazed on Lancelot

B _‘.1 N
"So soon%retum d, and the}s\on Pelleas, him
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Who l.md not greetéd her, but cast himself

Down on a bench, hard-breathing. ‘Have ye
fought ?*

She ask’d of Lancelgt. ¢ Ay, my Queen,’ he
said." .

“And_ thou hast dverthrown him?’ ‘Ay, my
Queen.’ , .

Then she, turning to Pelleas, ¢ O young knight,

Hath the gréat heart of knighthood in thee fail'd

So far thou canst not bide, unfrowardly,

A fall from him ?’ Then, for he answer'd not, .

¢Or hast thou other griefs? If1I, Ehe Queen,

May help them, loose thy tongue, and let me
know.’

But Pelleas lifted up an eyé so fierce

She quail’'d; and ho; hissi;lg ‘I have no sword,’

Sprang from the door into the dark. The
Queen * ‘

Look’d hard upen her lover; h¥ én her;

And each fqresaw,t.l'nerlorbus 'd.ay to be: .
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And all talk died, as in a gro;re all song

Beneath the shadow of some bird of prey;

Then a long 'silence came upon the hall,

And Modred tilought, ‘The time is hard at
hand.’
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AGONET, the fool, whom Gawain 1n

his mood

Had made mock-knight of Aithur's
Table Round,

At Camelot, high above the yellowing woods,
Danced hike a wither'd leaf before the hall.
And toward him from the hall, with harp in hand,
And from the crown thereof a carcanet
Of ruby swaying to and fro, the prize
Of Tristram 1n the jousts of yesterday,
Came Tristram, saying, ‘Why 'skip ye so, S. \
Fool ¥’
ur N
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For Arthur and Sir Lancelot riciing once
Far down t.aeneath a winding wall of rock

- Heard a®*child wail. A stump of oak half-dead,
From roots like some bladk coil of carven snakes,
Clutch'd at #he crag, and started thro’ mid alr
Bearing an cagle’s nest : and'thro’ th:: tree
Rush’d ever a rainy wind, and t! ro’ the wind
Pierced ever a child’s cry : and crag and tree
Scaling, Sir Lancelot from the perilous nest,
This ruby necklace thrice around her neck,

» And all unscarr’d from beak or talon, brought
A maiden babe; which Arthur, pitying took,
Then gave it to his Queen to rear: the Queen
But coldly acquiesci.ng, in he; white arms
Received, and after loved it tenderly,

And named it Nestling ; so forgot herself

A .moment, and her cares ; till that young life

Belng smitten in mid heaven with mortal cold
_“fPast from her; and in time the carcanet

<

Vext her with plaintive Sqemories of the child :
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So she, delivering it to' Arthur, said,
‘ Take thou the jewels of this dead inncence, |

And make them, an tho:x wilt, a tourney-prize.’

To whom the King, ¢ Peace to thine eagle-borne
Dead nes.tling, and thi.s horloi:r after death,
Following thy will! but, O my Queen, I muse
Why ye not'Wear on arm, or neck, or zone
Those diamonds that I rescued from the tarn,

And Lancelot won, methought, for thee to wear.

Would rather y?)u had let them fall,’ she cried,
‘Plunge and be lost—ill-fated as they were,
A bitterness to me '-ﬁye look amazed,
Not knowing they were lost as soon as given—
Slid from my hands, when I was learung out
Above the river—that unhappy child
Past in her barge: but rosier luck aill go
With these rich Jewels seeing that they came
Not from. the skeleton of{ brothgr-slayer,
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But the sweet body of a maiden babe.
Perchance—~who knows ?—the purest of thy
l;nights

May win them for the purest of my maids.’
[Y ’

She ended, and the cry of a great joudts
.W'ith trumpet-blowings ran on all the ways
From Camelot in among the faded fields
To farthest towers ; and everywhere the knights
Arm'd for a ddy of glory before the King.

But on the hither side of thet loud morn |
Into the hall stagger'd, his visage ribb'd
From ear to ear with dogwhip-weals, his nose
Bridge-broken, one eye out, and one hand off,
And one with shatter'd iingers dangling lame,
;\ churl], to whom indignantly the King,
«

‘My chur, for whom Christ died, what evil
beast
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Hath drawn his claws athwart thy face ? or fiend ?
Man was it who marr'd heaven’s image in thee

thus?’

Then, sputtering thro’ the hedge of splinter'd
teeth, -

Yet strangers to the tongue, and with blunt stump

Pitch-blacken’d sawing the air, said the majm’d

churl,

‘ He took them and he drave them to his tower— .

”Some hold he was a table-knight of thinc—

A hundred goodly ones—the Red Knight, he—
Lord, I was tending swine, and the Red Knight
Brake in upon me and drave them to his tower ;
And when I c2il'd upsn thy name as one

That doest right by gentle and by churl, '
Maim’d me and maul'd, and would outright have

slain,

Save that he sware me ‘t(; a message, saying,
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* Tell thou the Kin% and a{} his liars, thaf I

' Hale founded my Round Table farthe North,
And whatsever his awn fmights have sworn
My knights have sworn the counter to it—and say
My tower is full‘of harlots, like hig court,
But mine are worthie;, seeing'they profess
To be none other than themscives—and ;ay '
My knights are all adulterers like his own,
But. mine are trucr, sceing they profess
To be none other ; and say his hour is come,
The heathen aré upon him, his long lance

Broken, and his Excalib ir a straw.”"’

Then Arthur turn'a to Kay e scucounay,
¢ Take thou my churl, and tend him curiously
Like a king’s heir, till all his hurty be whole.
The heathen—but that ever-climbing wave,
Hq;'l’d back again so often 11 empty foam,
Hath lain for yaars at rest—and rencgades,

Thieves, bandits, leavinya of confusioy, whom
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The wholesome rea]:ﬁ is putged of otherwhere,

Friendd, thro'*your manhood and your fealty,— -
now

Make their last head like Satan in the North

My younger Bnights, new-.made', innwhom your
flower

‘Waits to be solid truit ot golden deeds,

Move with me toward their quelling, which
achieved,

The loneliest ways are safe from shore to shore.

But thou, Sir Lancelot, sitting in my place

Enchair'd to-mqgrow, arbitrate the field ;

For wheicfoi ¢ shouldst thou care to mingle withit,

Ouly to yield my Quecn her‘own again ?

Speak, Lancelot, thou art silent : is it well 2’

Thereto Sir Lancelot answer'd, ‘It is well
Yet better if the King abide, and leave
vThe leading of his younger kniglits to me
Else, for the King has v:r'ill'd it, it is well’
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Then Arthur rose and Lancelot follow'd him,
And while.they stood without the dooré, ‘the
King ’ '
Turn'd to him saying, * Is'it then so well ?
Or mine the %lame thet oft I 'seem'as he
"‘Of whom was written, “ A s;udd is in his ears” ?
The foot that loiters, bidden go, —the glance .
That only seems half-loyal to command,—
A manner somewhat fall'n from reverence—
Or have I dreamy’d the bearing of our knights
« Tells of a manhood ever lcss and lower ?
Or whence the fear lest this my #.:alm, uprear'd,
By noble deeds at vne with noble vows,
From flat confusion'and brute violences,

Reel back into the beast, and be no more ?’

He spoke, and taking all his younger knights,
Down the slol;c city rode, and sharply turn’'d
' Horﬂ; by the ga:te. In her high bower tPe Queen,
V\}or;iing a tapestry, liftoe up her head,
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Watch'd her lord pass, and knew not that she
sigh’d.

Then ran across her memory the strarge rhyme

Of bygone Merlin, ‘ Where is he who knows ?

From the geat deep to the gtzeatdeep he goes.’

\

But when the morning of a tournament,
By these in earnest those in mockery call’d
The Tournament of the Dead Innocence,”
Brake with a wet wind blowing, Lancelot,
Round whose sick head all night, like birds of prey,
The words of Arthur flying shriek’d, arose,
And down a streetway hung with folds of pure
White samite, and by fouritains running wine,
Where children sat in white with cups of gold,
Moved to the lists, end there, with slow sad steps
Ascending, fill'd his double-dragon’d chair.*

" He glanced and saw the stately galleries,
4
Dame, damsel, each ;hro' worship of their Queen
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White-robed in honour of the' stainless. child,
And some with scatter’d jewels, like a bank
of maiden'srfow mingled with sparks of fire.

He look’d but once, and vail'd his eyes again.

The sudden trumpet sounded 7s in a drcam
To cars but half-awaked, then one low roll
Of Autumn thunder, and the jousts began :
And ever the wind blew, and yellowing leaf
And gloom and gleam, and shower and shorn

plume '

.
Went down it. Sighing v:rcariedl):,‘ as one
Who sits and gazes on a faded fire,
When all the goodlier suests are past away,
Sat their great umpire, looking o'er the lists.
He saw the laws that ruled the tournament
Brokan, but spake nof ; once, a knight cast down
Before his throne of arbitration cursed
The dead babe and the follies of the King;

And once the laces of a helmet crack’d,
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And show'd him, like a vermin in its hole,

Modred, a narrow face: anon he heard

The voice that billow’d round the birriers roar

An ocean-sounding welcome to one knight,

But newly-egter’d, taller than the rest,

And a.rmour’d al{ .iA forest green, whereon

There tript a hundred tiny silver deer,

And wearing but a holly-spray for crest,

With ever-scattering berries, and on shield

A spear, a harp, a bugle—Tristram—late

From overseas in Brittany retu;n'd,

And marriagg with a princess of that rcalm,

Isolt the White—Sir T;istram of the Woods—

Whom Lancelot knew, had* held sometime with
pain

His own against him, and now yearn’d to shake

The burthen off his heart in one full shock

With Tristram ev'n to death: his strong hands
gript

And dinted the gilt dragons right and left,
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Until he groan’d for wrath—so many of those, .

That ware their ladies’ colours on the casque,

Drew from b'efore Sir Tristram to the bounds,

And there with gi&s and flickering n;ockeries

Stood, while he mutter'd, ‘Craverf crests! O
.shame!

What faith have these in whom they sware to
love ?

The glory of our Round Table is no more.’

. So Tristram won, and Lancelot gave, the gems,
Not speaking other word than ‘ Hgst thou won ?
Art thou the purest, brother ? See, the hand
Wherewith thou takest this, is red !’ to whom
Tristram, half plagued by Lancelot’s languorous
mood,
Made answer, ¢ Ay, but wherefore toss me this
Like a dry bone cast to some hungry hound ?
Let be;thy fair Queen's fantasy. Stréng;h of
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And might of limb, but mainly use and skill,
Are winners in this pastime of our King.

My hand—belike the lance hath dri;tnupon it—
No blood of mine, I trow ; but O chief knight,
Right arm o\Arghur in she battlefield,

Greaf brother, &.0:1 nor I have made the world ;

Be happy in thy fair Queen as I in mine.’

And Tristram round the gallery made his horse
Caracole ; then bow’d his homage, bluntly saying,
* Fair damsels, each to him who worships each
Sole Queen™tf Beauty and of love, beI;old
This day my Queen of Beauty is not here’

And most of these were n'mte, some anger'd, one
Murmuring, ¢ All courtesy is dead,’ and one,

¢ The glory of our Round Table is no more.’

Then fell thick rain, plume droopt and mantle
.chmg,

And pettish cries av'voke, and the wan day
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Went glooming down in wet and weariness :

But under her black brows a swarthy one
Laugh'd shirilly, cryi;xg, ¢ Praise the patient sainf's,
Our one white day of Innocence hath past,

Tho' somewhat draggled at the Gki‘.’({ So be it.
The snovlvdrop only, flowering thro’ the yea;,
Would make the world as blank as Winter-tide.
Come—Ilet us gladden their sad eyes, our Qt?éen’s'
And Lancelot’s, at this night’s solemnity

With all the kindlier colours of the field.’

So dame and damsel glitter’d at t’ﬁe feast
Variously gay : for he that tells the tale
Liken’d them, saying, ;s when an hour of cold
Falls on the mountain in midsummer snows,
And all the purple slopes of mountain flowers
Pass u.ner white, till the warm hoﬁr returns
With veer of wind, and all are flowers again ;

.So dame and damsel cast the simple white,

And glowing in all colours, the live grass,
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Rose-campion, bluebell, kingcup, poppy, glanced
About the revels, and with mirth so !oud

Beyond all use, that, half-amazed, the Queen, *
And wroth at Tristram and the lawless jousts,
Brake up theil sports, then slowly fo her bower

Parted; and in hé:_ t;osom pain was lord.

And little Dagonet on the morrow morn,
High over all the yellowing Autumn-tidc,
Danced like a wither'd leaf before the hall.
Then Tristram saying, ‘ Why skip ye so, Sir o

Fool ?*
Wheel'd round on either heel, Dagonet replied,
‘ Belike for lack of wiser company ;
Or being fool, and seeing too much wit
Makcs the world rotten, why, belike I skip
To know myself the wisest knight of all.’
‘ Ay, fool,’ said Tristram, ¢ but 'tis eating dry
To dance without a catch, a rou‘ndelay

To dance to” Then he twangled on his harp,
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And while he twangled little Dagonet stood,
Quiet as any water-sodden log

Stay'd inithe wandering warble of a brook ;

But when the twangling ended, skipt again ;
And being ask'd,  Why skipt ye xrt, Sir Fool ?’
Made answer, ‘I had liefer tWeycy years |

Skip to the broken music of m.y brains

Than any broken music thou canst make.’

Then Tristram, waiting for the quip to come,
¢Good now, what music have I broken, fool ?’

. And little Dagonet, skipping, ‘ Arthur, the King's;
For whe;l thou playest that air gith Queen Isolt,
Thou makest broken music with thy bridc,

Her daintier namesake down in Brittany—

And so thou breakest Arthur’s music too.’

‘ Save for that broken musie in thy brains, .

Sir Fool,’ said Tristram, ‘I would break thy head.
Fool, I came late, the heathen wars were o'er,
The life had flown, we sware but by the shell—

. I am but a fool to reason with a fool—
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Come, thou art crabb'd and sour: but lean me
dowr;,

Sir Dagonet, one of thy long asses’ ears,

And harken if my music be not true.

‘¢ Free love—-xee field—we love but while w:
may : :
The woods are hush'd, their music is no more:
The leaf is dead, the yearning past away :
Nsw leaf, new life—the days of frost are o’er:
New life, new love, to suit the newer day:
New loves arewewget as those that went before :

Free love—free field—we love but while we may.”

‘Ye might have moved slow-measure to my
tune,
Not stood stockstill. I made it in the woods,
And heard it ring as true as tested gold.’

L

But Dagonet with one foot poised in his hand,

! P

V1. 0
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‘ Friend, did ye mark that fountain yesterday
Made to run wine ?—but this had run itself

All out kike a long life to a sour end—

And them that round it sat with golden cups
To hand the avine to whosoever ci'ne—

The twelve small damosels wlyte as Innocence,
In honour of poor Innocence the babe,

Who left the gems which Innocence the Queen
Lent to the King, and Innocence the King
Gave for a prize—and one of those white ;lips R
Handed her cup and piped, the pretty onc,

“ Drink: drink, Sir Fool,” and thercupon I drank,
Spat—pish-—the cup was gold, the draught was

¢

mud.’

And Tristram, * Was it muddicr than thy
gibes ?
Is all the laughter gone dead out of thee >—
Not ?arking How the knighthood mock thee,,

, fool—
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“Fear God: honour the King—his one true
knight—

Sole follower of the vows "—for here ge they
Who knew thee swine enow before I came,
Smuttier than blasted grain : but when the King
Had made thee fcql, thy vanity so shot up ’
It frighted all free fool from out thy heart;  °
Which left thee less than fool, and less than swine,
A naked aught—yet swine I hold thee still,

For I have flung thee pearls and find thee swine.’

.

And little agonet thincing with his fe'et.
‘Knight, an ye fling those rubies round my neck
In lieu of hers, I'll hold thou hast some touch
Of music, since I carewot for thy pearls.

Swine? I have wallbow'd, I have avash'd—the
world

Is flesh and shadow—I have had my day. .

The dirty nurse, Experience, in her kind

Hath foul'd me—an I wallow'd, then I wash'd—
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I have had my day and m}.r philosophies—
And thank the Lord I am King Arthur's fool.
¢
Swine, suy ye ? swine, goats, asses, rams and geese

Troop’d round a Paynim harper once, who

thrumm'd |
.
On such a wire as musically %u .

‘Some such fine song—but never a king's ﬁ‘l.’

And Tristram, ‘ Then were swine, goats, asses,
geese |

The wiser fools, seeing thy Paynim bard

Had ;:xch a mastery of ki< mystesy

. That he could harp his wife up out of hell

Then Dagonet, turning on the ball of his foot,
‘And whither harp’st thou thine? down! and
thyself
D:)wn ! and two more: a helpful harper thouy,
That harpest downward ! Dost thou know the star
We call the harp of Arthur up in heaven '
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And- Teistram, ¢ Ay, Sir Fool, for when gur
| Ki;xg ‘
Was victor wellnigh day. by day, the knights,
Glorying in each new glory, set his name
High on all hﬂkls\,a;nd in the signs aef heaven.’

Apd Dagonet :nswer’d, ‘Ay, and when thé
land
Was freed, and the Queen false, ye set yourself
To ka;)ble about him, all to show your wit—
And whether he were King by courtesy,

-Or King by fight—and so went harping down

The black king’s highway, got so far, and grew

So witty that ye play’d at dicks and drakes
With Arthiir's vows an the great lake of fire.

Tuwhoo! do ye see ié? do ye see the star?’

*Nay, fool,' said Tristram, ‘ not in open day.’
‘And Dagonét, ¢ Nay, nor will: 1 see it and hear.
It makes a silent music up in heaven, ‘
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Ang 1, and Arthur and the angels hear,

And then we skip.’ * Lo, fool,’ he said, ‘ ye talk
Fool's treason : is the King thy brother fool ?*
Then little Dagonet clapt his hands and shyill'd,
‘ Ay, ay, my hrother fqol, the kingjzpf fools!
Conceits himself as God that l;y"c;m‘ make

Figs out of thistles, silk from l;ristles, milk |
From burning spurge, honey from hornet-combs,
And men from beasts—Long live the king of

fools !’

And down the city Dagonet danced away;
But thro’ the slowly-mellowing avenues
And solitary passes b.f the wood
Rode Tristram toward Lyonnesse ahd the west.
Before him fled the face of Queen Tsolt
With ruby-circled neck, but evesmore
Past,{as a rustle or twitter in the wood
, Made dull his inher, keen his outer eye
" For ill:'that walk'd, or crept;, or perch'd, or ﬂew:
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Anon the face, as, wl.zen a gust bath blown,
TTaruffling warers re-collect tl;e shape |
Of one tilat in them sees himself, returwd;
But at the slot or fewmets of a deer,

Or ev'n a fallin feather, vanish'd again.

So on for all that day from lawn to lawn

Thro’ many a league-long bower he rode. At
length

A ,l;odge of intertwisted beechen-boughs

Furze-cramm’d, and bracken-rooft, the which
himsélf

Built for a summer day with Queen Isolt

Against a shower, dark in fhe golden grove ~

Appearing, sent his fancy back to where

She lived a moon ’irs that low lodge with him :

Till Mark her lord had past, the Cornish king,

Wigh six or seven, when Tristram was away,

And snatch’d her thence; yet dreading worse

than shame
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Her warrior Tristram, spake not any. word,

But bode his hous, devising wretchedness.

And now that desert lodge to Tristram lookt
So sweet, that halting, in he paynd sank

Down on a drift of foliage ra’ﬁ}, m-blown ;.

But could not rest for musing how to smoothe
And sleek his marriage over to the Queen. |
Perchance in lone Tintagil far from all

The tonguesterswof the court she had not heard.
“But then what folly had sent him overseas

After she left him lonely here ? a nfdme?

‘Was it the name of one in Brittany,

Isolt, the daughter of the King ? “Isolt

Of the white hand%‘ they call'd her: the sweet

name
Allured him first, and then the maid herself, *
Who served him weil with those white hands of
a hers,

And idved him well, until himself had thought . .
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He loved her also, wedded easily,

But left her all as easily, and return’d.

The black-blue Irish hair and Irish eyes

ﬂad4 drawn him ‘home-—what marvel? then he
laid

His brows upon the drifted leaf and dream’d.

He seem’d to pace the strand of Brittany
Between Isolt of Britain and his bride,
And show'd them both the ruby-chain, and both
Began to struggle for it, till his Queen
Graspt it so*hard, that all her hand was red.
Tben cried the Breton, ¢ Look, her hand is red !
These be no rubies, this is frozen blood,
And melts within her hand#her hand is hot
With ill desires, but,this I gave thee, look,
Is all as cool and white as any flower.’
Follow’d a rush of eagle C] wmgs, and then
A ,whtmpenng of the spirit of the child,
Because the twain had spoil'd her carcanet.
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He dream’d ; but Arthur with ; hundred spears
Rode far, till o'er the illimitable reed, -
And many a'glancing plash and sallowy isle,
The wide-wing'd sunset of the misty marsh
Glared on a hyge machjcolated tower
That stood with open doors, \b‘be(éout was.roll'd
A roar of riot, as from men secure
Amid their marshes, ruffians at their ease
Among their harlot-brides, an evil s&ng‘.
‘ Lo there,’ said one of Arthur’s youth, for there;
’ .High on a grim dead tree before the tower, !
A goodl}: brother of tl;e Table Round
Swung by the neck : and on the boughs a shield
Showing a shower of blood in a field noir,
And therebeside a horn, inflamed the knights
At that dishonour done the gilded spur, ‘

Till each would clash the shield, -and blow the
[
-,'hom.

L4

But Aﬂ’thul' waved them back. Alone he rode.
" "Then ic the dry harsh roar of the great horn,
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That sent the face of all the marsh aloft

An ever upward-rushing storm and cloud

Of shrick and plume, ¢he Red Knight heard,
and all,

Even to tipmost lance apd topmest helmn,

1o blood-red “ar:.rfour sallying, howl'd to the
King,

* The teeth of Hell flay bare and gnash thee

flat I— .

Lo! art thou not that eynuch-hearted King

Who fsin *had clipt free manhood from the
world—

The woman-worshipper? Yea, God’s curse, and I!

Slain was the brother of my paramour

By a knight of thing, and I that heard her whine

And snivel, being eunuch-hearted too,

Sware by the scorpion-worm that twists in hell,

Ar:d stings itself to everlasting death,

To hang whatever knight of thine I jought *
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And tumbled. -Art thou King >—Look to thy
life!”” S
)

He ended : Arthur knew the; voice ; the face.
Wellnigh was hglmet-hic.lden, and the name
Went wandering somewhere da‘i“i;l?ﬁg in his pind.
And Arthur deign'd not use of word or sword,

‘ But let the drunkard, as he stretch'd from horse
¢ To strike him, overbalancing his bulk, !
Down from the causeway heavily to the swamp
1:‘3.11, as the crest of som: sldw-arching wave,
Heard in dead night along that table‘shore,
Drops flat, and after the great waters break
Whitening for half a l¢ague, and thin themseives,
Far over sands marbled with moon and cloud,
From less and less to nothing,; thus he fell
Head-heavy ; then the knights, who watch'd him,
roar'd
~ And shouted and ltapt down upon the fall'n;
. There k‘iﬁpled out his face from being kmwh,
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And sank his head in mire, and slimed thgmselves:

Nor heard the King for their.own cries, but sprang

Thro’ open doors, and swording right and left

Mep, women, on ‘g'néir sodden faces, hurl’d

The tables oyer and the wines, agd slew«

Till'3ll the rafter}'rang with woman-yells,

And’all the pavement stream’d with massacre ¢

Then, yell with yell echoing, they fired the tower,

Which half that autumn night, like the live North,

Red-pulsing up thro’ Alioth and Alcor,

Made all above it, a;ri:d a’_hundred meres

About it, as the water Moab saw

Come round by the East, and out beyond them
flush'd

The long low dune, and lazy-plunging sea.

So all the ways were safe from shore to shofe,

But in the heart of Arthur pain was lord.
#

Then, out of Tristram waking, the red dream
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Fled with a shout, and that low lodge return’d,

Mid-forest, and the wind among the houghs.

He whistled his good warhorse left to graze

Among the forest greens, va;xlt.ed upon him,

And rode benegth an ever-showering leaf,

Till one lone woman, weeping':ica'r a cross,.

Stay’d him. ‘ Why weep ye?’ *lLord, she said,
‘my man ‘

Hath left me or is dead ;” whereon he thought—

¢ What, if she hate me now? I would not this.

What, if she love me still ? * T would not that.

1 know not what I would — but said to her,

‘Yet weep not thou, lest, if thy mate return,

He find thy favour chdnged and love thee not’—

Then pressing day by day thro’ Lyonnesse

Last in a roky hollow, belling, heard

The hounds of Mark, and felt the goodly hounds

Yelp at his heart, but turning, past and gain'd

Tintagil, half in sed, and high on land,

A crown of towers.
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fJown in a casement sat,
A low sea-sunset glorying round her hair
And glossy-throated grace, Isolt the Queen.
And when she heard the feet of Tristram grind
The spiring stone that scaled about her tower,
Flush’d, started, tr.tét him at the doors, and there
Belted his body w‘ith her white embrace, ’
Crying aloud, ‘ Not Mark—n;:t‘ Mark, my soul !
The footstep flutter'd me at first: nat he:
Catlike thro’ his own castle steals my Mark,
But warrior-wisc thou stridest thro’ his halls
Who hates thee, as I him—ev'n to the death.
My soul, I felt my hatred for my Mark
Quicken within me, and knefv that thou wert nigh.’
To whom Sir Tristram smiling, ‘I am herc.

Let be thy Mark, seging he is not thine.’

And drawing somewhat backward she replied,
¢ Can he be wrong’d who is not ev'n his own,

But save for dread of thee had beaten me,
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Scratch’d, bitten, blinded, marr’d me somehow—
Mark ?

What rightstare his that dare not strike tor them ¢

Not lift a hand—not, tho' he foup‘d nde thus!

But harken ! lzave ye met him? he‘nce he went

To-day for three days’ .hunting;—-as he sdid—

And so returns belike within a’n hour.

Mark’s way, my soul!l—but eat not thou with
Mark,

Because he hates thee even more than fears ;

Nor drink : and when thou passest any wood

‘ Close vifor, lest an arrow fiom the bush
Should leave me all alone with Mark and hell.

My God, the measure of my hate for Mark

Is as the measure of my love for thee.

® So, pluck’d one way by hate and one by love,
Drain’d of her force, again she sat, and spake
To Tristram, as he knelt before her, saying,

‘0 hu,ter, and O blower of the horn,
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Harper, and thou has? been a rover too,

For, ere'l mated with my shambling Ling,

Ye twain hatd fallen out about the brigle .

Of one—his name is out of me—the prize,

If prize shé were—(what marvel—she could see)—
Thine, f%x ~d; ;nd ‘ever sir:cc my c;avcn seeks

To wreck thee villai:musly : but, O Sir Knight, *

What dame or damsel have ye kneel’d to last ?’

And Tristram, ¢ Last to my Queen Paramount,
Here now to my Queen Paramo&nt of love
And lovelincsd—ay, lovelier than when firSt
Her light feet fell on our rough Lyonesse,

Sailing from Ireland.’

Softly laugh'd Isglt;
‘ Flatter me not, for hath not our great Qucen
My dole of beauty trebled ?' and he said,
‘ Her beauty is her beauty, and tHine thine,
And thine is more to me—soft, gracious, kind—

VI. 4
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Save when thy Mark is kindled on thy lips
Most gracious ; but she, haughty, ev'n to him,
Lancelc:t ;ofor I have seen him wan enow

To make one doubt if ever the great Queen

Have yielded him her love’

* To whom Isolt,

* Ah then, false hunter and false harper, thou
Who brakest thro®the scruple or my bond,
Calling me thg white hind, and saying to me
That Guinevere had sinn’d against the highest,
And I—misyoked with such a waht of man—
That I could hardly sin against the lowest.’

He answer'd, O my soul, be comforted !
If this be sweet, to sin in leading-strings,
If here be comfort, and if ours be sin,
Crown’d warrant had we for the crowning sin

That made us happy : but how ye greet me—fear

A nd fanlt and donht—no word of that fand tale——
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Thy deep heart-yearnings, thy sweet memories

Of Tristram in that year he was away’

And, saddening on the sudden, spake Isolt,
‘1 had forgotten all in my strong ]oy
To see thce—yearnmgs ’—ay' for, hour by hour,
Here in the never-ended afternoon,
'O sweeter than all memories of thee,
Deeper than any yearnings after thee
Seem’d those far-rolling, westwal;,psmiling seas,
Watch'd from this tower. Isolt of Britain dash’d
Before Isolt of Brittany on the strand,
Would that have chill'd her bride-kiss? Wedded

her?

Fought in her father’s battles ? wounded there?
The King was all fulfill'd with gratefulnéss,
And she, my namesake of the hands, that heal’d
Thy hurt and heart with t;nguent and caress—
Well—can I wish hér any huger wrong

Than having known thee? her too hast thou left



.13 THE LAST TOURNAMENT.

To pine and waste in those sweet memories.
O were I mot my Mark's, by whom all men

Are nopler I should hate thee more than love.’

And Trisiiram, for;dling her light hands, replied,
‘ Erace, Queen, for bc.ing loved: s;xe loved me well.
.
Did T love her? the name at least I loved.
Isolt >—1I fought his battles, for Isolt!
The night was dark ; the true star set. Isolt!
The name was ruler of the dark—Isolt ?
Care not for her! patient, and prayerful, meck,
Pale-‘:.)looded, she will vield herself to God.’
And Iso'lt answer'd, ¢ Yea, and why not 1?
Mine is the larger need, who am not meek,
Pale-b}boded, prayerful. , Let me tell thee now.
Here one black, mute midsummer night I sat,
Lonely, but musing on thee, wondering where,
Murmuring a iight song I had heard thee sing,

And once or twice I spake thy name aloud.
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Then flash'd a levin-brand ; and near me ﬁt.é)oq;

In fuming sulphur blue add greed, a fiend—'

Mark’s way to stcal behind one in the’dark—

For'therc was Mark : “ He has wedded her,” h;
said,

Not saidy but hiss'd 1.t. : then this crown of towegrs

§0 shook to such a roar of all the sky,

That here in utter dark I swoon’d away,

And woke again in utter dark, and cried,

“ T will flee hence and give myself to God”—

And thou werE lying in thy new leman’s a:ms.’

Then Tristram, ever dallying with.hcr hand,

¢ May God be with thee, sweet, .when old and gray,

And past desire!’ a saying that anger'd her.

¢ % May God be with thee, sweet, when t'hou art
old, ‘

And sweet no more to me!” I need Ilim now.

For when had Lancelot utter'd aught so gross

Ev'n to the swincherd’s malkin in the mast?
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The greater man, the Qeafer courtesy.
I';ar other was the Tristram, Arthur's knight! '
But thos, thro’ ever harrying thy wild beasts—
S;zve that to touch a harp, tilt with a lance
Becomes thep well—art grown wild beast thyself
How darest thou, if lover, p‘{}sh me even «

) In fancy from thy side, and set me far
In the gray distaace, half a life away, "«
Her to be loved no mor. + Un:ay it, unswear!

_ Flatter me rather, seeing me so weak,
Broker} with Mark and hate and solitude,
Thy marriage and minc own, that ‘I should suck
Lies like swget wines : lie to me: I believe.
Will ye not lie ? nc;t swear, as there ye kneel,
And so\gmnly as when ye sware to him,

.The man of men, our Kinf—My God, the power
Was once in vows when men believed the King |
ThevMied not then. who sware. and thro’ their

Thé King prevailing made his realm :—I say,
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Swear to me thoa wift love me ev'n when old,

Gray-hair'd, and past desire, and in déspair.’

Then Tristram, pacing moodily up and dowh,
‘Vows! did you keep the vow you t.nade to Mark”™
More tlzan I mine ? ‘Tied, s:;y ye ? Nay, but learnt,
The vow that binds too strictly snaps itself—
My knighthood taught me this—ay, being snapt—
We run more connter to th soul thereof
Than had we never sworn. I swear no more.

T swore to the great King, and am forsworn,
For once-—-e\:'n to the height—1I honour’d. him.

“ Man, is he man at all ?” ethought, when first
I rode from our rough Lyonfesse, ajnd beheld
That victor of the Pagan throped in hall—

His hair, a sun that ray’d from off a brow

Like hi]lsnow.high in heaven, the steel-blue cyes,
The golden beard that clothed his lips witi#ight—
Moreover, that weird legend of l.lis birth,

With Metlin's mystic babble about his end
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Amazed me; then, his foot was on a stool
Shaped as‘a dragon ; he secm’d to me no man,
But Michg#! trampling Satan; ‘so I sware,
B‘eing amazed : but this went by—The vows !
‘ O ay—the wholesome madness of an hour;-—
They served their use, their ti(rixe ; for every: knight
“Believed himself a greater than himself,
" And every follower eyed him as a'God ;
Till he, being lifted ugf beyond himself,
Did mightier degds than elsewise he had.done,
.An(,:l so the realm was made; but then their
\,:ows- ‘
First mainly thro’ that ullying of our Queen—
Began to gall the kﬁighthood, asking whence
Had Arthur right to bind them to himself?
Dropt dotwn from heaven * wash’d up from out
the deep? ]
They fail’d to trace him thro’ the flesh and blood
Of our old kmgs whence then ?a doubtful Iomd‘

To Bind them by 1nwolabie Vows,
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‘Which flesh and bldod perforce would violate :
For feel this arm of mine—the tide within

Red with free chase and heather-soggted air,
Pulsglg full man; can Arthur make n;e pure’
As any maiden child ? lc:ck up my tongue

From uttering fre.ely what I freely hear?

Bind me.to one? N The wide world laughs at it.”
And'worldling of the world am 1, and know
The pta'rmigan that whitens efe his hour

Woos his own end ; we are not angels here
Norshallbe: vows—I am woodman of the wo;)ds,
And hear ti)c garnet-headed yaffingale

Mock them : my soul, we love but while we may ;
And therefore is my love so large for thee,

Seeing it is not bounded save by love.'

Here ending, he moved toward her, and she
said,
‘Good : an I turn'd away my love for thee

To some one thrice as courteous as thyself—
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For courtesy wins woman all as well

As valour may, but he that-closes both

Is perfect, heeis Lancelot—taller indeed,

Rosier and .comelier, thou—-but say I loved’

Y nis. knightlies:: of all kr:ights, and cast thee back
Thine own small saw, “We ‘it‘)ve but while we

may,”

Well then, what answer ?’

He that while she spake,
Mmdful of what he brought to adorn her wnth
The Jewéls, had let one finger lightly wuch
The warm white apple ofgher throat, replied,
‘ Press this a little closer, sweet, until—
Come, I am hunger'd and half-anger’d—meat, |
Wine, wind—and I will love thee to the death,

And out beyond into the dream to come.’

So then, when both were brought to full accord,
She rbse, and set before him all he will'd ;
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And after these had comforted the blood

With meats and wines, and satiated iheir hearts—
Now talking of their woodland pagdi.se,

The deer, the dew;;, the fern, the founts, the lawns ;
Now mocking at the ml..lch ungai.nliness,

.

And graven shifts,"and long crane legs of Mark—
Then Tristram l;ughing caught the harp, aid

sang :

‘ Ay, ay, O ay—the winds t!lat bend the brier!
A star in heaven, a star within the mere!
Ay, ay, G’ay—a star was my desire,
And one was far apart, and one was near :
Ay, ay, O ay—the winds that bow the grass!
And one was water and one star was fire,
And one will ever shine and one will pass.

Ay, ay, O ay—the winds that move the mere.’

Then in the light's last glimmer Tristram

show'd
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And swuné the ruby carcanef. She cried,

‘ The collar of some Order, which our King
" Hath newly feunded, all for thee, my soul,

B . »
For thee, to yield thee grace beyond thy peers.’

“Not so, my Queen,’ he said, “but the red fruit
Grown on a magic oak-tree in itlid—heaven, )
"And won by Tristram as a tourney-prize,

And hither brought by Tristram Jor his last

Love-offering and pcace-offering unto thee.’

. He rose, he turn’d, then, flinging round her neck,
Claspt it, and cried ‘ Thinc Order, O my Queen!’
But, while he bow’d to kiss the jewell’d throat,
Out of the dark, just a's the lips had touch’d,
Behind him rose a shadow and a shriek—;

‘ Mark’s wa;',’ said Mark, and ‘clove him thro’ the

brain.

That night came Arthur home, and while he’
: climb'd,
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All in a death-dumb autumn-dripping gloom,

The stairway to the hall, and look’d and saw

The great Queen’s bower was dagk,—-about his
feet

A voice clung sobbing t‘ill he question’d it,

¢ Wha_.t art thou ?*+and the voice ;bout his feet

Sent up an answe.r, sobbing, ‘I am thy fool, *

AMNI shall never make thee smile again.’
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UEEN ‘GUINEVERE had fled the

court, and sat

Ll

There in the holy house at Almesbury
Weeping, no’ne wifth her save a little maid,

A novice : one low light betwixt them burn'd |
Blurr'd by the creeping’ misty for all abroad,
Beneath a moon ;nseen albeit at full,

The white’%mist, ﬁke a face-cloth to the face,

4 .
Clung to the dead earth, and the land was still.

. For hither had she fled, her cAuse of flight
‘Sir Modred ; he that like a subtle beast
VI *Q
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Lay couchant with his eyesrupon the throne,

Ready to spring, waiting a chance : for this

He chill’(d the popular praises of the King

With silent smiles of slow disparagement ;

Zind tamper’d with the Lords of the White Horagg

Heathen, the brood by Hengist left ; and sought
* To make disruption in the Table Round

Of Arthur, and to splinter it into feuds |,

Ser:ving his traitorous end j%and all his aims

Were sharpen’d by strong hate for Lancelot.

For thus it chanced one morn when all the

court,

Green-suited, but with plumes that mock'd the
may,

Had been, their wont, a-m:ltyiné and return’d,

That Modred still in green, all ear and eye,

Climb'd to the high-top of the garden-wall

To spy some secret scandal if he might,

And saw the Queen who sat betwixt her best
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Enid, and lissome Vivien, of her court
The wiliest and the worst ; #nd more than this
He saw not, for Sir L.ancelot passing by
Spied where he couch'd, and as the garden:’r’s
hand
Picks ﬁ-om the colewort a green caterpillar,
.So from the high Wall and the flowering grove
Of gra’%es Lancelot pluck d him by the heel,
Am;i‘ cast him as a worm upon the way ;
But when he knew the Prince,tho’ marr'd with
dust, R
He, reverericing king's blood in a bad man,
Made such excuses as he might, and these
Full knightly without scom; for in those days
No knight of Ar;bﬁr’s noblest dealt in scorn ;
But, if 2 man weré hglt or hunch’d, in him
By those whom éo.d had made full-limb'd and
tall,
Scorn was allowd as part of his defect,

And he was answerd softly by the King
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And all his Table. So Sir’ Lancelot holp

To raise the Prince, who rising twice or thrice

Full sharpky smote his knees, and smiled, and
’ went :

§ut, ever after, the small violence done

Rankled in him and rufled ;1I11 his heart,

As the sharp wind that ruﬂizﬁ; all day long

A little bitter pool about a stone

On the bare coast.

But .when Sir I;ancelot told
This r;atter ‘to the Queen, 4t first she laugh’d
Lightly, to think of Modred’s dusty fall,
Then shudder’d, as the village wife who cries
¢ T shudder, some onc steps across my grave ;’
Then laugh'd agam, but fa',ntl'cr, for indeed
She half-foresaw that he, the subtle beast,
Would track her guilt until he found, and hers
‘Would be for e\:ermqre a name of scorn.

Henceforward rarely could she front in hall,
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Or eléewherg‘ Modred’s narrow foxy face,
Heart-hiding smile, and g;ay persisteht eye :
Hen;efo:ward too, the Powers that tqnd, the soul,
To l:elp it from the death that cannot die,

xz\nd save it even in extremes, bega‘n

To vex and plague'her. Many a time for hours,
Beside the placid b;eathings of the King,
In‘t.ﬁé"dead night, grim faces came and went
Before her, or a vague spiritual fear—
Lik;to.somc doubtful noise of c.reaking doors,
Heard by th:a watcher in a haunted house,

That keeps the rust of murder on the walls—
Hcld her awake: or if she slept, she dream’d
An awful dream ; for then she seem’d to stand
On some vast plain before a setting sun,

And from the sun thgre swiftly made at her

A ghastly sometﬂing, and its shadow flew
Before it, till it touch’d her, and she turn’d—
' When lo Lher own, that brqadenfng from her feet,

' And blackening, swallow’d all the land, and in it
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Far cities bumt: and with a ery she,wok;é.‘ 4

And all this trouble did not pa:ss but grew ;

Till ev'n the glear face of the guileless King,'

Afid trustful courtesies of household life,

Bécame iler bane; and at the last she said, ‘

* O Lancelot, éet thee htence to thine own !and,

‘For if thou tarry we shall meét again,

And if we meet again, some evil chance ,

Will make the smouldf:ring scandal brez'o.k and
blaze '

Before the p‘eople; and our lord the King.'

LAnd Lahncelot ever promised, but ren()ain’d,

And still they met and met. Again she said,

‘O Lancelot, if thou love me get thee hence’

Amfl then they were agreed upon a night

(When the. good King should not be there) to
meet )

And part for ever. Passion-pale they me:t'

.And grgeted : hands in hands,p and eye to eye,

Low on the border of her couch.,‘they sat
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Si:a;!imeﬁng and stafing: it was their last hour,

A madness of farewells. And Modréd brought

His creatures to the basement of thestoyer

For testimony ; and crying with full voice

‘ Traitor, come out, ye are trapt at last, arouséd

Lancelot, who ruslzing outward lionlike '

Leaot on him, and hurld him headlong, and he
ell

Stunn'd, and his creatures took and bare him off,

And alz was still : then she, ‘T h.e end is come,

And I am sl‘xamed for ever ;’ and he &aid,

‘Mine be the shame ; mine was the sin: but rise,

And ﬂ;r to my strong castle overseas: -

There will I hide thee, till m'y life shall end,

There hold thee w-ith my life against the world.’

She answer'd, ‘I'.ancglot, wilt thou hold me so ?

Nay, friend, for we have taken our farewells.

Would God that thou coul;ist hide me from
‘ myself! *

Mine is the shame, for I was wife, and thou -
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Unwedded : yet rise now, ahd let us fly,

For I will draw me into sanctuary,

And bidg my doom.” So Lancelot got her
l’mrse,

Se+ her there9n, and mounted on his own,

And then they rode to the divided way,

“There kiss'd, and parted wecfing: for he past,
Love-loyal to the least wish of the Queew
Back to his land ; but she to Almesbury
Fled all night ltong‘ by glimmering waste and

weald, ‘
And heard the Spirits of the waste and weald
Moan as she fled, or thought she heari:; them
moan : "
And in hersclf she moan'd “ Too late, too late !’
Till in the cold wind that {orcruns the morn,
A blot in heaven, the Raven, flying high,
Croak'd, and she thought, ‘ He spies a field of
death ; ‘
For now the Heathen of'the Northern Sea,
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Lured by the crimes and frailties of the court,

Begin to slay the folk, and spoil thedand’

And when she came to Almesbury <he spaRe
T hejc to the nuns, and s.aid, ‘Mine enemies
Pursu.e me, but, o) peaceful Sisterl.wod,
Receive, and yield’ me sanctuary, nor ask
Tler reme to whom ye yicld it, till her time

To tell you:’ and her beauty, grace and power,
Wrought as a charm upon them, and they spared

To ask it.

So the stately Queen abode
For many a week, unknowh, among the nuns;
Nor with them mix’ci, nor told her na.me,. nor

sought,

Wrapt in her grief, for housel or for shrift,
But communed only with the little maid,
Who pleased her with a babbling heedlessness
Which often lured her from herself; but now,
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This night, a rumour wildly lown about
Came, that Sir Modred had usurp’d the realm, ",
And leagued him with the heathen, while the
*  King
Was méing war on Lar:celot : then she thought,
‘With what a ;mte the people and the King
Must hate me,” and bow’d down upon her hands.
Silent, until the little maid, who brook’d « :
No sileﬁce, brake it, uttering ‘ Late ! so late !
What hour, I wonder, now ?’ and when she drew
No answer, by anél by began to hum ‘
:An air the nunsad taught her ; ‘Late, so late!”
Which when she heard, the Queen look’d up, and.
said,
‘O leaiden, if indeed ve list to sing,
Sing, and unbind my heart th(at I may weep.’
‘Whereat full willingly sang the little maid.
‘Late, late, so late ! and dark the night and
chill !



GUINE VERE. 235.

.
Late, late, so late | bat we can enter still.

Too late, too late! ye cannot enter now.

“No light had we : for that we do repent;
And learning this, the bridegroom will reient.
Too late, too late leye cannot enter now.

<No light:: so Jate! and dark and chill the-
rﬁght !
O let us in, that we may find the light!

Too late, too late: ye cannot enter now.

‘Havewe not heard the bridegroom is so sweet ?°
*
O let us in, tho' late, to kiss his feet !

No, no, too late | ye cannot enter now.’

So sang the novice, while full passiopately,.
Her head upon her l:ands; remembering
Her thought when first she came, wept the sad:
Queen.

Then said the little novice prattling to her,
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‘O pray. you, noble lady, %eep no more ;
But let my words, the words of one so small, '
Who knowing nothing knows but to obey,
Adnd if I do nolt there is penance given—
Cctafort your ‘sorrow's ; for they ‘do not flow
From evil done ; right sure arr; I of that,
‘Who see your tender grace and stateliness.
But weigh your sorrows with our lord #¢

King’s,
And weighing find them less ; for gone is he
To wage grim wat-' against Sir Lancelot there,
(Round 't?xat strong castle where he holds the
Que:n;

And Modred whom he left in charge of all,
The traitor—Ah swect lady, the King's grief
For his own self, and his own Queen, and realm,
Must needs be thrice as great as any of ours.
For me, I thank the saints, ¥ am not‘great.

For if there ever come a grief to me

Tecry Q;y cry in silence, and have done:
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None knows it, and® my tears have brought e
good :

But even were the griefs of little ongs .

As great as those of great ones, yt this grief.

Is added to the griefs th(.i great m?st bears®

That l}owsoever much they may desire

Silence, they canndt weep behind a cloud :

As evea here they talk at Almesbury

About the good King and his wicked Queen,

And were I such a King with such a Quecn,

Well might, I wish to'veil her v;'ickedness,

But were I such a King, it could not be)

Then to her own sad heatt mutter’d the Queen,
"Will the child kill me with her innocent tal}c ?’
But openly she ans'wer’d, ‘ Must not I,

If this false traitor have displaced his lord,

Grieve with the common grief of all the realm ?’

‘Yca,' said the maid, “this is all woman'’s grief,
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That ske is womah, whose disloyal life

‘Hath wrought confusion in the Table Round
Which gooq King Arthur founded, years ago, .:
With signs anlfl miracles and wonders, there

At Camelot, ere the coming of the Queen.”

“  Then thought the Queen within herself again,
“Will the child kill me ‘with her foolish prate ?”
But openly she spake and said to her,

‘O little maid, shut in by nunnery walls,
What canst thou know of Kings and Tables

. Round,

Or what of signs and wonders, but the signs

And simple miracles’of thy nunnery ?’

[}

To whom the little naviée'garrulously,
“Yea, but I know : the land was full of sigﬁs
And wonders ere the coming of the 'Queen.
So said my father, and himself was knight

Of the great Table—at the founding of it ;
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And rode thereto from Lyonnesse,:'and he said

That as he rode, an hour or maybe twain

After th; sunset, down the coast, he }m%rd .

Strange music, and he paused, ::nd turning-

there,

All down the lonely coast of Lyonnesse,

Each v;ith a beacogf-star upon his head,

And wigh a wild sea-light,about his feet,

He saw them—headland after headland 'ﬂame

Far on into the rich heart of the west :

And in. the gight the white merr;la.iden swam,

And strong man-breasted things stood from ti..
sea,

And sent a deep sea-voice thro’ all the land,

To which the little elves of chasm and cleft

Made answer, sounding like a distant horn.

- So said my father—.yea., and furthermore,

Next morning, while he past the dim-lit woods,

Himself beheld three spirits mad with joy

Come dashing down on a tall wayside flower,
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That shook beneath them, s the thistle shakes
When three gray linnets wrangle for the seedd :
And still at, evenings on befote his horse

The ﬂic}mringffairy—circlc wheel'd and broke
Ftying, and lénk’d again, and wheel'd ind.p‘rokq
Flying, for all the land was full of life,

And when at last he came to'Camclot,

A wreath of airy dancers hand-in-hand -
Swung ;ound the lighted lantern of the hall;
And in the hall itself was such a feast .

As never man had dream'd, for every knight
Had whatsoever meat he long'c; for served

By hangs upscen ; and + ven as he said

Down in the cellars ‘merry bloated things
S}'xoulder'd the spigot, straddling on the butts
While the-wine ran: so glad' were spirits and men

Before the coming of the sinful Queen.’

. Then spake the Queen and somewhat bittetly,

‘ Were they so glad ? ill prophets were they all,
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Spirits ang men : codid none of them foresee,

Not*even thy wise father with his signs

And wondérs, what has fall'n upon the rgalm ?’
To *hoﬂi the novice garrulously again,

‘Yea, one, a bard ;.of whom my father said,

Full many a noble evar-song had he sung,

E;’n in the presence of an enemy’s fleet,

Between the steep cliff and the coming w;ve ;

And many a mystic lay of life and death

Had chanted, on the smoky mountain-tops,

When round him bent the spirits of the hills

With all their dewy hair blown back like flame :

'So said my father—and that ‘night the bard

Sang Arthur’s glorious wars, and sang the King

As wellnigh more than man, and rail'd at those

Who call’d him the false son of Gorlors :

For there was no man knew from whence he

came ;
But after tempest, when the long wave broke

VI R
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All down the thundering shores of Bude and
Bos,
There camg a day as still as heaven, and then '
hey found afn.ked child upon the sands
Ot dark Tint‘agﬁ by tl}e Cornish sea ;
And that was Arthur; and they foster'd uhim
Till he by miracle was approven King :
And that his grave should be a mystery
From a‘ll men, like his birth; and gguld he find
A woman in her womanhood as gréat
Aélhe was in hi's manhood, \then, hegsang‘,
The twain together well might change the
‘ world.
But even in the middle of his song
He falter'd, and kis.hand fell from the harp,
And pale he turn'd, and r‘eel’d, and would have
fall'n,
* But that they stay’d him up ; nor would he tell
‘His vision ; but what doubt that he foresaw

This evil work of Lancelot and the Queen?’
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Then thought the Queen, ‘Lo | they have set

her on,

Our simple-seeming Abbess and hemnuns,

To play upon me,’ and bow'd‘ h\‘f head nor -
spake.

Whereat the novice crying, with clasp’d hands,

Shame on her owﬂ.garrulit}" garrulously, |

gaid the good nuns would check her gadding
tbngue

Full often, ‘and, sweet lady, if | seem

To vex an dar too sad to listen to me,

Unmannerly, with prattling and the tales

Which my good father told me, check me too:,

Nor let me shame my father's memory, one

Of noblest manners, tho’ himself would say .

Sir Lancelot had thg noblest ; and he‘died,

Kill'd in a tilt, come next, five summers back,

And left me ; but of others who remain,

And of the two first-famed for courtesy—

And pray you check me if 1 ask amig—
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But pray you, which had noblest, while you moved
Among them, Lancelot or our lord the King ?’
c ¢ |
~':\,’Il"herr the t,ale Queen look’d up and answer'd
her,
¢ Sir Lancelot, as became a nobie knigng,, -
Was gracious to all ladies, a'n“d the same
In open battle or the tilting-field ¢
Forbore his own advantage, and the King
In open battle or the tilting-ficld

%

Forbore his own advantage, and these two
Were .the most nobly-manner'd men of all ;
For manners are not idie, but the fruit
» Of loyal nature, and of noble. mind.’
!
‘Yea,’ said the maid,'l‘ be manners such fair
fruit ?
| -T_fien Lancelot’s n”e.éds mt“xst be a thousand-fold
Iﬁ?ﬁf‘ groble{.b-é'ing,'as all rumour runs,

. The miost Jisloyal friend in all the world.
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To which a mournful answer made the Queen :
<O closed about by narrowing nunnery-walls,
What knowest thou of the world, andgall its lights
And shadows, all the wealth and a"l the .woc? ’
If ever Lancelot, that mod} nople knight,
Weredfgr one hour iess noble than himself,

Pray for him tHat M scape the doom of fire,

L J
And weop for her who drew him to his doom.’

‘Yea, said the little novice, ‘I pray for both ;
But I shouldrall as soon believe that his,
Sir Lancelot’s, were as noble as the King’s.,
As 1 could think, swect lady, yours would be

Such as they are, were you the sinful Qucen.’

So she, like many another babbler, hurt
Whom she would soothe, and harm’d where she
would heal ;
For here a sudden flush of wrathful h?at
Sired all the pale face of the Queen, who cried,
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¢ Sych as thou art be never maiden more

For ever! thou their tool, set on to plague

And play, upon, and harry me, petty spy

Rid traitiress.’ ‘ When that storm of anger brake
From Gumevege, aghas(: the malden rose,

White as her veil, and stood before the Quern
As tremulously as foam,upon the beach

Stands i1'1 aswind, rcady to break and fly}

And wheln the Queen had added ¢ Get thee hence,
Fled frighted. Then that othe: left alone
‘Sigh’d, and began to gather heart again,

Saying En herself, ‘ The simple, fearful child
Meant nothing, but my own too-fearful guilt,
Simpler than any child, betrays itself.

But, help me, heaven, for surely I repent.

For wha‘t is true repentance but in thought—
Not ev'n in inmost thought to think again

T hé sins that made the past so pleasant to us :
And I have swomt never to see him more,

To see him more.’
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And ev'n in saying this,
Her memory from old habit of the mind
Went slipping back upon the goldendz.ys
In which she saw him first, when ianc« ‘ot came,
Reruted the best knight and goodliest man,
Ambagsador, to le;d her to his lord
Arthur, and led h%; forth, and far ahead
Bf his ahd her retinue moving, they
Rapt in sweet talk or lively, all on Yove
And sport and tilts and pleasure, (for the time
Was maytilne, atd as yet no sin was dream’d,)
Rode under groves thét look’d a paradise
Of blossom, over sheets of hyacinth
That seem’d the heavens :prreaking thro’ the
earth,
And on from hill tg hill, and every day
Beheld at noon in some delicious dale
The silk pavilions of King Arthur raised
For brief repast or afternoon r:zpose

By couriers gone before ; and on again,
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Till yet once r;uore ere set of sun they saw
'The Drag}m of the great Pendragonship,
That erown'd the state pavilion.of the King,
Blaze by: the rhishing brook or silent well,

But when the Queen immersed in sucha tgance,
And moving thro’ the past uneonsciously,
Came to that point where first she saw the Kinz
Ride towatd her from the city, sigh'd to find
Her journey done, glanced at him, thought him

cold,

High, self-contain’d, and passionless, not like him,
¢ Not like my Lancelot’ —while she brooded thus
And grew half-guilty in her thoughts again,
There rode an armed wattior to the doors
A murmuring whisper thro’ the nunnery ran,
Then on a sudden a cry, ‘The King’ She sat
Stiff-stricken, listening ; but when armed fect
Thro' the long gallery from the outer doors

Rang coming, prone from off her seat she fell,
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And grovell'd with her face against the floor:
There with her milkwhite arms and shadowy hair
She made her face a darkness from the King :
And in the darkness hcard his armed feet
Paunse by her; then came sil.ence, ‘then a voiee,
Mongtonous and hollow like a Ghost’s
Denouncing judgfent, but tho’ changed, the®
King's :

‘ Llest thou here so low, the chxld of onc
| honout’do happy, dead before thy shame?
Well is it that no child is born of thee.
The children born of thee arec sword and fire,
Red ruin, and the breaking up of laws,
The craft of kindred and the Godless hosts
Of heathen sv\;arming o'cr the Northgrn Sea;
Whom I, while ye:: Sir Lancclot, my right arm
The mightiest of my knights, abode with me,
Have everywhere about this land of Christ .

In twelve great battles ruining overthrown.
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And knowest thou now froni whence I come—n
from him,

From wagitng‘ bitter war with hin‘:. : and he,

That did rot shun to smite me in worse way,

Had'yet that g;'ace of courtesy in him left,

He spared to lift his hand agaix;stthe King ,

Who made him knight : but matiy a knight was,
slain ; )

And man _;r notc, and all his kith and kin

Clave to him, and abode in his own land.

And many more when Modred raised revolt,

14: orgctfui of their troth and fealty, clave

To Modred, and a remnant stays with me.

'And of this remnant will I leave a part,

Truc. men who love me still, for whom 1 live,

To guard thae in the wild hour‘ coming on,

Lest but a hair of this low head be harm’d.

Fear not : thou shalt be guarded till my death.

Howbeit I know, if ‘ancient prophecies

Have err'd not, that I march to meet my doom.
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Thou hast not made my life so sweet to me,
That I the King should greatly care fa live;;

For thou hast speilt the purpose of gy life. '
Bear with me for the last time whi‘le I s‘:ow,
Ev'r for thy sake, the sin yvﬁigh thou hast sinfi'd..
For when the Rc;m.an left us, and their law
Relax’d its hold upon us, and the ways

'\;kre filsd with rapine, here and there a deed
Of prowess done redr;ss’d a randoﬁr'ﬁr!';ng.

But I was first of all the kings Yvho drew

The knightRood-errant of this realm and all

The realms together under me, tl.leir Heazi,

In that fair Order of my, Table Round,

A glorious company, the flower of men,

To serve as model for the lmighty world,

And be the fair beginning of a time. .

I made them lay their hands in mine and swear
To reverence the King, as if he were’

Their conscience, and their conscience as their

King,
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To break the h;athen'and uphold the Christ,
To ride abgoad redressing human wrongs,
To speak no .slander, no, nor listen to it,

¥ honour his own word as if his God's,

’{o l.bad sweet lives in purest chastity,

To love one maiden only, clcav;a to hc;r,

And worship her by years of noble deeds,
Until thcy won her; for indeed: I knew

Of no mo;'e@\'sbtle master under heaven
Than is the maiden passion for a maid,

Not only to keep down the basc in man,

liut teach high th.ought, and amiable words
And courtliness, and the d_esire of fame,

And love of truth, and"all that makes a man.
:“md ‘all this throve before 1 wcddfd thee,
Believing, “ 1o mine helpmate, one to feel
My purpose and rejoicing in my joy.”

Then came thy shameful sin with Lancelot ;
Then came the sin of Tristram and Isolt ;

Then others, following these my mightiest knights,
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And drawing foul ensample from fair names,
Sinn’d also, till the loathsome oppositg

Of all my heart had destined did ob’taip,

And all thro’ thee! so that this life of :nine

I guard as God's high gift from scathe #nd

o wrong,

Not greatly care 0 lose ; but rather think

.How sad it were for Arthur, should he live,

To sit once more wit.hin his lonel}* hak,
~And :.niss the wonted number of my knights,
And miss fo hear high talk of ;wble deeds

As in the golden days before thy sin.

For which of us, who might be left, could speak
Of the pure heart, nor seerh to glance at thee?
And in thy bowers of Camel;pt or of Usk

Thy shadow still would glide from ropm to room,
A!;d I should evermore be vext with thee

In hang"ing robe or vacanf ornament,

Or ghostly footfall echoing on the stair.

For think not, tho’ thou wouldst not love thy lo‘ai.
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Thy lord has wholly lost his love for thee.

1 am not made of so slight elements:

Yet mus:: I‘leave thee, woman, to thy shame. .
+Irhold that man the worst of public foes

Wifo either fOr his‘owrl or children’s sake,

( To save his'blood from scandal, lets the w1(fe
Whom he knows false, abide’and rule the house:
For being thro’ his cowardice allow'd ,

Her stat'ipn, 4itken evcrwamre for pure,
She like a new discase, unknown to men,
Creeps, no preca;xtion used, among the cr;wd.

“Makes ‘wicked lightnings of her eyes, and saps
The fealty of our friends, and stirs the pulse
With devil's leaps, and poisons half the young.

" Worst of the worst were that man he that reigns!
Bct:ter the King's waste hearth and aching heart
Than thou reseated in thy plz‘;ce of light,.

The mockery of my people, and their bane.’

He paused, and in the pausé she crept an inch
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Nearer, and laid he: hands about his feet.
Faroffa sohtary trumpet blew.
Then waiting by the doors the warhorse neigh’d &,

As at a friend’s voice, and he spake again: * -

‘Sf':t think not"that I come to urge thy crimes,
1 did not come te“curse thee, Guinevere,
.I, whosg vast pity almost makes me die
To see “tce, laying :hcrc. chy gol¥en l;e.ad,
My pnde in happier summers, at m;” feet.
The wratl! which forced my thouehts on that

fierce law,

The doom of treason and the flaming death,
(When first I learnt thee lidden here) is past.
Thepang—whichwhilelweigh'dthy heartwithone
Too wholly true to dream untruth ir} thee,
Made my tears bl;rn—is also past—in part.
And all is past, the sin is sinn’d, dnd I,
Lo! I forgive thee, as Eterndl God

Forgives: do thou for thine own soul the rest
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. But how to take fast leave ofall 1 loved ?
O golden hair, w1th which I used to play
# Not know.rm‘g! 0 nmpenal-moulded form,
“Ahd beayty sut:h as never woman wore,
Un;ﬁ it came'a kingdonln'}. curse with thee—
.I cannot touch thy lips, they are not mine,"
‘But Lancelot’s : nay, they nevte were the King's.
1 cannot take thy hand ; that too is flesh,
And in the flesh thou hast smn’d and mine own
flesh,
Here looking down on thine polluted, cries
:‘I loathe thee :” yet not less, O Guinevere,
For I was cver virgiﬁ -ave for thee, ‘
My love thro’ flesh hach wrought int;) my life
So far, that'my doom is, I love theg still,
Let no man, dream but that I love thee still.
Perchance, and so thou purify ’thy soul,
And so thou ienn on our fair father Christ,
Hereafter in that world where all are pure

\ﬁé two may meet before high God, and thou
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N
Wilt spring to me, and claim me thine, and know
I am thine husband—not a s‘ma.ller soul,
Nor Lancelot, nor another. Lea n:e that,
1 charge thee, my last hope. Now must’T henct.
Thro’ the thick night 1 lie.ar tl.me trmpet blo® :
They summon me their King to lead mine hosts
Far d;;vn to that g: :at battle in the west,
Where I must strike against the man they call
My sister's son—no ki.n of mine, who lqa.gues *
With Lords of the White Ho;se, heathen, and

.knights.

Traitors—and strike him dead, and meet fnyself
Death, or I know not what mysterious doom.
. And thou remaining here w:lt learn the event ;
But hither shall I never come again,
Never lie by thy side ; sec thee no more—

Farewell !’

And while she grbvell’d at his fect,
She felt the King’s breath wander o’er her nec?c."“

.

VI. S
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And in the darkness o'er her<fallen head,
Perceived tire wiavin‘g of his hands that blest.

* Then, listening till those armed steps were gone,
.Rosne’ the pale ‘Queep, ax;na in her anguish found
The castment : ‘pcradventure,'('so she thou“ght,
“If 1 might see his face, and o be seen.’
And lo, he sat on horseback at the door,
And near him the sad nuns thh each a light
Stood, and he gave them charge about the’ (;)ueen,
:1'0 guard and foster her for evermoret .
And wlf;ile he spake to thesc his helm was lower'd,
' To which for crest the golden dragon clung
) Of Britain ; so she did not see the face,
Which then was as:an angel’s, but she saw,
Wet with the mists and smitten by the lights,
The Dragon of the great Pen’dragonship
Blaze, making all the night a steam of fire.
And even then he turn'd ; and more and more

¢'i‘:‘l-ne moony vapour rolling round the King,
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‘Who seem’d the phantom of a Giant in it,
Enwound him fold by fold, and;made him gray
And grayer, till himself becamets Jnist

Before her, moving ghostlike $o his doom

Tl.1en she stretch’d out het ‘arms and cried aloud
“*Oh Arthur!’ thre her voice brake suddenly,
'Then—as a stream that spouting from a cliff
Failg, in mid air, but gathering at th base
Re-m.akes itself, and flashes do.wn the vale—
Went on i} passionate utterance :
) ‘Gone—my lord !
Gone thro’ my sin to slay and to be slain!
And he forgave me, and I could not speak. |
Farewell? T should have‘ answer’'d his farewell.
His¥hercy choked me. Gone, my lord the King,
My own true lord ! how dare I call him mine?
The shadow of another cleaves to me,

oy

And makes me one pollution : he, the King,
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Call'd me polluted : shall I Kill myself?

What help jh th t? T cannot kill my sin,

If soul be soul ;[rllor can I kill my shame;

NG, nor by living can I live it down.

"I‘he.&ays will grow to weel;s, the weeks to months,
The mohths will adr themselves and make the
' years,

The years will roll into the centuries,

And min;::will ever be a nar;e of scorn.

I must not dwell on that defcat of fame.

f..et the world be ; that is but of the world.

What e'lse? what hope? I think there was a

hope,

‘Except he mock’d me when he spake of hope ;
His hope he call’d it ; but he never mocks,
For mockery is the fume of little hearts.

And blessed be the King, who hath forgivest
My wickedness to him, and left me hope
That in mine own heart I can live down sin

'J
And be his mate hercafter in the heavens
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Before high God. "Ah great and gentle lord,
Who wast, as is the conscience gf a%pidt ¢
Among his wawing senses, to lgnip;hts—-

To whom my false voltiptuoys pride, “hat took *

Fall easily all impreés;o'ns from below,

* Woyld not look :1p, or half-despised the*height

To which I would not or I could not climb—

I thought I could nt.)t breathe in that fine air
That pure severity of perfect ligilt—- .. )
I wanted warmth and colour v_vhich I found
In Lancelot—now I see thee what thou art,
Thou art the highest and ‘most human t(.>o,
Not Lancc.alot, nor another. ‘ Is there none
Will tell the King I love him tho’ so late ?
Now—ere he goes to the great Battle ? none :
Myself must tell him in that purer life,
But’now it were t;o daring. Ahmy God,
‘What might I not have made of thy fair world
Had I but loved thy highest creature here ?

-,

It was my duty to have loved the highest :
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It surely was my profit had 1 known :
It would have bpen my pleasure had I seen.
We needs must fove the highest when we see it,

Not Lanceclot, nor another.

Here her hand
Grasp'd, made her vail her eyes: she look’d and

saw

The novigq, weeping, supph.:nt, and said to her,
‘Yea, little maid, for am 7 nct forgiven ¥’

Then glancing up .beheld the uoly nuns

1111 round her, weeping ; ana her heart was Joosed

Within her, and she wept with these and said,

‘Ye know me then, that wicked one, who broke
D}

The vast degign and purpose of the King.

-

O shut me round with narrowing nunnery-walls,
Meek maidens, from the voices crying “shame.”
I must not scorn mysclf: hc loves me still.

v o7

Let no one dream but that he loves me still.
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So let me, if you Go not shudder at me-

Nor shun to call me sister, dwg}‘l)wit'h yc;u ;
Wear black and white, and .be\{ yn like you,
Fast with your fasts, not feast.ing withlio'ur fedsta;
(rieve with your griefs,. not.grievmg at yowr joys,
Bu{ not rejc ’cin.g mingle ith your rites ; )
Pray and bé pra:’d for ; lic before your shripee; v
Do eagh low ~ffice of your holy house ;
Walk you. aun clonster, and d:stnbute dolc
To Jpoor sick people, richer in His eyes
Who ranom’d us, and haler .too thanI;

And treat their loathsome hurts and heal mine

®
own;

And so wear out in almsdeed and in prayer
The sombre closc of that voluptuous day,
»

Which wrought the ruin of my lord the King.’

Shesaid : they took her to themselves ; and she
Still hoping, fearing ‘is it yet too late ?’
\
Dwelt with them, till in time their Abbess died.
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Then she, for her goc;d deeds and her pure life,
And for the poyer of ministration in her,

And likev(vis‘e J;Et'he high ran!c she had borne,
Was chosen Abbess, there, an Abbéss, lived
For ¢hree brief years, and there, an Apbess, ppst

To where beyond thase voices there is peace
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o THE PASSING OF ARTHUR.

RSMHAT story which the bold Sir ‘Be-

€

divere,
4 *First made and latest left of all the
knights,

Told, when the man was no tore than a voice

In the white winter of his dge, to those

With whom he dwelt, new faces, other minds..
Tor on their march to westward Bedivere,

Who slowly paced among the slumbering

host,

Heard in his tent the moanings of the King :.
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‘-I found Him in the shiffing of the stars,
I mark'd Him dn the flowering of His fields,
But in His ways with men I find Him not.
« I*'waged Ih; wars, and now I pass and die.
O nte! for why is gll "ound us here
t As if some lesser god hz:.d made the world,

¢ But had not force to shape it as he would,
Till the High God behold it from beyord,

_ And enter it, and make it beautiful ?

Or else as if the world were wholly fair,
But that these e);es of men are densc and dim,
'And have not power to see it as it is:
Perchance, because we see not to the close ;=
For 1, being simple, ‘thought to work His will,
' An‘d have but stricken ﬁth the sword in
vain;;
*’And all whereon I lean’d in wife and friend
I'.:traitor to my peace, and all my realm
R‘eeflls back into the beast, and is no more.

My God, thou hast forgotten me in my death:
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Nay—God my Christ—I pass but shall not

die” .

Then, ere that last weird $attle in'tl;e' west, »
o
There came on Arthur slegping, Gawain kiljd

In Lancelot’s war,"the ghost.of Gawain blown

Along a wanderinga;vind;, and past his ear

Wert shrilling,  Hollow, hollow all delight!
Hail, King! to-morrdw thou shalt pass 5wayr
Farewell | there is an isle of rest for th:fe.

And T am blown along a wandering wind,

And hollow, hollow, hollow all delight.’

And fainte® onward, like wild birds that change
Their season in the night apd wail their way ‘
From cloud to cloud, down the long wind the

dream

‘Shrill'd; but in gohg mingled with dim cries
Far in the moonlit haze among the hills, -
As of son;e lonely city sack’d by night,

When all is lost, and wife and child with wail
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Pass to néw lords ; and Arthur woke and call'd,

¢ Who spa}ae? A dream. O light upon the wind
Thine, Ga:,wain, was the voice—are these dim crie:
- Thine? o‘i’.{i:)th all t#8¢ haunts the waste and wilc
Mouen, knowing i: will ‘gB along with me ?’
*  This heard the bold Sir Bedivere and spake :
* O me, my King, let pass whatever wil],
Elvts, a;ld the harmless gla:muur of the ficld ;
But in their stead thy name and glory cling
To all high places like a golden cloud
For ever: but as yet thou shalt not pass.
Light was Gawain ih lif¢, and light in death
Is Gawain, for the ghost is as the man;
‘ And care not thou for dreams from him, but rise—
I hear the steps of Modred in the west, .
And with him many of t;y people, and knights
Once thine, whom thou hast loved, but grosser

[§

grown

¢

Than heathen. spittine at their vows and thee.
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Right well in heart they know thee for'the King.
Arise, go forth and conquer as of old,’

Then spake King Arthur%o Sir Begivere :
‘ Far other is this battle in the.wes:
Whereto we mové, than wﬁen)ve strove in youth,
And brake the petty kings, and fought with Rome, »
©Or thruit the heathen from the Roman wall,
And shook him thro’the north. 11l doomn is gine
To war against my people and my kni:gﬁts.
The king who fights his peoplé fights himself.
And théy my knights, who loved me once, th2

stroke

That strikes them dead is as my death to me.
Yet .let us hence, and find or feel a way
Thro' this blind haze, which ever since I saw‘.
One lying in the dust at 'Almesbury:
Hath folded in the passes of the world.”

Then rose the Kingand moved his host by night,



w2 ° ' THE PASSING
"And'eterush'd Sir flodred, league byleague‘,
Back to the sunset bound of Lyonnmse— :
A land of old upheaven from the abyss
p)k fire, to giﬂk into the abyss again ;
| Wherg fragmepts of forgotten peoples dwelt, .
And the long mouqtoa,iﬁs: ended'in a coast

,.‘O{ ever-shifting sand, and far gyay
The phantom circle of 2 moaning sea.

* Theyg thé pursuer cc_iulxa purduc no more,

" And e that fled no further fly the King;

« And there, that day when thé great light of heaven
Burn'd at his lowest in the rplling year, |
On the waste sand by the waste sea they closed.

| Nor ever yet had Arth‘ur fought a fight

- Like this last, dim, weird battle of the west.

“A déathwhite mist slept over sand and sea:

Whereof the.chill, to him whobreathed it, drew .
Down with his blood, till all his heart was cold
Wit‘lh formless fear ; and ev'n on Arthur.fell

Conft;sion, since he saw not whom he fought,
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For friend and foe were shadows in the mist,
And friend slew friend not knowing.whom he
. sle&; o
And );om.e had visions out of golden Pouth,
Agd some beheld the fa.tc.es o.f old ghosts .
, Lc;ok .in upon the'battle; and’in the mist
Was :nany a nobdewdeed, many a base, _
And chgnce and craft anfi strength in single
) fights, ‘ -
And ever and anon with host to host
Shocks and the splintering spear, the hard mail
. hewn,
Shield-breaicings, and the clash of brands, the
crash
of bat‘tleailxes on shatter'd helms, and shricks.
{fter the Christ, of those who falling,down
Look'd up for heavzzn, and only saw the mist;
And. shougs of heathen and the traitor knights,
Oaths, insuli:, filth, and monstr:)us blas})hemi.es,
Sweat, writhings, anguish, labouring of the lungs

VI *T
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Tn that close mist, and cryisigs for the light,
Moans of the dying, and vol::és of the dmd

* Last, a’by son"ae‘one deathbed after wail
Of .sﬁﬂ‘ering. 'kilencg"folnlo%s, or thro' death
Or deathlike swoon, thus over‘all that shorc,
Save | 'r some whisper of th¢ deething seas,
A dead hush fell ; but when the dolorgus day
G;tw d:'garicr toward twili;ght falling, came
A bitter wind, clear from the Noith, and })lew
The mist aside, ::md with that wind the tide
Rose, and the pale King glanced across the ficld
Of battle : but no man was moving gherc;
Nor any cry of ChriStian hcard thercon,
Nor yet of heathea ; only the wan.wavc
Brake in among dcad faccs, to and fro ,
Swaying the helpless hands,'and up and down
Tumbling the hollow helmets of the fallen,
And shiver'd brands that once had fought with

Rome,
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And i'ollmg far albng the g‘lbmﬁy shores
The mice of days of old amd day\s to’lge

Then spake King Arthur-to.’Sir Beliivere,

And whiter than the mis{ that all day long®
B .- oL e

Had held the field of battle wis the Kings:.

¢ Hearest thou this great voice that shakes the

world,

And wa.stes the narrow realm whereon we move, . .

And beats upon the faces of the dead,

My dead, as tho' they had not died fgp.me e
0 Bediverg, for on my hear‘t.hath fall'n
Confusion, t:ill I know not what Ia,m,

Nor whence I am, nor whether I be King.

Behold, I seem but King amohg thedead”’

Then spake the bold Sir Bedivere : ‘ My King,
King everxwhgt'e' !-and so the"ciead have kiggs,
There also 'wi‘ll I,.Wo_rship thee as King.
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Yet still thy life is whole, and still I live
Who love thees; but who hates thee, he that
brgu%ht
* The heatilgn back among us, yonder stands,

(Mo;lféd, unhdrm'd, the traitor of thine house.’s

Thénspake the King : ¢ My house hath been
my doom.
Bué-call not thou this traitor of my house
Who hath but dv&"elt beneath one roof with me.

[}

My house are rather they who sware my vows,
‘Yea, ev;n while they brake them, own'd me King.
And well for thee, éaying in my dark. hour,

. When all the purport of my throne hath fail'd,
That quick or dead thou holdest me for King.
King am I,.whatsoever Le their cry ;

And one last act of kinghood. shalt thou sec_
Yet, ere I pass.” And uttering this the King
Made at the man : then Modred smote his liege

Hard on that helm which many a heathen sword
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Had beaten thin ; while Arthur at orfe blow,
Striking the last stroke with Excalibur,

Slew him, and all but sigin himself: he fell.

+So all day long the 'ngise ?f b.atttle roll'd *

Amo.;xg th’s mour.xt?ins by the’ winter seas;

Until King ArtHud's Table, man by mag/
.Had fa'n in Lyonnesse about their lord,

King Arthur. Then,. because his'wound'was[feep,
The bold Sir Bedivere qphfted him,

And bore him to a chapel mgh the field,

A broken chancel with a broken cross,

That stood,on a dark strait*%f barren land :

On one side lay the Oceai, and on one

Lay a great water, and the moon was full.

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere :
‘ T.he seguel of to-day unsolders all
The goodliest fellowship of famous knights.
Whereof this world holds record. Such a sleep
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They sleep*~the men I loved: I think that we

Shall never nore, at any futuré time,

. Delight oyr souls with talk of knightly deeds,
‘Walking ;.b‘o.ut the; gardens and the halis
pf (fa'rucht, as in th.e dgy:a that werc.

I perish by this pedple which ¥‘made,— ‘
‘Tho’ l\h\[lin swarc that T showid come again
To rule once more , but, let what will bg be,
1 arhmo :lc(eply smitten thro: the helm
That without help [ cannot last till morn

Thou thercfore take niy brand Excalibur,
\;Vhlch was my pridce - for thou 1ememberest how
In those old days, ofc swtamer noon, z‘m arm
Rose up fiom out the busom of the lake,
.Clot.hcd in whitc samite, mystic, wonderful,
Holding the sword—and how I row'd across

s And took 1t, and have worn it: like a king,
And, wheresoever 1 am sung or told

' In aftertime, this also shall b known

But now delay not : take Excalibur,
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And fling him far imto the middlc mcfe :
Watch What thou $ecst, and lightly izring me

word,’

«To him replicd the I:;ol.d Sir Bc.:d'\rm;;,.:-1
o ¢ It is not mect, Sir King, to icave thee thus
Aidlt;ss, alone, alld,smitten thro’ the hel:,l-
'A little thing may harm a wounded man:
Yet I thy hest will a.ll perform at fu]l,'
Watc.h what I sece, and lightly bring thee

’
word.’

So sayix:g, from the ruin'd’shrine he stept,
And in the moon athwart the place of tombs,
Where lay the mighty bones of ancient men,
,Old knights, and over them the sea-wind sang
Sh:ill, chill, with .ﬁakes of foam. He, stepping.
dpwn
By zigzag paths, and juts of fJointed rock, |

1

Came on the shining levels of the lake.
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There cfhw. he forth the brand Excalibur,
And o'er him, drawing it, th fvinter modn,
Bright:nilgg :he skirts of a long clc:ud, rfm forth

«Ahd sparkléd keen with frost against the hilt :
Ry ak.the hatt Gtw‘ir:kleej with diamond sparks,
.Myriads of topazllights, and jaéinth-work ‘.
*Of sub\{gst jewellery. He gazdd so long
That both his eyes were dazzled as he stood,
Thié\wa;: and that dividing the s#ift mind,
In act to throw: but at the last it seem’d
Better to leave E};C:ilibul‘ conceal'd '
'f'herc in the many-knotted waterflags,
That whistled stiff add dry about the r‘x;arge.
So strode he back slow to the wounded King.
Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere :
¢ }f;st thou perform’d my mission which I gave ?

What is it thou hast seen ? or what hast heard ?*

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere :
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‘T heard the tippl® washing in the r€eds,
And the wild wat® lapping onsthe crag.’

To whom ‘replied King Arthur, int and phles:
¢ Thou hast betray’d .thy nz:.t’ur? WW
NoE, rendering t.rue answer, as beseem’d,

Thy féalty, no®lke a noble knight : 'p‘
For surer sign had follow'd, either hand,

[ ] [ 4
Or voice, or else a motion of the mere.

T his is a shameful thing for men to lie.

' .
Yet now, I charge thee, quickly go again,
As thou art lief and dear, and do the ghing

°
I bade thee, watch, and lightly bring me word.”

Then went Sir Bedivere the second time
Across the ridge, and paced '*besid.e the me:'e,
(Eounting the de’wy pebbles, fix'd in thought,;
But when he saw the wonder of the hilt,

"How curiously and strange']y chased, he smote

His palms together, and he cried aloud :
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“
"¢ And if ifeed I cast the bfand away,
Surely a precious«thing, orie whrthy note,
Should thus be lost for ever from the carth
Which mlgflt have pleased the eyes of many men.
v?mg.srbt‘.&ghoulg follow 3hls, if EhlS were done
What ha#m, undone? Deep harm to disobey,
« Seeing o\qdience is the bond ofrule,
Were it wc‘:ll to obey then, if a king dema.n;d
An aét unprpﬁtabie, against himself ?
The King is sick, an.d knows not what he does.
‘What record, or what relic of my lord t
bn‘ould be to aftértime, but empty breath
And rumours of a doubt ? But were thi's ke;;t,
Stored in some treasure-house of mighty kings,
Sct»me.one might show it at a joust of arms,
Saying, “ King Arthur’s sword, Excalibur,
i > rought by the lonely maiden (;f the Lake.
! Nine years she wrought it, sitting in the dceps
-I?pon the hidden bas;s of the hills.”

So might some old man speak in the aftertime
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4
To all the people, winning reverencef

i

But now much homour and much fame were lost.

So spake he, clo jed with his own Bonceit,?
And hid Excalibur the second txme, ’-.
And, so strode back slow to tnc woundeg King

[}

They spoke King Arthur, breathing heavily :

® ]
* What is it thou hast seen ? or'what hast heard ?’

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere:
‘1 heard the water lapping on the crag®
°
And the long ripple washiflg in the reeds.’

To whom replied King Arthur, much i;1 wrath :
¢ Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue,“ )
Unkmghtly, trai‘:or—hearted! Woc is me |
Authorlty forgets a dymg kmg,

Laid widow'd of the power‘in hlS eye

That bow'd the will. I see thee what thou art,
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For thoxll:‘ tke l;a;est:le'ft of ' a;ua;ty knights,

In whom shopld gnéét the offices of all,

Thou woqlést betray me for the precious hilt;
‘Either from Idst of gold, or like a girl

Valuing the g:ddy pleasure of the eyes.

Yet, fora man may fail in duty twice,
; And thy third time may prosper,yet thee hence.

v
But, if thou spare to fling Excalibur,

I wilt arise and slay thee with my hands.’

Then quickly rose Sir Bedivere, and'ran,
Ahd, leagfing down the ridges lightly, plunged
Among the buliush beds, and clutch’d the sword,
And strongly wheel'd aud threw it. The great

l;rand
Made‘ lightnings in the splendour of the moen, |
ﬁnd flashing ;ound and round, 4nd whirl’d in an

¢

-arch,

Shot lxke a streamer of the northern morn,”

Seen where the moving isles of winter shock
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By night, with noites of ‘the I}Iqﬁ:heﬂ Sea.
So flash’d and fell the brand FJ&Ca-leur:
But ere he dipt the surface, rose an agm

[ ] [ ]
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,
. L]

him by the hi hid
«And caught ll‘:l y the hxl.t, ar}dobrm g,h?f
Thrge times, and drew him uuader in thd mere.

L] g"
And lightly wéngthe other to the King. .

. . ,
Then spoke King Arthur, drawing thicker
breath :
¢ Now see I by thine eyes that this is done,

Speak out : what is-it thbu hast heard, or secr™

And answer made th& bold Sir Bedivere ;
¢« Sir King,tl closed mine eyelids, lest the gems

Should blind ‘my purpose, for 1 never saw,

Nor shall see, htre or elsewhere, till I die,
[ ]

Not tho’ I live three lives of mortal men,

So great a miracle as yond.er hilt. ,

Then with both hands } flung him, wheeling him;
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But when I®%ook’d again, beheld an arm,
Clothed in \?hite.samite, mystic, wonderful,
That caught him by the hilt, and brandish’d him

« A [ [} R
Three timds, a{nd drew him under in the mere.’ -

And apswer made King Arthur, breathing
. Rard :
v
" My end draws nigh ; ’tis time that I werg gone.
¢ '
Make broad thy shoulders to reccive my weight,
And bear me to the margin ; yet I fear

.«

My wound hath tak'en cold, and I shallﬂ die’

3

éo saying, from' the*pavement he half‘rosc.
Slowly, with pain, reclining on his arm,
A;ld looking wistfully with wide blue eyes
As in‘a picture. Him Sir'Bedivere ‘
_R@morsefully regarded thro’ his'tears,
And would have spoken, but he found not

vydrds ; ‘ .

Then took with care, and kneeling on one knee,
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O'er both his shoglders dtew the laaguid hands,
And rising bore him thro’ the placg of tombs."
. * 1

But,"as he walk'd, King Arthuﬁpmted hard
. Like one that feels a mghtmare on gs.bed
When all the l{ouse is muza So 51gh’d the. ng,
Muttenng and murmuring at his ear®‘ Quick,

. quickd
I fear it is too late, and I shall die.’
But the other swiftly strodg from riage to ridgc,
Cl.othed.with his breath, and'looking, ashe wal.k’ck
Larger than.human on the frozen hille.
He herd the deep behing him,. and a cry
Before. His own thought drove him like a goad.
Dry clash’d his harness in the icy caves
A‘nd barren chasms, and all to left and riéht
The bare black cliff clang’d rou.nd him, as hf
based '
His. ffeet on juts of slippery crag that rang
'

Sharp-smitten with the dint of armed heels—
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¢ \ ¢
And dn a sudden, lo! the leve] lake,

And the long glories of the winter moon

', Then saw they how there hove a dusky barge,
Jdark as 2 fux;el;al scarf from stem to stern,
Beneath .ther:l ; a;'nd d.cscénding ;fney were ware
That alt the decks werc dense wvith .statel);

L}
forms,

Black!stolf:d, black-hooded, like 2 drecam—by

these

¢

.Tlllree Qucens with crowns of goid : and from
o' thom rose

A cry that shive;-’d to ¢he tingling stars,

And, as it were one voice, an agony

Of lamentation, like a wind that shrills

L]
All night in a waste land, wherc no one comes,

©Or hath come, since the making of the world.

Then murmur'd Arthur, ‘Place me in the
Y
barge.’
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3 . So to the barge they came. There those three
' ‘Queens
Put forth theu' hands, and took the {{1 g, and wept ‘
But she, that rose the tallest‘of the‘m all
*And fau'est, la1; his h&ad q'pon. her Jap,
) And loosed the shatter‘d casque, and chafed his
“hands,
And cell'd him by.his n.ame, cc:mplainjng l’oud.
And dropping bitter tears against a prow
Sttiped with dark blood : for.all his face was whise
And colourless, and like the wither'd moon )
Smote by the fresh beam of the springing east ;-
And all ;llb greaves and cufsses dash’d with drops
Of onset ; and the light and lustrous curls—
That made his forehead like a rising sun
.. High from the dats-throne—were,parch’d with
, dust; H *
Or, clotted in_to points and hanging loose,
Mix’d with the knightly gfo\.»th that fringed hi§

¢ lipS.



-

290 ' 'TZHE PASSING
LI N

So like a shatter'd column lay the King ;
Not like thay" Arthur who, with lance in rest,
From spur to })lume a star of tournament,

[ ®

Shot thro’ the lists at Camelot, and charged

“Before tlte cyes of lac}xes ?.nd of {c'mgs‘

. * Then loudly cried thesbold $ir"Bedivere
¢ Ah! my, Lord Arthur, whlther shallI go? -
thrc, <hall I hide my forehead and my eyes?
For now I sec the tfue old times are d‘ead,
*When every morning brought a noble chance,
OA:xd evcr‘y chance brought out a noble knight
Such times have bedn nct since the li‘ght that
led )
'l:he Poly Elders with the gift of myrih
But now.the whole Round Table is dissolved
Which was an image of the mig:hty world,
And 1, thelast, go forth companionless, |,

And the days darke‘n round me, and the years,

Among new men, strange {aces, other minds.’
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And slowly answer'd AstHur from the barge :
 The old order changeth, yielding Wace to new,
And G.od ,ft:lﬁls‘ him;;lf in many ‘va;:s,

Lest one good custom shoul.d corrypt the world®
* Comfort thyself,: wilat. comfors is ig me ?
I have lived my life, and thac which I hnve done
May He within I§mself#fnake pure ! but thou *
# thow shouldst never see my face aga‘m,
Pray for my soul. More thmgs are wrought by
prayer
Than this world dreams of. Wherefore, let thy'
v:)ice ]
Rise like a fountain for me night and day.
For what are men better than sheep or goats
. Tl';at nourish a blind life within the brain, ,
If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer
Bpth for themsq‘les and th:)se who call them
friend ?
For so the whole r.ound carth is every way

Bound by gold chains about the feet of God.
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But naw farefell’ Iam going a long way

With these ?liou $eéist—if indeed I go

(For all my. mind is clouded thh a doubt)-—
To the 1sland-'valley of Avilion ; ;

VYhere fdtls not h,axl, or rqt,m: or @\?y snow,

Nor eves wind blows loudly ; but'it lies v
Deep-n:eadow'd happy'\{air wigh ‘orchard la.v;ns
And bowery hollows crown’d with summer sea)™

[}
Where ¥ will heal me of my grievous wound.’

So said he, and the barge with oar and sail
‘M%ved from the.brink, like some full-breasted
swan
That, fluting a wild carol ere her death,
Rcuﬁ’lgs her pure cold plume, and takes the flood
With swarthy webs. Long stood Sir Bedivere
Revolvihg many men.lories,‘till {he hull .
Look'd one black dot against the verge of
dawn,

And on the mere the wailing died away.
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But when that moan naa past 10r evermore,
The stillness of the dead world's wigter dawn
Amazed him, and he groan’d, ¢ The Fing is gone,
And tl'1erew.ithal came on him the !ve.ird rhy.me,‘

»‘ From the great d?eep tq tne great ueep ne

goes.’

P threat he slowly turn’'d and slowly clomb

The last hard foofstep 8f that fron crag ' )

Thence mark’d the black lmll qxoving yet, _and'_
cr.icd,

‘ He passes to be King among the ded,

And affr healing of his gsievous wound

He comes again ; but—if he come no more—

O me, be yon dark Queens in yon black boat, '

Who shriek’d and wail'd, the three where:\t we
gazed

On that high day, when, clothed with living light,

They s.tood before his throde in silence, fgiends .

Of Arthur, who should help him at his need ?’
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Then from the dawn it seem'd there came, but
faint
As from beyond the limit of the world
Ltke the last e;cho born of a great cry,
-

Sounds, a$'if some fair city were one voice
[ ¢ . « . (9

Around 3 l‘:in.,c.;r retu;fxing from his‘wars.

Thereat once more he moved about, and clomg,
Evn to (he hlghesi he colild chrnb and saw,
Strmmng hlS eygs beieath an arch of hand
‘Or thought he saw, the speck that bare the ng,

~«Déwn that long mater ppening on the deep
Somewhere far off, pass on and on, and ;;o
From less to less and vanish into light.

t .
And the new sun rose bringing the new year.
L)

THE END.



TO THE QUEEN.

LOYAL tfe royal in thyself,
| And loyal tothy land, as thisfo thee-—

Bear w1tness, that remembérable
day,

When, pale as yet, and fever-worn, the Prince
Who sca:ce had pluck’d hidlickering life agair
From halfway down the shﬁdqw of the grave,
Past with thee thro’ thy p.eople and their love,
And London roll'd one tide of joy thro’ all 4

, Her trebled millions, and loud leagues of man®
Agxd welcome ! fitness, too, the silent cry,
The prayer of many a race and creed, and

+ clime—



Tbunderléas hghtﬁmgs stnkmg under sea

From sunset and sunrxse of all thy realm,

And that tru¢ North, whereof we lately heard

A strf.in to sﬁatye us ‘kecp you to yoyrsclves ;

Sb loyal is t:)o( costly. ! fricnd;':—-your love

s but a bl;fthrn‘! loos¢“the bond, and go.’

Is this the tone of eftpire ? here the faith

That made ps rulers? this, inde.d, her voice

And meaning, whom the roar of Hougoumont

Left miglftiest of all peoples under l;c.IV(n ?

Wh«t shock has fool’cj her since, that _he should
( speak

‘o fecbly ? ‘wealtl’:i'cr—’Jvoalthicr—-—lmur by hour!

The voice of Britain, or a sinki g land,

Some third-rate isle half-lost among her seas ?

There xang her voice, when the full city peal d

Thed and thy Prince! The loyal to their crown

Art loyal to their own far sons, wl.» love

Our occan-empire with her boundless home«

For cver‘broadening hngland and her thrond *



In our vast Orient, and one isle! one isit,
That knows not her own greatness : 1t she knows
Anci dreads it we are fall'n.-'——-ﬁtit thou, my

. Qu.een,
Not for itself, but thro’ thy 1ivin?g love
Tor one to whom I madg'xt o'es hl; grave
Sa(.red accept this old unﬁrfect tale, \
New-old and shado;y}g Sense at war thh bou]
Ratlfer than that ~rray king, whose ngme, 3 ghost,
Streams like a cloud, man:shaped fron! mountain

weak,

And cleaves to cairn and cromlech still ; , or hlm
of Ggoﬁ”rcy s book, or hith of Malleor S, one.
Touch'd by the adulterdus finger of a time
That hover'd between war and wantonngss, |
And crownings and dethronemcnts : takg withal
Thy p;>et’s blessing, and his tryst that Heavén
Will blow thy tempest in the distance back
From thine and ours: for some arc scared, who

mark,



. Or fvisei;r“or pnw‘xscly, figns of storm,
[ N
Waverings of every vane with every wind,
And wordy try'éldin'gs to the transient hour,
Apd 'ﬁcrce oru\:a?lcss looseners of the faith,,
And Softness bgeedin% scorn Pf simple life,
Br (;owardi'c;e,. the chila of lust for gold,
Or Labm‘n, with a gro.:.n and not a voice,
01: Art with_poisondus hork;y stol'n from France,’
And thpt which lm?ws, but careful for itself,
And that which knows x;ot, ruling that which
knows
To iEs own harm : the goal of this great world
tLies beyond‘ sight yet-—if our slowly-grown
And crown'd Republic's E:rowning common-sensc,
Thaf sayed her many times, not fail—their fears
Are motning shadows huger than the shapes
That cast them, not those gloomier which forego-
The'darkncss of that battle in the West,

Where all of high and holy dies away.

S oad
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