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INTRODUCTION

ltse]l’ was not 5o bcaum‘ul as it had once becn. An was the
consoler of the the red of

Ruskin was the prophet of the new religion, “the rehgion of
beauty” ; and hundreds that had grown sick of the controversial
wranglcs of the ume were turming to 1t for relief with all the
passion which their forefathers would have felt in seeking the
consolations of the Church. Mormis humself, when he came up

form of style.
* *Twas in Church on Palm Sunday
Lastening what the priest did say
Of the kiss that did betray,

That the thought did come to me
How the olives wsed to be
Growing 1n Gethsemane

That the thoughts upon me came
Of the lantern’s steady flame,
Of tbe sofily whispered name,

Of how kiss and words did sound

While the olivey stood around,

While the robe lay on the grotind,
n
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INTRODGCTION

WILLIAM MORRIS, * poet, 2ztis, rma=zfizemes, axc soerEm?®
was born on the 24tk of )!z:c.. 3L E=
College, Oxford, in Janmary 1233 wi= 2

and love of architectare, poetry, z=d c.d sti=s
a ume when ¥all readicg mes wee= T st

of reading men talked poe::y'; whes, morecves, .’.::m-::_cf
Darwia was brooding over the fiefacem’ werll

Cnmean war was aboxt to set ts yormsger groemiiee Sinkiny
about schemes of socual reg:m

Moty vz Ty
sure refuge fvr the mind bat t_~ tav—;' cf the waZie il s
revealed and made endming f2 2zt Everpifizg elte w—'
to be changing, decayog, passizg awar. Thke il
itself was not so beautifzl zs it Ead cocm e A% wis e
consoler of the 2zd ke €t = coremens
Ruskin was the prophet of the cew refpee. “Se rfpon of
beauty " ; and bundreds that bad mﬂdmm
wrangles of the time were torzizg to it Sor rolef wek gD ce
passion which therr forsfathers wemld E:w*ﬁ: &= geefomy e
consolations of the Churck  Merrs Bivee’l whes Be oo o
10 Oxford, has been described 25 s 2 High Torriramgmdy Neoe
Cathofic, It may very conSdextiy be 25—e? fius Zp ey
neither more nor less thana vm-s.‘:;-'z of Beamer, a2 S A
ntual of the Church was rothing mcre cr femy ¢ By sigm 2,
form of style.

" “Twas 1n Chures om Fo'ss Smiay
Lisenmng what o pros: ¢ sy
Of the kuss that €4 taeay,

That e thocght &2 come o e
HWlh'cI:Esaﬁ‘h!I
Growog i -
et
Ofthe vy whitgerss cacer.

Of bow kuss 224
While the olires goos s,
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Then the words the Lord did speak
And that kiss in Holy Week
Dreams of many o kiss did make:

Lovers kiss beneath the mooy,
With it sorow cometh soon:
Juliet’s within the tomb:

Angelico's in quiet light,
’Aid the aureoles very bright
God is looking from the height,

There the monk his love doth meet ;="

and so forth, he wrote, in a pocm which he sent to Cormell
Price (not included in any of his volumes). And it is obvious
that he was not exactly listening to “what the priest did say,”
from a “High Churchman’s” point of view, but simply and
solely from the point of view of an artist. Even in church he
was striving to build a *shadowy isle of bliss midmost the
beatings of the steely sea” He was probably aided and
abetted in this by the great friendship of his Oxford days which
is, perhaps, the most important fact of that period of his life—
the friendship he formed with Burne-Jones, who had also gone
up to Exeter College in 1853,

He was “aided and abetted,” I say, because 1 do not think
he was influenced very'much by Burne-Jones or by any one else.
His life has a very extraordinary completeness and coherence.
{tis a happy chance that the whole childhood of William Morris
may be seen at a glance, as on a single splendid fragment of his
own romance-empurpled tapestry, About the year 1841, any
one wandering near Woodford Hall, on the borders of Epping
Forest, and within sight of the clear Thames, with its “white
and ruddy-brown sails moving among comfields,” might have
been surprised by the vision of a curly-haired young knight in
glittering armour, riding through the strange glades of hom-
beam on one of Titania's palfreys, a pony such as in fairyland
might have been “tethered to a poppy or stabled in a tree?
But here, in broad noonm, it was pacing proudly beneath a
greaved and breastplated young warrior from Joyous Gard, a
child-champion shining through the fairy-fringes of that sunny
nook of unspoilt England, like some virgin star through the
branches of Broceliande, in quest of the *beauty folded up in
forests old 1 ‘The small knight-errant was, of course, no ghost
of Galahad or Percivale, but the future poet of the Earsily
Paradise; and his age was about seven summers.

_The prosaic interpretation of this picture is that he had been
given a toy suit of armour; but as he made such use of it we
may safely assume that it corresponded to a desire of his ownj;
and, indeed, it seems in a sense the natural outcome, the
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glittering crystallization as it were, of all the other external
facts angfeatums of his childhood’s kingdom—tl derful
Wood beyond our world's end, which can only be ente:e:l upon
B Fal Loe mm el - am va el il

It may not be inappropnate here to say a word about the
technique of that first book. Ona question of this kind it is
only with great difﬁd;:lge that one would care to dissent from

Swinb:

h

1o be bl
i

——i.

nd stumbhing,
—

nayveté, and the reader will soon percerve that a poem like the
Defence of y with its 1

lines‘,“and ’I’X"l“ so unexpected that at first sight lhe)'rs:em

w2 dhae auule e Luud o Memory than 1n the case
!\hms. His early days at Woodford Hall were,

4 4Ud e masque of bt. George was always then
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ented with considerable elaboration. It is probably not
?(:2 ;zmciful to say that this deteqn}ned the character of some
of the masque-like poems in Morris’s first volume and, perhaps,
even of the later morality play, Zowe #s Enougl. Those who
Jmow childbood best will be the most likely to go further and say
that some of the peculiarly vivid hunting, roasting, and feasting
passages in_Jason derive some of their glamour from that early
proximity of Epping Forest, and the fact that as a child
William Morris was allowed to roast the rabbits and fieldfares
which he shot for his own supper. It was an affair of the
imagination even in those earliest days ; for we are told that
his great ambition was to shoot his game with bow and arrows.
Like most great men, Morris retained his childhood to an
exceptional degree; and, with all due deference to the critics,
who find a more solemn import in the mere fact that he
endeavours *“to take up the lost threads of the medicval
artistic tradition,” I can only see him still “making believe,”
attempting to build his shadowy isle of bliss, yearning to shoot
his game with bow and arrows, and striving to recapture the
happiness of his own childhood’s kingdom.

Morris’s father had a great liking for the old churches in the
neighbourhood of Woodford Hall, with their monuments and
brasses ; and his young son used to accompany him on visits
to them. \When he was eight years old William Morris was
taken to see Canterbury. On the same holiday he saw the church
of Minster in Thanet, and it is said that fifty years later, never
having seen it in the interval, he described the church in some
detail from that memory. “Gothic architecture” could have
been little more than a romantic phrase to him at that age ; yet
if his fatber really loved it and spoke simply to him about it,
a spire might seem more like a soaring prayer to a child than
anything built with hands could seem to a man. At any rate
the glonous impression that the individual scenes left upon him
is indubitable. It must be remembered that they meant—at
the very least—great pillars and dark aisles and stained glass
and dim rich streaming lights over cold mysterious tombs. It
must be remembered that they meant curious inscriptions and
strange recumbent figures in eternal armour, with frozen swords
and stark upturned feet. The memory certainly survives in
the Guenevere volume, and gives it much of its atmosphere.
The raiveté of some of its language is that of a child rather
than of the Middle Ages. For instance, when Rapunzel sings—

** My mother taught me prayers
To say when [ had need;
I have so many cares,
That I can take no heed
Of many words in them
But I remember this: "
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was ever the very spirit of childhood voiced so perfectly as in
the lines that follow—though the child itself be only seen
through a stained-glass window darkly?—

*¢ Yet besides J have made phis
By myself: Guve me 2 kiss,
Dear Gaod, dwelling up 1 heaven 1
Yea, beides, T bave made this:
Lord, give Mary a dear kiss,
And let gold Michael, who look'd down,
When ! was bere, on Rouen town
From the spire, bfing me that kuss
Onaly! Lord do thusi~

1t is curious, too, bow the dumb stone of King Arthur's
-t AR YA MDA o i et i wiv S

gave the g‘lamour when be wrote—

¥ Cdward the king 1s dead, at Westminster
‘The carvers smooth the curls of s long beard,”

This atmosphere pervades the whole of Moms’s first volume,
and though 1t may be said to belong to the manner of his
school, it belm:gs also to an ?rchntcmnl region which the
ae My PaelIit en moaed Taft emaeti gt e a2

Middle Ages for his “form of style,” as any later influence,
One of these is the fact that when he lived at Woodford Hal),
there were stocks and a cage there ona it of wayside green
in the nuddle of the village ; and he humself has said in a letter
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to his daughter, that he used to regard them with considerable
terror and decidedly preferred to walk on the other side of the
road. To my mind there is not the slightest doubt that this
early and imaginative dread is responsible for the extraor-
dinarily vivid sense of terror with regard to such instruments
which he displays in depicting Sir Peter Harpdon’s torture.
The second of these foot-prints on the sand he has recorded in
his Lecture on the Lesser Arts of Life:—" Well 1 remember as
a boy my first acquaintance with a room hung with faded
greenery at Queen Elizabeth’s Lodge, by Chingford Hatch, in
Epping Forest, and the impression of romance that it made
upon me! a feeling that always comes back on me when I read
Sir Walter Scott’s Anfiguary and come to the description
of the Green Room at Monkbams, amongst which the novelist
has imbedded the fresh and glittering verses of the summer
poet Chaucer: yes, that was more than upholstery, believe
me.”

It is quite possible that here we have Morris's first little
private gateway into the greenwoods of Chaucer. At any rate, it
1s quite obvious that all his adventures were really his own, and
that he made his own discoveries of beauty as he went along
his own winding path. As a rule it is not profitable to indulge
in such conjectures and suggestions as the foregoing ; but the
case of Morris is exceptional ; and as he has been so often
treated in the Pre-Raphaelite manner as one of a school, it
becomes all the more desirable to show the unity and con.
tinuity of his intellectual life. Not only were his sense-per-
ceptions extremely acute, but his memory of them and all their
associations was extraordinary. It was not only big things like
churches that he was able to remember for fifty years after
secing them once in childhood. “ To this day,” wrote Morris
in his latter years, “the smell of May reminds me of going to
bed by daylight” Those who fully understand what such a
remark implies will also understand what we mean by saying
that Woodford Hall, his early home, was the germ of all Morris's
later work. He extended the boundaries of his world ; but he
never shifted its centre. Woodford Hall, with the clear Thames
flowing past its door, and the scents of the May-tide in its
parden, and the bloom of the plums upon its walls, was at the
heart of all his works, even when he became a Socialist. It
thrust itself up through his theories like the boughs of the
Branstock through the hall of the Niblungs. More perhaps than
any other English paet, Morris gives expression to that emotion
which Tennyson called “the passion of the past.” In Mormis
this passion is intense to the point of pain. It appears under
many disguises. His Utopias of the past, though he projected
them into the future, were in many of their aspects hardly more
than, a lyrical cry for his own dead days. His tales of the
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Middle Ages are as 1t were remembered from a past of nearer
date, a past in which he had himself lived. Woodford Hall
was the nucleus of that “shadowy isle of bliss ™ which William
Morris was ever afterwards striving to build—for himself and
for others—midmost the beatings of the world’s butter and
steely sea. At Kelmscott Manor, which he loved so dearly
that he broke down when forced to leave it; orona tub at
Hammersmith, that was his only stnfe—to realise the Earthly
Paradise. The Earthly Paradise was enough for lum. He,
indeed, desired no golden groves or quiet seats of the just.
The sights and sounds and scents of the immediate May-time
were all that he desired. But these, with the youth that
B ever passing away.

. r—sa much so that
v he long anguish of
rance he ever
bl ey

the pleasure of past years,” he turned instinctively to the

Maddl
e

Age's as a perman nt and definite form of style, bcyom;l
R ek A Wi A Dttt DUl A A

removing what he loved out of space and time in order to
view it in the hght of eternity. He deliberately adopted the
convention that made Troy a belfned town like Bruges and
Chartres, because he felt that this, too, was another method of
defying time, and that he had thus in some strange way the
power of bull)dmg hifnsel( 2 continumg aty. HeLfelt an

a .
3 .

@ -
many centuries from Chaucer (to whom he is often very
carelessly likened) on the one hand; while there 15 a
depth of sincere feeling, a passionate desire, a reality of self-
expression, living and breathing through 1t all which entirely
differentiates his work from that of the perverse and paradoxi-
cal msthetes who followed him, His world is an entirely
remembered one; and it 1s largely this that gives his work
vitality, and sets 1t apart from the work of Wardour Street
connoisseurs. It is Morris’s craving to capture the golden
moments that slipped out of his own living hands (a eravine
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of the same kind as that expressed by Keats in his Odes),
which lifts his work, not so much in great single lines as in
its whole wistful atmosphere, to the level of high poetry. It
is this that fills it with the light of that Eternity which he
alwavs refrained from attempting to fathom; and it is this that
allows one to see in his pictures of earthly beauty that high
intellectual passion which, conscious or unconscious, is the first
essential to great art.  First and last, art is religion. There is
no room in it for preciosity—no room in it for anything but the
Eternal. There was no preciosity in William Morris’s choice
of the Middle Ages as his “form of style” He turned to them
quite naturally, as world-weary men turn to their childhood,
knowing perhaps that except as a little child in glittering
armour he could not enter into his Kingdom of Heaven.

The contents of this volume are representative of Morris'’s
first period. They include the whole of his first volume of
poems (some of which were first printed in the Oxford and
Cambridge Magazine) ; and also a considerable quantity of the
prose which he contributed to the same periodical. The
Oxford and Cambridge Magacine, conducted by members of
the two universities, was first published on January 1, 18356.
Only twelve monthly numbers appeared. At first it was con-
trolled by Morris himself; but very soon his connection with
the management was “confined to writing cheques.” He con-
tributed in prose or verse, however, to every number, except
those for June and November. Two-thirds of the contents
were supplied by the *“Oxford Brotherhood”; but three of
Rossetti’s finest poems also appeared in the later numbers:
‘“The Burden of Nineveh,” “ The Blessed Damozel® (reprinted
with many variant readings from its original form in Z/e
Germ), and “The Staff and Scrip” Morris’s own con-
tributions were as follows ;—

January—The Story of the Unknown Church (a tale).
Winter Weather (a poem).

February.—The Churches of North France : No. 1, Shadows
of Amiens.

March.~A Dream (a tale). A Review of Browning’s * Men
and Women.”

April—Frank’s Sealed Letter (a tale).

May.—Riding Together (a poem).

July—~Gertha's Lovers (a tale) ¢ 1~3. Hands (a poem,
reprinted in “ Rapunzel” as the Prince’s Song).

August.—Death the Avengerand Death the Friend, Svend
and his Brethren (a tale). Gertha’s Lovers (c. 4, 5).

Seplember.—Lindenborg Pool (a tale). The Hollow Land
(atale}c. 1,2, The Chapel in Lyonness {(a poem).
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October.—The Hollow Land {c. 3). Pray but one Prayer
for Me (a poem ; reprinted in * Defence of Guenevere”
with title of “ Summer Dawn”).

December.—Golden Wings (a tale).

Of these early works one of the “ Oxford Brotherhood ”? wrote
enthusiastically—long afterwards—“they seem to be hfted out
of poetry : to have, besides poetry, a substance of visible beauty
of one particular kind: to be poetry without any xotion of
bemng poetry, or effort or aim at it.”

1907, ALFRED NOYES



The following is 2 list of his chief published works :—-‘The;
Hollow Land, and other Tales, Reviews, Essays, and Poems,
contributed to the Oxford and Cambridge MMaguzine, 1856 ;
¢The Defence of Guenevere, and other Poems,’ 1858; ‘The
Life and Death of Jason,’ 1867 ; ‘ Earthly Paradise,’ 3 volumes,
1868-1870; Translation of ‘Vélsunga-Saga’ (Morrs and
Magnusson), 1870; ‘Love is Enough, or the Freeing of
Pharamond,’ a Morality, 1872 (Boston) ; Three Northern Love
Stories (from the Icelandic), 1875 ; * Aneids of Virgil’ (transla-
tion), 1875 ; ¢ Sigurd the Volsung and The Fall of the Niblungs,’
1876 (Boston) ;  The Two Sides of the River, *Hapless Love,’
‘The First Foray of Aristamenes’ (privately printed), 1876;
¢The Decorative Arts, &c., 1878 ; *Hopes and Fears for Art;
1882 ; ‘Odyssey’ (translation), 1887 ; ‘The Aims of Art,’ 1887 ;
‘Signs of Change’ (seven lectures), 1888 ; ‘A Dream of John
Ball and A King’s Lesson’ (from the Commonweal), 1888 ;
‘The Tables Turned, or Nupkins Awakened, 1887; ‘The
House of the Wolfings,’ 1889; * The Roots of the Mountains,
1890 ; ‘The Story of the Glittering Plain,’ 1891 ; ‘ News from
Nowhere® (from the Commonweal), 1391 ; * Poems by the Way,’
1891; ‘Under an Elm-tree, or Thoughts in the Country-side,’
1801; ‘Gothic Architecture’ {lecture), 1893; °Sodalism, its
Growth and Outcome’ (with E. B. Bax), 1893; ‘Letters on
Socialism,’ 1894 ; * Child Christopher and Fair Goldilind,? 1893 ;
¢ The Wood beyond the World, 1895 ; *The Well at the World’s
End,' 1896 ; ¢ The Water of the Wondrous Isles’ (posthumous),
1897; ‘ The Story of the Sundering Flood? (posthumous), 1898 ;
Lectures, published with the Golden Type of the Chiswick
Press, 1898, &c. Morris also translated the ‘Grettir Saga’
from the Icelandic (with E. Magnusson); ‘Beowulf’ (with
A. J. Wyatt); the ‘Ordine de Chevalerie? and three old
French romances (published with introduction by J. Jacobs,
1896). He contributed several songs to  Chants for Socialists’ ;
a poem, in thirteen books (Commonzweal, March 1885 to July
18¢86), was privately printed in book form in 1886. In con-
junction with E. Magnusson, he edited ‘The Saga Library,
1891, &c. His poctical works were issued in 10 vols. in 1895,
Life, J, W. MacKail, 18gg.
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EARLY ROMANCES

THE DEFENCE OF GUENEVERE

BuT, knowing now that they would have her speak,
She threw her wet hair backward from her brow,
Her hand close to her mouth touching her cheek,

She must a little touch it ; Like one lame
She walked away from Gauwaine, with her head
Still lfted up; and on her cheek of flame

The tears dried quick ; she stopped at last and said:
O knights and lords, it seems but httle skil
To talk of well-known things past now and dead.

*God wot I ought to say, I have done 1ll,
And pray you all forgiveness heartily |
Because you must be right such great lords—still

“Listen, suppose your time were come to die,
And you were quite alone and very weak;
Yea, laid a dying while very mighuly

B Tha wind ame w @ ar n tha nneenu cbranle

t

¢ One of these cloths 15 heaven, and one is hell,
Now choose one cloth for ever, which they be,
T will not tell you, you must somehow tell

3
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s+ Of your own strength and mightiness ; here, sce!’
Yea, yea, my lord, and you to ope your €ycs,
At foot of your familiar bed to see

“ A great God’s angel standing, with such dyes,
Not known on earth, on his great wings, and hands,
Held out two ways, light from the inner skies

«Showing him well, and making his commands
Seem to be God’s commands, moreover, t0o,
Holding within his hands the cloths on wands;

“ And one of these strange choosing cloths was blue,
Wavy and long, and one cut short and red ;
No man could tell the better of the two.

“ After a shivering Lalf-hour you said,
*God help! heaven’s colour, the blue; " and he said, “hell’ .
Perhaps you then would roll upon your bed,

* And cry to all good men that loved you well,
* Ah Chnist! if only I had known, known, known;’
Launcelot went away, then I could tell, )

“ Like wisest man how all things would be, moan, ..
And roll and hurt myself, and long to die,
And yet fear much to die for what was sown.

“ Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie,
Whatever may have happened through these years,
God knows I speak truth, saying that you lie.”

Her voice was low at first, being full of tears,
But as it cleared, it grew full loud and shrill,
Growing a windy shriek in all men's ears,

A ringing in their startled brains, until
She said that Gauwaine lied, then her voice sunk,
And her great eyes began again to fill,

Though still she stood right up, and never shrunk,
But spoke on bravely, glorious lady fair!
Whatever tears her full lips may have drunk,

She stood, and seemed to think, and wrung her hair,
Spoke out at last with no more trace of shame, '
With passionate twisting of her body there :



The Defence of Guenevere

“It chanced upon 2 day that Launcelot came
To dwell at Arthur's court : at Christmas-time
‘This happened; when the heralds sung his name,

#{Son of King Ban of Benwick,' seemed to chime
Along with all the bells that rang that day,
O'er the white roofs, with listle change of thyme.

#Christmas and whitened winter passed away,
And over me the April sunshine came,
Made very awful with black hail-clouds, yea

“And in the Summer I grew white with flame,
And bowed my head down—Autumn, and the sick
Sure knowledge things would never be the same,

“ However often Spring might be most thick

Of blessoms and buds, smote on me, and I grew
Careless of most things, let the clock tick, tick,
o . L S

PN i
# Seemed cold and shallow without any cloud.
Behold my judges, then the cloths were brought:
While I was dizzied thus, old thoughts would crowd,

“Belongng to the time ere I was bought
By Arthur’s great name and s little love,
Must I give up for ever then, I thought,

*That which I deerned would ever round me move
Glorifymg alt things ; for a little word,
Scarce ever meant at all, must I now prove

“Stone-cold for ever? Pray you, does the Lord
Will that all folks should be quite happy and good?
I love God now a httle, if this cord

“\Vere broken, once for all what stniving could
Make me love anything in easth or heaven.

So day by day 1t grew, 2s if one should

*Shp slowly down some path wom smooth and even,

Dann to a cgol sea on a summer day ,
Yet still in slipping was there some small leaven
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+«Of stretched hands catching small stones by the way,
Until one surely reached the sea at last,
And felt strange new joy as the worn head lay

« Back, with the hair like sea-weed ; yea all past
Sweat of the forehead, dryness of the hgs, ‘
YWashed utterly out by the dear waves o’ercast

“In the lone sea, far off from any ships !
Do I not know now of a day in Spring?
No minute of that wild day ever slips

“ From out my memory; I hear thrushes sing,
Aund wheresoever 1 may be, straightway i
Thoughts of it all come up with most fresh sting 3

«7 was half mad with beauty on that day,
And went without my ladies all alone,
In a quiet garden walled round every way;

1 was right joyful of that wall of stone,
That shut the flowers and trees up with the sky,
And trebled all the beauty: to the bone,

*Yea right through to my heart, grown very shy
With weary thoughts, it pierced, and made me glad;
Exceedingly glad, and 1 knew verily,

“ A little thing just then had made me mad;
I dared not think, as 1 was wont to do,
Sometimes, upon my beauty ; if I had

* Held out my long hand up against the blue,
And, looking on the tenderly darken’d fingers,
Thought that by rights one ought to see quite through,

* There, see you, where the soft still light yet lingers,
Round by the edges; what should I have done,
If this had joined with yeliow spotted singers,

* And startling green drawn upward by the sun ?
Rut shouting, loosed out, see now | all my hair,
And trancedly stood watching the west wind run

* With faintest half-heard breathing sound—why there
I lose my head e'en now in doing this;
But shortly listen—1In that garden fair
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¢ Came Launcelot walking; this is true, the kiss
Wherewith we kissed in meeting that spring day,
1 scarce dare talk of the remember'd bliss,

When both our mouths went wandering in one way,
And aching sorely, met among the leaves;
Our hands being left behind strained far away.

# Never within a yard of my bright sleeves
Had Launcelot come before—and now, so night
After that day why is it Guenevere gneves?

“ Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwazine, lie,
Whatever happened on through all those years,
Gad knows I speak truth, saying that you lie.

* Being such a lady could T weep these tears
If this were true ? ~ A great queen such as 1
Having sinn’d this way, straight her conscience sears;

“ And afterwards she liveth hatefully,
Slaying and poisoning, certes never weeps,—
Gauwaine be fnends naw, speak me lovingly.

“ Do I not see how God's dear pity creeps
All through your frame, and trembles in your mouth?
Remember in what grave your mother sleeps,

“*Buried in some place far down in the south,
Men are forgetting as I speak to you;
By her head severd in that awful drouth

* Of pity that drew Agravaine’s fell blow,
1 pray your pity? let me not scream ouy
For ever after, when the shnll winds blow

“ Through half your castie-Jocks! let me not shout
For ever after in the winter night
When you nde out alone ! in battle-rout

“ Let not my rusting tears make your sword light}
Aht God of mercy how he tums away!

So, ever must 1 dress me to the fight,

“ So-—let Ged’s justice wark! Gauwaine, I say,
See me hew down your proofs : yea all men know
Even 25 you said how Mellyazraunce ane day,

7
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% One bitter day in /o Fausse Garde, for so
All good knights held it after, saw—
Yea, sirs, by cursed unknightly outrage; though

#You, Gauwaine, held his word without a flaw,
This Mellyagraunce saw blood upon my bed—
Whose blood then pray you? is there any law

%To make a queen say why some spots of red
Lic on her coverlet? or will you say,
*Your hands are white, lady, as when you wed,

«#“Where did you bleed?’ and must Istammer out—*Nay,
1 blush indeed, fair lord, only to rend
My sleeve up to my shoulder, where there lay

%t A knife-point Jast night:’ so must I defend
The honour of the Lady Guenevere?
Naot so, fair lords, even if the world should end

“This very day, and you were judges hare
Instead of God. Did you see Mellyagraunce
When Launcelot stood by him? what white fear

# Curdled his blood, and how his teeth did dance
His side sink in? as my knight cried and said,
¢ Slayer of unarm’d men, here is a chance!

* ¢ Setter of traps, I pray you guard your head,
By God I am so glad to fight with you,
Stripper of ladies, that my hand feels lead

**Tor driving weight ; hurrah now! draw and do,
For all my wounds are moving in my breast,
And I am getting mad with waiting so.’

** He struck his hands together o'er the beast,
Who fell down flat, and grovel’d at his feet,
And groan’d at being slain so young—*¢ at least”

“My knight sai.d, ‘ Rise you, sir, who are so fleot
At catching ladies, half-arm’d will T fight,

Ao 1afr 0330 ot vvenmmcinwnd 1P 2Ll ¥
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“ Along the lists Yook to my stake and pen
With such a joyous smile, 1t made me sigh
From agony beneath my waist-chain, when

BTl fiobs hawan andd sn wna than deane

hi

 And fast leapt caitiff’s sword, until my kedight
Sudden threw up his sword to his left hand,
Caught it, and swung it, that was all the fight.

“ Except a spout of blood on the hot Jand ;
For it was hottest summer ; and I know
1 wonder'd‘how the fire, while I should stand,

“ And burn, aganst the heat, would quiver so,
Yards above my head ; thus these matters went ;
Which things were only warnings of the woe

# That fell on me.  ¥et Mellyagraunce was shent,
For Mellyagraunce had fought against the Lord ;
Therefore, my lords, take heed lest you be blent

“With all this wickedness ; say no rash word
Against me, being so beauttful ; my eyes,
Wept all away to grey, may brng some sword

**To drown you in your blood ; see my breast sise,
Like waves of purple sea, as here I stand ,
And bow my arms are moved 1 wonderful wise,

“Yea also at my full heart’s strong command, .
See through my long throat how the words go up
1In nipples to my mouth ; how 1w my band

“The shadow les like wine within a cup
Of marvellously colour'd gold , yea now
This httle wind 15 nsing, look you up,

** And wonder how the light is falling so
Within my moving tresses  will you dare,
When you have looked a httle on my brow,

“To say this thing 1s vile? or will you care

For any plaustble lies of cunmng woof,
‘When you can see my face with no lie there
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“ For ever? am I not a gracious proof— ,
¢ But in your chamber Launcelot was found "—
Is there a good knight then would stand aloof,

“When a queen says with gentle queenly sound :
<0 true as steel come now and tatk with me,
1 love to see your step upon the ground

«¢ {Inwavering, also well I love to see
That gracious smile light up your face, and hear
Your wonderful words, that all mean verily

“¢<The thing they seem to mean: good friend, so dear
To me in everything, come here to-night,
Or clse the hours will pass most dull and drear;

#11f you come not, I fear this time I might
Get thinking over much of times gone by,
When I was young, and green hope was in sight ;

¢ For no man cares now to know why I sigh;
And no man comes to sing me pleasant songs,
Nor any brings me the sweet flowers that lie

¢ So thick in the gardens; therefore one so longs
Ta see you, Launcelot ; that we may be
Like children once again, free from all wrongs

‘% Just for one night.” Did he not come to me?
What thing could keep true Launcelot away
I 1 said ‘come’? there was one less than three

“In my quiet room that night, and we were gay;
Till sudden I rose up, weak, pale, and sick,
Because a bawling broke our dream up, yea

** I looked at Launcelot's face and could not speak,
For he Jooked helpless too, for a little while;
Then I remember how I tried to shriek,

* And could not, but fell down; from tile to tile
The stones they threw up rattled o’er my head,
And made me dizzier; tll within a while

* My maids were all about me, and my head
On Launcelot's breast was being soothed away
From its white chattering, until Launcelot said—
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# By Godl I will not tell you more to-day,
Judge any way you will—what matters jt?
You know quite well the story of that fray,

“How Launcelot still'd their bawling, the mad fit
‘That caught up Gauwzine—all, all, verily,
But just that which would save me; these things flit,

# Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie,
‘Whatever may have happen’d these long years,
God knows I'speak truth, saying that you lie!

“ All T have said is truth, by Christ’s dear tears.”
She would not speak another word, but stood

‘Turn'd sidewnys ; listening, like 2 man who hears
L T GNPV IY SR VS S
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At last hear something really; joyfully

Her cheek grew crimson, as the headlong speed
Of the roan charger drew all men to see,

The knight who came was Launcelot at good need.




KING ARTHUR'S TOMB

Hot August noon-—already on that day

Since sunrise through the Wiltshire downs, most sad
Of mouth and eye, he had gone leagues of way;

Ay and by night, till whether good or bad

He was, he knew not, though he knew perchance
That he was Launcelot, the bravest knight

Of al]l who since the world was, have borne lance,
Or swung their swords in wrong cause or in right,

Nay, he knew nothing now, except that where
The Glastonbury gilded towers shine,

A lady dwelt, whose name was Guenevere ;
This he knew also ; that some fingers twine,

Not only in a man’s hair, even his heart,
(Making him good or bad I mean,) but in his life,
Skies, earth, men’s looks and deeds, all that has part,
Not being ourselves, in that half-sleep, halfstrife,

(Strange sleep, strange strife,) that men call living ; sq
Was Launcelot most glad when the moon rose,

Because it brought new memories of her—* Lo,
Between the trees a Jarge moon, the wind lows

“ Not loud, but as a cow begins to low,

Wishing for strength to make-the herdsman hear:
The ripe com gathereth dew ; yea, long ago,

In the old garden life, my Guenevere

4
“Loved to sit still among the flowers, til! night
I:Ipd quite come on, hair loosen'd, for she said,
Smiting like heaven, that its fairness might

Draw up the wind sooner to cool her head.
2
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“Now while I ride how quick the moon gets small,
As it did then—I tell myself 2 tale

‘That will not last beyond the whitewashed wall,
‘Thoughts of some joust must help me through the vale,

* Keep this till after—How Sir Gareth ran
A good course that day under my Queen’s eyes,
And how she sway'd laughing at Dinadan~
No-—back again, the other thoughts will rise,

#And yet I think so fast twill end right soon—
Verily then I think, that Guenevere,

Made sad by dew and wind, and tree-barred moon,
Dud lave me more than ever, was more dear

#To me than ever, she would let me he
And kiss her feet, or, if T sat behind,
Would drop ber hand and arm most tenderly,
And touch my mouth. And she would let me wind

¢ Her hair around my neck, so that it fell
Upon my red robe, strange 1n the twilight

With many unnamed colours, til the bell
Of her mouth an my cheek sent 2 delight

“ Through all my ways of bemng, hke the stroke
Wherewith God threw all men upon the face

When he took Enoch, and when Enoch woke
With a changed body in the happy place.

% Once, 1 remember, as I sat beside,

She turn’d a httle, and Jaid back her head,
And slept upon my breast: I almost died

In those mght-watches with my love and dread,

# There lly-lke she bow'd her head and slept,
And I breathed low, and did not dare to move,

But sat and quiver’d inwardly, thoughts crept,
And frighten’d me with pulses of my Love.

[71, . SPOUUIY TSRS S S T Y PO
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#When she dwelt up in heaven 2 while ago,
And ruled all things but God: the night went on,
The wind grew cold, and the white moon grew low,
One hand had fallen down, and now lay on

#My cold stiff palm ; there were no colourss then
For near an hour, and I fell asleep

In spite of all my striving, even when
1 held her whose name-letters make me leap.

1 did not sleep long, feeling that in sleep

I did some loved one wrong, so that the sun
Had only just arisen from the deep

Stilf land of ¢olours, when before me one

“Stoed whom I knew, but scarcely dared to touch,
She seemed to bave changed so in the night;
Moreover she held scarlet lilies, such
As Maiden Margaret bears upon the light

* Qf the great church walls, natheless did I walk -
Through the fresh wet woods, and the wheat that
morn
Touching her hair and hand and mouth, and talk
Of love we held, nigh hid among the corn.

% Back to the palace, ere the sun grew high,
We went, and in a cool green room all day
I gazed upon the arras giddily,
Where the wind set the silken kings a-sway.

“1 could not hold her hand, or sece her face;
For which may God forgive me! but I think,
Howsoever, that she was not in that place”’
These memories Launcelot was quick to drink;

And when these fell, some paces past the wall,
There rose yet others, but they wearied more,
And tasted not so sweet; they did not fall
So soon, but vaguely wrenched his strained heart sore

In shadowy slipping from his grasp ; thebe gone,
A longing followed ; if he might but touch
That Guenevere at once ! Still night, the lone -

Grey horse's head before him vex’d him much,
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In steady nodding over the grey road—

Still night, and night, and night, and emptied heart
Of any stories; what a dismal load

Time grew at last, yea, when the night did part,

L SN R ot S

Quite wearied out with all the wretched night,
Until about the dustiest of the day,

On the last down’s brow he drew his rein in sight
Of the Glastonbury roofs that choke the way.

And he was now quite giddy as before,

When she slept by him, tired out and her hair
Was mingled with the rushes on the floor,

And he, being tired too, was scarce aware

Of her presence; yet as he sat and gazed,

A shiver ran throughout him, and his breath
Came slower, he seem’d suddenly amazed,

As though he had not heard of Arthur’s death.

This for a moment only, presently
He rode on giddy sull, until he reach’d

A place of apple-trees, by the thorn-tree
Wherefrom St. Joseph 1n the days past preached.

. . ht
Had settled on her, all her robes were black,

With a long white veil only; she went slow,
As one walks to be slain, her eyes did lack

Half her old glory, yea, alas | the glow

Had left hef face and hands; this was because
As she lay last night on her purple bed,
Wishing for morning, grudging every pause
Of the palace docks until that Launcelot's head
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In steady nodding over the grey road—

Still mght, and night, and night, and emptied heart
Of any stories ; what a dismal load

Time grew at lasy, yea, when the night did part,
And let the sun flame over all, still there

A e s e

Quite weaned out with 21l the wretched night,
Until about the dustiest of the day,

On the last down’s brow he drew his rein in sight
Of the Glastanbury roofs that choke the way.

And he was now quite iddy as before,

When she slept by hum, tired out and her hair
Was mingled with the rushes on the floor,

And he, being tired too, was scarce aware

Of her presence; yet as he sat and gazed,

A shiver san throughout him, and his breath
Came slower, he seem’d suddenly amazed,

As though he had not heard of Arthur’s death.

This for a montent only, presently
He rode on giddy sull, unti) he reach'd

A place of apple-trees, by the thosn.tree
Whereftom St. Joseph i the days past preached.

Dazed there he laid bis bead upon a tomb,
Not knawing it was Arthur's, at which sight
One of her maidens told her, “he is come,”
And she went fosth to meet lum, yet a blight

Had settled on her, all her robes were black,
With a long white vedl only; she went slow,

As one walks to be slam, her eyes did lack
Half her old glory, yen, alas! the glow

Had left het face and hands; this was because
As she Jay last night on her purple bed,
Wishing for moming, grudging every pause
Of the palace clocks, until that Launcelot’s be
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“1f even I go hell, I cannot choose
But love you, Christ, yea, though I cannot keep
From Joving Launcelot; O Christ! must I lose
My own heart’s love? see, though I cannot weep,

“Yet am I very sorry for my sin;
Moreover, Christ, I cannot bear that hell,
1 am most fain to love you, and to win
A place in heaven some time—I cannot tell—

“*Speak to me, Christ! I kiss, kiss, kiss your feet;
Ah| now I weep!”—The maid said, * By the tomb
He waiteth for you, lady,” coming fleet,
Not knowning what woe filled up all the room.

So Guenevere rose and went to meet him there,
He did not hear her coming, as he lay
On Arthur's head, il some of her long hair
Brush’d on the new-cut stone—*' Well done! to pray

#For Arthur, my dear lord, the greatest king
That ever ived.” *Guenevere! Guenevere

Do you not know me, are you gone mad? fling
Your arms and hair about me, lest I fear

#“You are not Guenevere, but some other thing.”
“ Pray you forgive me, fair lord Launcelot!

T am not mad, but I am sick; they cling,
God’s curses, unto such as I am; not

* Ever again shall we twine arms and hps.”

# Yea, she is mad + thy heavy law, O Lord,
Is very tight about her now, and grips

Her poor heart, so that no nght word

¢ Can reach her mouth, so, Lord, forgive her now,
That she not knowing what she does, being mad,
Kills me in this way—Guenevere, bend low
And Liss me once! for God's love kiss me! sad

#Though your face is, you look much kinder now;
Yea once, once for the last time kiss me, Test I die.”
¢ Christ! my hot hps are very near hs brow,
Help me to save his soul l—Yes, verily,
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Should lie on her breast, with all her golden hair
Each side—when suddenly the thing grew drear,

In morning twilight, when the grey downs bare
Grew into lumps of sin to Guenevere.

At first she said no word, but lay quite still,
Only her mouth was open, and her eyes

Gazed wretchedly about from hill to hill ; .
As though she asked, not with so much surprise

As tired disgust, what made them stand up there
So cold and grey. After, a spasm took

Her face, and all her frame, she caught her hair,
All her hair, in both hands, terribly she shook,

And rose till she was sitting in the bed,
Set her tecth hard, and shut her eyes and seem’d
As though she would have torn it from her head,.
Natheless she dropp’d it, lay down, as she deem’d

It matter’d not whatever she might do—
O Lord Christ! pity on her ghastly face!
Those dismal hours while the cloudless blue
Drew the sun higher—He did give her grace}

Because at last she rose up from her bed,
And put her raiment on, and knelt before
The blessed rood, and with her dry lips said,
Muttering the words against the marble floor

“Unless you pardon, what shall I do, Lord,
But go to hell ? and there see day by day
Foul deed on deed, hear foulest word on word,

For ever and ever, such as on the way

“To Camelot I heard once from a churl,
That curled me up upon my jennet’s neck

With bitter shame ; how then, Lord, should I curl
For ages and for ages? dost thou reck

* That I am beautiful, Lord, even as you
And your dear Mother? why did I forget

You were so beautiful, and good, and true,
That you loved me so, Guenevere? O yet
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My own Beart’s Jove see, though I cannot weep,

s Vet am I very sorry for my sin;
Moreover, Christ, I cannot bear thas hell,
1 am most fan to love you, and to win
A place in heaven some time—I cannot tell—

wGpeak to me, Christ! I kiss, kiss, kiss your feet;
Ab) now I weep]1"—The maid said, “ By the tomb
He waiteth for you, lady,” coming fleet,
Not knowing what woe filled up all the room.

So Guenevere rose and went to meet him there,
He did not hear her coming, as he lay
On Arthur’s head, till some of her long hair
Brush’d on the new-cut stone—** Well done! to pray

# For Arthur, my dear lord, the greatest king
That ever ived.” “Guenevere! Guenevere

Do yott not know me, are you gone mad? fling
Your arms and hair about me, lest I fear

“You are not Guenevere, but some other thing.”
# Pray you forgve me, fair lord Launcelot]

I am not mad, but I am sick; they cling,
God’s curses, unto such as I am; not

* Ever again shall we twine arms and lips ”

# Yea, she is mad : thy heavy law, O Lord,
Is very tight about her now, and grips

Her poor heart, so that no nght word

* Can reach her mouth; so, Lord, forgive her now,
That she not knowing what she does, being mad,
Kills me in this way—Guenevere, bend low
And Liss me once! for God’s love kiss me 1 sad

“‘Though your face is, you look much kinder now;
Yea once, once for the last time kiss me, lest I die,”
4 Christ! my hot lips are very near Ius brow,
Help me to save lus soul I—Yea, verily,
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“ Across my husband’s head, fair Launcelot !
Fair serpent mark’d with V upon the head !
This thing we did while yet he was alive,
Why not, O twisting knight, now he is dead ?

* Vea, shake! shake now and shiver! if you can
Remember anything for agony,

Pray you remember how when the wind ran
One cool spring evening through fair aspen-tree,

« And elm and oak about the palace there,

The king came back from battle, and I stood
To meet him, with my ladies, on the stair,

My face made beautiful with my young blood.”

«Will she lie now, Lord God?” ‘ Remember too,
Wrung heart, how first before the knights there came
A royal bier, hung round with green and blue,
About it shone great tapers with sick flame.

* And thereupon Lucius, the Emperor,

Lay royal-robed, but stone-cold now and dead,
Not able to hold sword or sceptre more,

But not quite grim ; because his cloven head

“ Bore no marks now of Launcelot’s bitter sword,
Being by embalmers deftly solder'd up;

So still it seem’d the face of a great lord,
Being mended as a crafisman mends a cup.

“ Also the heralds sung rejoicingly

‘To their long trumpets; ¢ Fallen under shield,
Here lieth Lucius, King of Italy,

Slain by Lord Launcelot in open field.

“'Thereat the people shouted ¢ Launcelot !’

And through the spears I saw you drawing nigh,
You and Lord Arthur—nay, I saw you not,

But rather Arthur, God would not ler die,

“ T hoped, these many years, he should grow great,
And in his great arms still encircle me,

Kissing my face, half blinded with the hexat
Of king’s love for the queen I used to be,
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#1 Cherish him, love.” Vhy did your long lips cleave
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“Could I always tell you by your long strong arims,
And sway like an angel's in your saddle there?
Why sicken'd I so often with alarms
Over the tilt-yard? Why were you more fair

%Than aspens in the autumn at their best?

Why did you fill all lands with your great fame,
So that Breuse even, as he rode, fear'd Jest

At turning of the way your shield should flame?

“1Vas it nought then, my agony and strife?
e 3 7 agony and

1.

“0, but your hps say, * Yea, but she was cold
Sometimes, always uncertain as the sprng;

When 1 was sad she would be overbold,
Longing for kisses;* when war-bells did ning,

“ The back-toll'd bells of noisy Camelot.”—
“Now, Lord God, listen ! Listen, Guenevere,
‘Though 1 am weak just now, I think there’s not

A man who dares to say, * You hated her,

¢ And left her moaning while you fought your fill

In the daisied meadows ;* lo you her thin hand,
That on the carven stone can not keep still,
Because she loves me against God’s command,

“ Has often been quite wet with tear on tear,
Tears Launcelot keeps somewhere, surely not
In his own heart, perhaps 1n Heaven, where
He will not ba these ages,”—* Launcelot!
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r

So h:\tdky scaped,
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*Andif the pricst s2id anyihing that secry

Under green-cover'd bosoms, heaving quick
Beneath quick thoughts; while they grew red with
shams
And gazed down at their feet—while I felt sick,
And almost shriek'd if one should eall my name.

#The thrushes sang in the lone garden there—

But where you were the birds were scared I trow—
Clanging of arms about pavihons fair,

Mixed with the knight's laughs ; there, as I well know,
EDada T o cmnlns sl been o€ M ala Loia

Curl'd round the helm-crest, ere he join'd the fray;

# And merry Dinadan with sharp dark face,
All true knights loved to see, and 1n the fight
Great Tristram, and though helmed you could trace
In all his beanng the {rank noble knight 3

' And by him Palomydes, helmet off,
He fought, s face brush'd by bis hair,
Red heavy swinging hair; he fear'd a scoff
So overmuch, though what true kmight would dare

*To mock that face, fretted with useless care,
And bitter useless striving after love?

O Palomydes, with much honour bear
Beast Glatysaunt upon your shicld, above

“Your helm that hndes the swinging of your hair,
And think of Iseult, as your sword drives through

Much mail and plate—O God, let me be there
Alittle time, as I was long ago!

.

" Because stout Gareth lets his spear fall low, .
Gauwaine, and Launcelot, and Dinadan

Are helm'd and waiting ; let the trumpets go!
Bend over, ladies, to see all you canl
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# Clench teeth, dames, yea, clasp hands, for Gareth’s spear
Throws Kay from out his saddle, like a stone

From a castle-window when the foe draws near—
«Iseult ! ~—Sir Dinadan rolleth overthrown.

t ¢ Tsenlt | '—again—the pieces of each spear
Tly fathoms up, and both the great steeds reel ;
s Tristram for Isenlt!’ *Iseult!’ and ¢ Guenevere,
The ladies’ names bite verily like steel.

“They bite—Dbite me, Lord God—1I shall go mad,
Or else die kissing him, he is so pale,

He thinks me mad already, O badl bad!
Let me lie down a little while and wail.”

“ No longer so, rise up, I pray you, love,

And slay me really, then we shall be heal’d,
Perchance, in the aftertime by God above.”

“ Banner of Arthur—with black-bended shield

“ Sinister-wise across the fair gold ground !
Here let me tell you what a knight you are,

O sword and shield of Arthur! you are found
A crooked sword, I think, that leaves a scar

“On the bearer’s arm, so be he thinks it straight,
Twisted Malay’s crease beautiful blue-grey,

Poison'd with sweet fruit; as he found too late,
My husband Arthur, on some bitter day !

“ O sickle cutting hemlock the day long !

That the husbandman acrass his shoulder hangs,
And, going homeward about evensong,

Dies the next morning, struck through by the fangs!

“ Banner, and sword, and shield, you dare not pray to die,
Lest you meet Arthur in the other world,

And, knowing who you are, he pass you by,
Taking short turns that he may watch you curl’d

“Body and face and limbs in agony,
.Lest he weep presently and go away, :
Saying, ‘I loved him once,’ with a sad sigh—
Neow I have slain him, Lord, let me go too, I pray.
[Lavnceror falls,
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w Als, 2 1 ks hat to 80,

"l fastitis perchancc tha!
May fall a0 sun ‘myselly uch better 503

Nev ver agyin} not even when die”
LAUSCELOT, on awaking:
1 slretcb‘d my hands ards her and felt down,
How lond 1lay in 8 n 1 cannot tel:
nds were Hleeding, {rom the stone,
eard & ell.”

My head and
When 1 10%¢ up, alse



SIR GALAHAD, A CHRISTMAS
MYSTERY

IT is the longest night in all the year,

Near on the day when the Lord Christ was bomn;
Six hours ago I came and sat down here,

And ponder'd sadly, wearied and forlorn,

The winter wind that pass'd the chapel-door,
Sang out a moody tune, that went right well

With mine own thoughts: I look’d down on the floor,
Between my feet, until I heard a bell

Sound a long way off through the forest deep,
And toll on steadily ; a drowsiness

Came on me, so that I fell half asleep,
As I sat there not moving : less and less

I saw the melted snow that hung in beads
Upon my steel-shoes; less and less I saw
Between the tiles the bunches of small weeds:

Heartless and stupid, with no touch of ave

Upon me, half-shut eyes upon the ground,
I thought; O! Galahad, the days go by,

Stop and cast up now that which you have found,
So sorely you have wrought and painfully.

Night after night your horse treads down alone
The sere damp fern, night after night you sit

Holding the bridle like a man of stone,
Dismal, unfriended, what thing comes of it.

And what if Palomydes alse ride,
And over many 2 mountain and bare heath
Follow the questing beast with none beside ?
Is he not able still to hold his breath

24
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Within that very walk say last farewell

To her dear knight, just riding out to find
(Why should I choke to say it?) the Sangreal,
" And their last kisses sunk into my mind,

Yea, for she stood lean’d forward on his breast,
Rather, scarce stood ; the back of one dear hand,

That it might well be kiss'd, she held and press'd
Against his lips ; long time they stood there, fann'd

By gentle gusts of quiet frosty wind,
Till Mador de la porte a-going by,
And my own horsehoofs roused them ; they untwined,
- And parted like a dream. In this way I,

With sleepy face bent to the chapel floor,
Kept musing half asleep, till suddenly

A sharp bell rang from close beside the door,
And I leapt up when something pass'd me by,

Shrill ringing going with it, still half blind
I stagger'd after, a great sense of awe
At every step kept gathering on my mind,
Thereat 1 have no marvel, for 1 saw

One sitting on the altar as a throne,

Whose face no man could say he did not know,
And though the bell still rang, he sat alone,

With raiment hall blood-red, half white as snow.

Right so I fell upon the floor and knelt,

Not as one kneels in church when mass is said,
But in a heap, quite nerveless, for I felt

‘The first time what a thing was perfect dread.

But mightily the gentle voice came down :
“ Rise up, and look and listen, Galahad,
Good knight of God, for you will see no frown
Upon my face; I come to make you glad.

# For that you say that you are all alone, °
I will be with you always, and fear not

You are uncared for, though no maiden moan
Above your empty tomb ; for Launcelot,
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Within that very walk say last farewell

To her dear knight, just riding out to find
(Why should I choke to say it?) the Sangreal,
" And their last kisses sunk into my mind,

Vea, for she stood lean’d forward on his breast,
Rather, scarce stood ; the back of one dear hand,

That it might well be kiss’d, she held and press'd
Against his lips ; long time they stood there, fann’d

By gentle gusts of quiet frosty wind,
Till Mador de la porte a-going by,

And my own horsehoofs roused them ; they untwined,
And parted like a dream. In this way I,

With sleepy face bent to the chapel floor,
Kept musing half asleep, till suddenly

A sharp bell rang from close beside the door,
And 1 leapt up when something pass’d me by,

Shrill ringing going with it, still half blind
I staggerd after, a great sense of awe
At every step kept gathering on my mind,
Thereat I have no marvel, for 1 saw

One sitting on the altar as a throne,

Whose face no man could say he did not know,
And though the bell still rang, he sat alone,

With raiment half blood-red, half white as snow.

Right so I fell upon the floor and knelt,

Not as one kneels in church when mass is said,
But in a heap, quite nerveless, for I felt

‘The first time what a thing was perfect dread.

But mightily the gentle voice came down :
“ Rise up, and look and listen, Galahad,
Gouod knight of God, for you will see no frown
Upon my face; I come to make you glad.

* For that you say that you are all alone, °
I will be with you always, and fear not
You are uncared for, though no maiden moan
Above your empty tomb ; for Launcelot,
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« e in good time shall be my servant too, ;
x;\llec:‘a:&me, take note whese sword first made him
knight, .
And who has loved him alway, yea, and w}'m .
Still trusts him alway, though in all men’s sight,

“ He is just what you know, O Galabad,
This love is bappy even as you sy,

But would you for 4 little time be glad,
To make ME sorry long day after day?

#Her warm arms round his neck half throttle Me,
*The hot love-tears burn deep like spots of lead,
Yea, and the years pass quick: right dismally
Will Launcelot at one tume hang his head ;

#Yea, old and shrivell'd he shall win my love.
Poor Palomydes fretting out hus sout !

Not always is he able, son, to move
His love, and do 1t honour* needs must roll

# The proudest destrier sometimes in the dust,
And then 'tis neary work ; he strives beside
Seem better than he is, so that his trust
Is always on what chances may betide ;

* And so he wears away, my servant, too,

When all these things are gone, and wretchedly
He sits and fongs to moan for Iseult, who

Is o care now to Palomydes: see,

*0 good son Galahad, upon this day,
Now even, all these things are on your side,
But these you fight nat for; lock up, I say,
And see how I can love you, for no pride

“Closes your eyes, no vain lust keeps them down.
See now you have Me always; following

That holy vision, Galahad, go on, i
Until at last you come to Me to sing

" ITnh“ca\;;n alw}::)'s, and to walk around
¢ garden where I am:” he ceased f:
And wretched body fell upon the groum'!’;ny e
And when I look'd again, the holy place
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Was empty ; but right so the bell again
Came to the chapel-door, there entered

Two angels first, in white, without 2 stain,
And scarlet wings, then, after them a bed,

Four ladies bore, and set it down beneath
The very altar-step, and while for fear

I scarcely dared to move or draw my breath,
Those holy ladies gently came a-near,

And quite unarm’d me, saying: “ Galahad,

Rest here awhile and sleep, and take no thought
Of any other thing than being glad ;

Hither the Sangreal will be shortly brought, .

“ Yet must you sleep the while it stayeth here.”
Right so they went away, and 1, being weary,

Slept long and dream’d of Heaven : the bell comes near,
1 doubt it grows to morning. Miserere !

Enter Two Angels in white, with scarlet wings ; alse Four
Ladies in gosuns of red and green ; also an Angel, bear-
tng in kis Aands a surcont of white, with a red cross.

AN ANGEL.

O servant of the high God, Galahad!
Rise and be arm’d, the Sangreal is gone forth
Through the great forest, and you must be had
Unto the sea that lieth on the north ;

There shall you find the wondrous ship wherein
The spindles of King Solomon are laid,

And the sword that no man draweth without sin,
But if he be most pure: and there is stay'd

Hard by, Sir Launcelot, whom you will meet
In some short space upon that ship : first, though,
Will come here presently that lady sweet, N
Sister of Percival, whom you well know,

Ang with her Bors and Percival : stand now,
These ladies will to arm you.
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FIrST LADY, putting on the kauberke.
Galzhad

lahad,
That T may stand so close bereath your brow, ,
1, Margaret of Antioch, am glad.

Secowp Laby, girding kim with the sword.
That I may stand and touch you with my han
O Galahad, 1, Cecily, 2m glad.
TRIRD LADY, buckling on the spurs.
That T mey kneel while up above you stand,
And gaze at me, O holy Galahad,
1, Lucy, am most glad.

FoURTH Laby, putling on the basnel.
O gentle knight,
That you bow down to us 1n reverence,
We are most glad, I, Katherine, with defight
Maust needs fall trembling.

ANGEL, pulting on the crossed surcat.
Galahad, we go hence,
For here, amid the straying of the snow,
Come Percival's sister, Bors, and Percival.
[Zke Four Ladies caryy out the bed,
and all go but Galahad,

Garanap

How still and quiet everything seems now:
They come, too, for I hear the horsehoofs fall.

ZEnter Sir Bors, Sir Percival, and his Sister,

Fair friends and gentle lady, God you save !
A many marvels have been here to-night;

Tell me what news of Launcelot you have,
And has God’s body ever been 1n sight

S1r Bors.
Why, as for seeing that same holy thing,
As we were ridig slowly side by side,
An hour ago, we heard a sweet voice sing,
And through the base twigs saw a great light glide,
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With many-colour’d raiment, but far off,

And so pass'd quickly—from the court nought good ;
Poor merry Dinadan, that with jape and scoff

Kept us all merry, in a little wood

Was found all hack’d and dead: Sir Lionel
And Gauwaine have come back from the great quest,
Just merely shamed ; and Lauvaine, who loved well
Your father Launcelot, at the king’s behest

Went out to seek him, but was almost slain,
Perhaps is dead now ; everywhere

The knights come foil’d from the great quest, in vain;
In vain they struggle for the vision fair.



THE CHAPEL IN LYONESS

Sir Ozava LE cuRe HARDY, Sik GALAHAD.
SIr Dors DR Ganvs,

Str OzZANA, ’
Ae. ¥ t- 1 N
- I}

. - "
And no man came a-n€ar.

Naked to the waist was L.

And deep within my breast did lie,

Though no man any blood could spy,
The truncheon of a spear,

No meat did ever pass my lips.

Those days—(Alas ! the sunlight shps

From off the mided parclose, dips,
And night comes on apace }

My arms lay back behind ry head,
Over my tsed-up knees was spread
A samte cloth of white and red ;

A rose lay an my face,

LY

1 could not even weep,

With inward sigh I see the sun
Fade off the pillars one by one,
My heart faints when the day is done,
Because [ cannat sleep.
2
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Sometimes strange thoughts pass through my head;
Not like a tomb is this my bed,
Yet oft I think that'T.am dead ;

That round my tomb is writ,

“ Ozana of the hardy beart,
Knight of the Table Round,
Pray for his soul, lords, of your part;
A true knight he was found.”
Ah! me, I cannot fathom it. [He steeps.

p Sir GALAHAD,

All day long and every day,

Till his madness pass’d away,

I watch’d Ozana as he lay
Within the gilded screen.

All my singing moved him not

As T sung my heart grew hot,

With the thought of Launcelot
Far away, 1 ween.

So I went a little space
From out the chapel, bathed my face
In the stream that runs apace

By the churchyard wall.

There 1 pluck’d a faint wild rose,
Hard by where the linden grows,
Sighing over silver rows

-Of the lilies tall.

1 laid the flower across his mouth ;

The sparkling drops seem’d good for drot

He smiled, turn’d round toward the sout}
Held up a golden tress. @

The light smote on it from the west:

He drew the covering from his breast,

Against his heart that hair he prest;
Death him soon will bless.
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Stz Bors.

1 enter'd by the western door; .
I saw a knight's helm lying there:

I raised my eyes from off the floor,
And caught the gleaming of his hair.

I stept full softly up to him;
1 laid my chin upon his head ;
1 felt him smile; my eyes did swim,
I was 5o glad he was not dead.
1 beard Ozana murmor low,
“There comes na slecp nor any love.”
But Galihad stoop’d and kiss'd his brow ¢
He shiver'd; I saw his pale fips move,

Stk OzaNa.

There comes no sleep nor any love;
Ah me! I shiver with delight.
1 am s0 weak 1 cannot move,
God move me to thee, dear, to-night!
Christ help! I have but little wit,
My bfe went wrong ; I see 1t wnt,

# Ozana of the hardy heart,
Knight of the Table Round,
Pray for his soul, Jords, on your part;
A good knight he was found.”
Now I begin to fathom 1t. { e dies.

Sz Bors.

Galahad sits dreamily :

‘What strange things may his eyes ses,
Great blue eyes fix'd full on me?

On bis soul, Lord, have mercy,
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SirR GALAHAD,

Ozana, shall I pray for thee?
Her cheek is 1a1d to thine;
No long time hence, also 1 see

Thy wasted fingers twine

Within the tresses of her hair
That shineth gloriously,

Thinly outspread in the clear air
Against the jasper sea.



SIR PETER HARPDON'S END
' In an Englisk Castle in Poictou.

Sir Peter Harpdon, a Gascon Ansght in the English service,
and John Curzon, Ais Heutenant,

Jouxn Curzox.
Or those three prisoners, that before you came
e took down at St. John's hard by the mill,
‘Two are good masons ; we have tools enough,
And you have skill to set them working.

Sir Prrer,
So—.
What are their names?

Joun Curzov.
Why, Jacques Aquadent,
And Peter Plombiere, but—
S1r PETER.

What colour'd hai
Has Peter now ? has Jacques got bow legs?

Joux Curzon
Why, sir, you jest—what matters Jacques’ hair,
Or Peter’s legs to us?
Sir PETER.

O1 John, John, Johnt
Throw all your mason’s tools down the deep well,
Hang Peter up and Jacques ; they’re no good,
We shall not build, man.
»*
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Joux Curzox (going).
Shall I call the guard
To hang them, sir? and yet, sir, for the tools,
We'd better keep them still; sir, fare you swell,
[dtuttering as ke goes.
‘What have I done that he should jape at me?
And why not build ? the walls are weak enough,
And we've two masons and a heap of tools.
[Goes, still mutlering., -
Sir PETER.
To think a man should have a lump like that
Tor his lieutenant! 1 must call him back,
Or else, as surely as St. George is dead,
He'll hang our friends the masons—here, John! John!

Joux Curzox.
At your good service, sir.

SR PETER.

. Come now, and tatk
This weighty matter out; there—ive've no stone
To mend our walls with,~neither brick nor stone.

Jonx Curzon.
There is a quarry, sir, some ten miles off.

Sir PEeTER.

We are not strong enough to send ten men

Ten miles to fetch us stone enough to build,

In three hours’ time they would be taken or slain,
The cursed Frenchmen ride abroad so thick.

Joun Curzon.
But we can send some villaynes to get stone, |

Sir PETER.
Alas! John, that we cannot bring them back,
They would go off to Clisson or Sanxere,
And tell them we were weak in walls and men,
Then down go we ; for, look you. times are changed,



Sir Peter Harpdon's End

And now no longer docs the country shake

At sound of Enghsh names; our captains fade
From off our muster-rolls, At Lusac bridge

I dare say you may even yet see the hole
That Chandos beat in dying ; far in Spain
Pembroke is prisoner; Phelton prisoner here ;
Manny lies buried in the Charterhouse ;
Oliver Clisson tum'd these years agone ;
‘The Captal died in prison; and, over all,
i ruiiey SR S gt S
Everything goes to rack—ch! and we too.
Now, Curzon, listen , if they come, these French,
Whom have I got to lean on here, but you?

A man can die but once, will you die then,

37

Your brave sward 1 your hand, thoughts tn your heart

Of all the deeds we have done here 1n France—
And yet may do? So God will have your sou,
Whoever bas your body.

Jouw Curzow.
Why, sir, 1
Will fight till the last moment, untl then
Will do whate'er yuu tell me.  Now I see
We must e'en leave the walls, well, well, perbaps
‘They're stronger than I think for; pity, though!
For some few tons of stone, if Guesclin comes

Sr PeTer.
Farewell, John, pray you watch the Gascons well,
1 doubt them.
Joun Courzow.
Truly, sir, I will watch well. [Goes.

Si1r PeTER.
Farewell, good Jump! and yet, when all is said,
*Tis a good lump. ~Why then, 1f Guesclin comes ;
Some dozen stones from his petrariae,
And, under shelter of his crossbows, just
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An hour’s steady work with pickaxes, i
Then a great noise—some dozen swords and glaives
A-playing on my basnet all at once,
And little more cross purposes on earth
For me.
Now this is hard: a month ago,
And a few minutes’ talk had set things right
"Twixt me and Alice ;—if she had a doubt,
As (may Heaven bless her 1) I scarce think she had,
"Pwas but their hammer, hammer in her ears,
Of “how Sir Peter fail'd at Lusac bridge:”
And “how he was grown moody of late days ;"
And “how Sir Lambert” {think now {) “his dear friend,
His sweet, dear cousin, could not but confess
That Peter’s talk tended towards the French,
Which he ” (for instance Lambert) “was glad of,
Being ” (Lambert, you see) “on the French side.” ,
Well,
If 1 could but have seen her on that day,
Then, when they sent me off'!
I like to think,

Although it hurts me, makes my head twist, what,
If T had seen her, what I should have said,
What she, my darling, would have said and done,
As thus perchance—

To find her sitting there,
In the window-seat, not looking well at all,
Crying perhaps, and I say quietly ;
““Alicet” she looks up, chokes 2 sob, looks grave,
Changes from pale to red, but, ere she speaks,
Straightway I kncel down there on both my knees
And say: “O lady, have I sinn’d, your knight ?
That still you ever let me walk alone
In the rose garden, that you sing no songs
When I am by, that ever in the dance
You quictly walk away when 1 come near?
Now that I have you, will you go, think your”

Ere she could answer I would speak again,
Still kneeling there.

. “What! they have frighted you,
By hanging burs, and clumsily carven pupp%:ts, ’
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Round my good name; but afterwards, my love,

1 will say what this means; this moment, see!

Do I kncel here, and can you doubt me? Yea,”

(For she would put her hands upon my face,)

#Yea, that is best, yea feel, Jove, am I changed?™

And she would say s * Good knight, come, kiss my lips 1"
And afterwards as I sat there would say:

I should say:
#1 am like Balen, all things turn to blame—
1 did not come to you? At Bergerath
The constable had held us close shut up,
If from the barriers I had made three steps,
I should have been but slain ; at Lusac, too,
We struggled m a mansh half the day,
And came too late at last - you know, my love,
How heavy men and horses are all arm’d.
All that Sir Lambert said was pure, unmix'd,
Quite groundless lies ; as you can think, sweet love.”

She, holding tight my hand as we sat there,
Started a Iittle at Sir Lambert’s name,
But otherwise she listen'd scarce at all
To what 1 said. Then with moist, weeping eyes,
And quivenng lips, that scarcely let her speak,
She said, “1 love you.”

Other words were few,
The remnant of that hour, her hand smooth’d down
My foolish head ; she hiss®d me all about
My face, and through the tangles of my beard
Her litile fingers crept.

O1 God, my Alice,
Not this good way - my lord but sent and said
‘That Lambert’s sayings were taken at their worth,
Therefore that day I was to start, and keep
‘This hold against the French; and I am here,—
[Looks out of the wwindotw.
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A spravling lonely gard with rotten walls,
And no one to bring aid if Guesclin comes,
Or any other.
There's a pennon now!
At last.
But not the constable’s, whose arms,
1 wonder, does it bear? Three golden rings
On a red ground ; my cousin’s by the rood !
Well, I should like to kill him, certainly,
But to be kill'd by him—
[4 trumpet sounds.

That’s for 2 herald;

1 doubt this does not mean assaulting yet.

Enter Jorx Curzox.
What says the herald of our cousin, sir?

Joux Curzon.

So please you, sir, concerning your estate,
He has good will to talk with you.

Sir PETER.
Qutside,
1’} talk with him, close by the gate St. Ives,
Is he unarm’d ?

Joux Curzonw.
Yea, sir, in a long gown.

Sir PETER.

Then bid them bring me hither my furr’d gown
With the long sleeves, and under it Tl wear,

By Lambert's leave, a secret coat of mail ;

And will you lend me, John, your little axe?

I mean the one with Paul wrought on the blade?
And T will carry it inside my sleeve,

Good to be ready always—you, Jobn, go

And bid them set up many suits of arms,

Bows, archgays, lances, in the basecourt, and
Yourself, from the south postem setting out,
With twenty men, be ready to break through
Their unguarded rear when I cry out **St. George!”
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Joux Curzox.

How, sir! will you attack him unawares,
And slay hun unarm'd?

Sir PeteR,

Trust me, John, I know
The reason why he comes here with sleeved gown,
Fit to hide axes up.  So, let us go.
[They go.

Outside the castle by the great gate, Sir Lambert and Sir Peter
seated ; guards atfending each, the rest of Sir Lambert’s
men drawn up about a /urlung of.

Sir PETER,

And if I choose to take the losing side
Stll, does 1t hurt you?

Str LaMseRT

O! no hurt to me;

1 see you sncering, “ Why take trouble then,
Seeing you love me not?” look you, our house
(\thch taken altogether, I love much)
Had better be upon the nght side now,
If, once for all, it wishes to bear nlle
As such 2 house should : cousin, you're too wise
To feed your hope up fat, that this far France
Will ever draw two ways again; this side
‘The French, wrong-headed, all a-jar
\Vuh envnous longings , and the other side

e tad am

Coolheaded men, guod ata nlunw m:m:h
And good at setting battles in array,
And good at squgezmg taxes at dug time;
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Therefore by nature we French being here
our own big land—
Upon our own % [Sir Peter Jaughs alowd.
Well, Peter! well!

What makes you laugh?

Sir PETER.

Hearing you sweat to prove
Al this T know so well ; but you have read
The siege of Troy?

S1r LAMBERT.
O} yea, I know it well,

Sir PETER.

There! they were wrong, as wrong as men could be;

For, as 1 think, they found it such delight

To see fair Helen going through their town ¢

Yea, any little common thing she did

{As stooping to pick a flower) seem’d so strange,

So new in its great beauty, that they said;

“Here we will keep her living in this town,

Till all burns up together.” And so, fought,

In a mad whirl of knowing they were wrong;

Yea, they fought well, and ever, like 2 man

That hangs legs off the ground by both his hands,

Over some great height, did they struggle sore,

Quite sure to slip at last; wherefore, take note

How almost all men, reading that sad siege,

Hold for the Trojans ; as I did at least,

Thought Hector the best knight a long way :
Now

Why should I not do this thing that I think,

For even when [ come to count the gains,

1 have them my side: men will talk, you know,

(We talk of Hector, dead so long agone,)

When I am dead, of how this Peter clung

To what he thought the right ; of how he died,

Perchance, at last, doing some desperate deed

Few men would care do now, and this is gain
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fo me, as ease and money is to you,
M too, I Like the straining game

Of striving well to hold up things that fal} ;

So one becomes great; see youl in good times
All men live well together, and you, too,

Live dull and hippy—happy? not so quick,
Suppose sharp thoughts begin to bumn you up,
Why then, but just to fight as I do now,

A halter round my neck, would be great bliss,

O1 Tam well off. uklridr.
Talk, and talk, and Y

1 know this man has come to murder me,
And yet I talk still,

SIR LAMBERT.
If your side were right,
E A N

) o "
- . '
T ) you,
Or Richards?

S1R PETER.
Nay, hold there, my Lambert, holdt
For fear your zea} should bring you to some harm,
Don't call me trator.

SiR LAMBERT.

PR W WY

S ! .
slecve, and rises.

Str PETER (rising).
They lied—and you lie, not for the first time.
What have you got there, fumbling up your sleeve, .
A stolen purse?

Stk LAMEBERT.
Nay, liar in your tecth!

Dead liar too; St. Dennis and St.” Lambert |

[Strites at Sir Peter with o do
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As God would, that T might wash all clear out,
By serving you and Him. Let me go now!
And 1 will pay you down more golden crowns .
Of ransom than the king would!

Stk PrTER.
Well, stand back,
And do not touch me! No, you shall not die,
Nor yet pay nnscm; You, Ju‘!.':'n Cx:m:n, cause
LR S I SN

A s oo, '
And cause the minstrels all the while to play
Soft music, and good singing ; for this day
Is my high day of tnumph ; 1s it not,
Sir Lambert?

. SIR LAMEERT.

Ah! on your own blood,

Own name, you heap this foul disgrace? you dare,
With hands and fame thus sullied, to go back
And take the Lady Alice—

Six PETER.
Say her name
Argain, and you are dead, slain here by me.
Way should I talk with you, I'm master here,
And do not want your schooling ; is it not
My mercy that you are not danghng dead
There in the gateway with 2 broken neck 2

Sir LaMBERT.
Such mercy ! why not kill me then outright
To die is nothing , but to live that ail
May point their fingers ! yea, I'd rather die.

Joux Curzox.
Why, will it make you any ugher man
To lose your ears ? they’re much too big for you.
You ugly Judas)



oun CUR?
What ghall we do with all these P oners sir?
gr PETER
Why put them 2Bl ¢ ranso those that ca
Pay anything at not 109 jght t ugh, John,
geeing W have the® on the Dip* gor thost
That have ¥ ney, that cing © rtified,
Why turn ! of do pefore they spY i
But brrg gir LA bert arded unto me.
joux CoRrzoN.
1 will, fair sir. {He goes:
gr PETER
1 do not wish 10 kil him,
Although 1 think 1 ought 3 e shall g0 mark'ds
By ot \ the saints, thoug ‘
Lnter Lambert ¢ (guard d)
Now, Sir Lamberl now!
\Vhat sort © of death do you expect 10 geh
Being taken n this way?
Sir LAMBERT:
Cousin' cousin! think!
« blood; M God pardon me!
i knew 2l
and ¢ goad.

{ am your o%
¢ fit 1o die; W you

Al T have one since 1 was young &

would & me yet another chance
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As God would, that 1 might wash all clear out,
By serving yoU and Him. Let rae §0 NO¥

And 1 will p7 you dovn more golden CTOwnS -
Of ansom than the Xing would1

Sir PETER.
well, stand back,
And do not touch me! No,you shatl not di€s
Nor yet pay ransom. YO John Curzon, cause
carpent i

Take me MY knight, and set Tum up thereod
And let the hangman shave his head quite cleam
‘And cut his exrs off close up 0 the 5

‘And cause the minstrels all the while to play
Soft music, and good sI0ZNG 3 for this 43y

1s my tugh day of tromph, 3¢ not,

Sir Lambert?

* Sir LAMBERT.

) Aht on your oFR blood,
¢ : L —-a? you dare
\ > back
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Sir PETER.

Hold, John! {76 Lambert.
That’s your choice,
To die, mind! Then you shall die—Lambert mine,
1 thank you now for choosing this so well,
It saves me much perplexity and doubt ;
Perchance an ill deed too, for half I count
This sparing traitors is an ili deed.
. Well,
Lambert, die bravely, and we're almost friends,

Sin LamBeRT, grovelling.

O God! this is a fiend and pot a man;
Will some one save me from him? help, help, help!
T will not die,

Sir PETER.

Why, what is this I see?

A man who is a knight, and bandied words
So well just now with me, is lying down,
Gone mad for fear like this! So, so, you thought'
You knew the worst, and might say what you pleas.d.
I should have guess’d this from a man like you.
Eh ! righteous Job would give up skin for skin,
Yes, all a man can have for simple life,
And we talk fine, yea, even a houngd like this,

Vho needs must know that when he dies, deep hell

ill hold him fast for ever—so fine we talk,
Whapold rather die”—all that.  Now sir, get up !}
Being thoose again : shall it be head sans ears,

& sans head ?
3 John Curzon, pull him up !

hen ? go and build the scaffold, John

{ am your ¢ aope that never on this earth

IA?]“; Eot' ﬁ:i W & that you'll tum out a monk,

ant .'m:: ;Jén - I give you, so farewell,
Pyouwouldg,  ceql, ” John, despatch,
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In the Frenck camp before the Castle,
Sir Peter prisoner, Gueselin, Clisson, Sir Lambert,
Sik PETER.

So now it come the ending of my life;

1f 1 could clear this sickening lump awnay
‘That sticks in my dry throat, and say a word,
Guesclin might listen,

GUESCLIN.

Tell me, fair sir knighe,
1f you have been clean hver before God,
And then you need not fear much ; as for me,
1 cannot say I hate you, yet my oath,
And cousin Lambert’s ears here clench the thing.

SIR PETER.

1 knew you could not hate me, therefore I
Am boid to pray for life ; twill harm your cause
To hang knights of good name, harm here in France
1 have small doubt, at any rate hereafter
Men will remember you another way
Than I should care to be remember'fl, aht
I - o .-
- - .

See how young I am,
Do you care altogether more than France,
Say rather one French faction, than for all
The state of Chnstendom ? a gallant knight,
As (yea, by God 1) I have been, 1s more worth
Than many castles ; will you bring this death,
For a mere act of justice, on my head ?

Think how it ends all, death | all other things
Can somehow be retrieved, yea, send me forth
Naked and mumed, rather than stay me here;
Then somehow will I get me other clothes,

And somehow wili 1 get me some poor horse,
And, somehow clad 1n poor old rusty arms,
Wil Fide and sseee among the serried glaives,
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Fear not death so ; for I can tilt right well,

Let me not say “ I could;” I know all tricks,
That sway the sharp sword cunningly ; ah you,
You, my Lord Clisson, in the other days

Have seen me learning these, yea, call to mind,
How in the trodden com by Chartrés town,

When you were nearly swooning from the back

Of your black horse, those three blades slid at once
From off my sword’s edge ; pray for me, my lord !

Crisson.

Nay, this is pitiful, to see him die.

My Lord the Constable, I pray you note

That you are losing some few thousand crowns

By slaying this man; also think ; his lands

Along the Garonne river lie for leagues,

Ang are right rich, 2 many mills he has,

Three abbeys of grey monks do hold of him,

Though wishing well for Clement, as we do;

I know the next heir, his old uncle, well,

Who does not care two deniers for the knight

As things go now, but slay him, and then see,

How he will bristle up like any perch,

With curves of spears. What! do not doubt, my lord,
You'll get the money, this man saved my life,

And 1 will buy him for two thousand crowns ;

‘Well, five then—eh | what! *No” again? well then,
Ten thousand crowns ?

GUESCLIN.

My sweet lord, much I grieve
. I cannot please you, yea, good sooth, I grieve
. This knight must die, as verily he must;
For I have sworn it, so men take him out,
Use him not roughly.

StrR LAMBERT, coming forward.

Music, do you know,
Music will suit you well, I think, because
You look so mild, like Laurence being grill'd ;
Or perhaps music soft and low, because
This is high day of trivmph unto me,
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Is it not, Peter?

You are frighten'd, though,
Eh1 you are pale, because this hurts you q\uch.
Whose life was plcasant to you, not like mine,
You ruin'd wretch! Men mock me in the streets,
Only in whispers loud, because I am
. - e ~eaLia s eLie nleace you,

At midnight through the lone dim Luup-lit streets,
A whore came up and spat into my eyes,
{Rather to blind me than to make me see,)
But she was very drunk, and tottering back,
Even in the middle of her laughter, fell
And cut her head against the pointed stones,
While 1 Jean'd on my staff, and look'd at her,
And cried, being drunk.

Guls would not spit at you,
You are so handsome, 1 think venly
Most ladies would be glad to kiss your eyes,
And yet you will be hung like 2 cur dog
Five minutes hence, and grow black in the face,
And curl your toes up.  Therefore I am glad.

Guess why 1 stand and talk this nonsense now,
With Gueschin getting ready to play chess,
And Clisson doing something with his sword,
1 can’t see what, talking to Gueschn though,
1 don’t know shat about, perhaps of you.
But, cousin Peter, while 1 stroke your beard,
Letme 53y, qns‘, T'd like to tell you now

B SN S SO

LTI ' o
Then guess, clever Peter, what 1 should do then ;
Well, give it up? why, Peter, I should let
My squire Robert beat me, then you would think
That you were safe, you know ; Eh? notatall,
But T'should keep you three days m some hold,
Giving you salt to eat, which would be king,
go:xxtienn; the tax there is on salt;

nd afzerwards should let you go, perha;
No 1 showld nor, but I should hang sour ss,?,
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Vith a red rope in lieu of mere grey rope.

But I forgot, you have not told me yet

If you can guess why I talk nonsense thus,
Instead of drinking wine while you are hang’d?
You are not quick at guessing, give it up.

This is the reason ; here 1 hold your hand,
And watch you growing paler, see you writhe,
And this, my Peter, is 2 joy so dear,

1 cannot by all striving tell you how

I love it, nor I think, good man, would you
Quite understand my great delight therein;
Yoy, when you had me underneath you once,
Spat as it were, and said, “ Go take him out,”
(That they might do that thing to me whereat,
E'en now this long time off I could well shriek,)
And then you tried forget T ever lived,

And sunk your hating into other things;

While I—5t. Denuis! though, I think you'll faint,
Your lips are grey 503 yes, you will, unless
You let it out and weep like a hurt child;
Hurrah ! you do now. Do not go just yet,
For 1 am Alice, am right like her now;

Will you not kiss me on the lips, my love

Curissoxn.

You filthy beast, stand back and let him go,
Or by God's eyes I'll choke you.
[ Kneeling fo Sir Peter.

Fair sir knight,
1 kneel upon my knees and pray to you
That you would pardon me for this your death;
God knows how much I wish you still alive,
Also how heartily I strove to save
Your life at this time; yea, he knows quite wel],
(I swear it, so forgive me 1) how I would,
1f it were possible, give up my life
Upon this grass for yours; fair knight, although,
He knowing all things knows this thing too, well,
Yet when you see his face some short time hence
Tell him T tried to save you.
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Sk PrrEr,
O! my lord,

1 cannot say this is as good as life, .
But yet it makes me feel far happier now,
Andf at all, alter a thousand years,
I sve God's face, I will speak Joud and bold,
And tell Him you were kind, and like Himself;
Sir, may God bless you!

Did you note how 1
Fell weeping just now ? pray you, do not think
That Lambert’s taunts did this, I hardly heard
The base things that he said, being decp in thought
Of all things that have happen'd since 1 was
A lntle child; and so at last I thought
Of my true fady: truly, sir, it scem'd
No longer gone than yesterday, that this
Was the sole reason God let me be born
Twenty-five years ago, that I might lave

Vae g =0 1ot am G e Uy g

. . th comes,

‘ But as a last request,
1 pray you, O kind Clisson, send some man,
Some good man, mind you, to say how 1 died,
And take my last love to her : fare-you-well,
And may God keep you; I must go now, lest
1 grow too sick with thinking on these things,
Likewise my fect are weaned of the carth,
From whence 1 shall be Lifted upnght soon.

[ As ke goes,

Ah me ! shamed too, I wept at fear of death,
And yet not 5o, 1 only wept because
‘There was no beaunful lady 10 kiss me
Before T died, and swectly wish good speed
I'rom her dear ips. O for some lady, though
I saw her ne'er before, Alice, my love,
I do not ask for, Chisson was nght kind,
If be had been a woman, I should dic
Without this sickness: but I am all wrong,
So wrong and hopelessty afrad 10 die,
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There, T will go. .
My God! how sick I am,
If only she could come and kiss me now.

The Hotel de Is Barde, Bordeaux.

T#ke Lady Alice de 1a Barde looking out of a window
inlo the street.

No news yet! surely, still he holds his own ;
That garde stands well ; T mind me passing it
Some months ago; God grant the walls are strong !
I heard some knights say something yestereve,
1 tried hard to forget: words far apart
Struck on my heart; something like this ; one said
“1What eh ! a Gascon with an English name,
Harpdon?" then nought, but afterwards, © Poictow.”
As one who answers to a question ask’d ;
Then carelessly regretful came, “ No, no.”
Whereto in answer loud and eagerly,
One said, “ Impossible? Christ, what foul play !”
And went off angrily ; and while thenceforth
1 hurried gaspingly afraid, I heard,
“Guesclin:” * Five thousand men-at-arms ;7 * Clisson.”"
My heart misgives me it is all in vain
1 send these succours; and in good time there!
Their trumpet sounds, ah 1 here they are ; good knights,
God up in Heaven keep you.
If they come
And find him prisoner—{or I can't believe
Guesclin will slay him, even though they storm—
(The last horse turns the corner.)
God in Heaven!

What have I got to thinking of at last !
That thief I will not name 15 with Guesclin,
Who loves him for his lands. My love! my love!
0, if 1 lose you after all the past,
What shall 1 do?

I cannot bear the noise
And light street out there, with this thought alive,
Like any curling snake within my brain;
Let me just hide my head within these soft
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Deep cushions, there to try and think it out.
[£ying in the windsv-seat.

1 cannot hear much noise now, and I think
That I shall go to slecp: it all sounds dim
And faint, and I shall soon forget most things ;
Yea, almost that I am alive and here;
It goes slow, comes slow, like a big mill-whecl
On some broad stream, with long green weeds a-sway,
And soft and slow it nses and 1t falls,
Sull going onward.

Lying so, one kiss,

S L 2ot eing spread
Far out among the stems ; soft mice and small

Eating and creeping all about my feet,

Red shod and tired ; and the flies should come
Creeping o'er my broad eychds unafrasd ;

And there should be a noise of water going,

Clear blue, fresh water breaking on the slates,

Likewise the flies should creep—God's eyes! God help,
A trumpet? I will run fast, leap adown

The shppery sea-stars, where the crabs fight

I was half dreaming, but the trumpet’s true,

He stops here at our house. The Clisson arms?
Ah, now for news.  But I must hold my heart,
And be quite gentle till he 1s gone out;

And afterwards,—but he 18 sull alive,

He must be sull alive.

ZLnter a Squire of Chisson’s.

Good day, fair sir,
1 give you welcome, knowing whenee you come,

Squire

My Lady Alice de 1a Barde, I come

From Oliver Chisson, knight and mighty lord,

Bringing you tidings : I make bold to hope

You will not count me villain, even 1f

They wring your heart; nor hold me sull in hate
i
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For I am but a mouthpiece after ail, .
A mouthpicce, too, of one who wishes wel
To you and your’s.

ALICE.

Can you talk faster, sir,
Get over all this quicker? fix your eyes
On mine, I pray you, and whate'er you see,
Still go on talking fast, unless I fall,
Or bid you stop.

SQUIRE.

I pray your pardon then,
And, looking in your eyes, fair lady, say
I am unhappy that your knight is dead.
Take heart, and listen ! let me tell you all.
We were five thousand goodly men-at-arms,
And scant five hundred had he in that hold ;
His rotten sand-stone walls were wet with rain,
And {ell in lumps wherever a stone hit;
Yet for three days about the barrier there
The deadly glaives were gather'd, laid across,
And push’d and pull'd; the fourth our engines came;
But still amid the crash of falling walls,
And roar of lombards, rattle of hard bolts,
The steady bow-strings flash'd, and still stream’d out
St. George’s banner, and the seven swords,
And still they cried, *St. George Guienne,” until
Their walls were fiat as Jericho’s of old,
And our rush came, and cut them from the keep.

ALICE.

,  Stop, sir, and tell me if you slew him then,
And where he died, if you can really mean
That Peter Harpdon, the good knight, is dead ?

SQuUIRE.
Fair lady, in the base-court—
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Avtcr

What base-court?
What do you talk of? Nay, go on, go on;
"Twas only something gone within my head :
Do you not know, one tumns one’s head round quick,
And something cracks there with sore pain? go on,
And still look at my eyes.

Squixre.
Almost alone,
‘There in the base-court fought he with his sword,
Using his left hand much, more than the wont
Of most knights now-a-days; our men gase back,
- Tt » BN

.M:.ny fell on tum, crying out therr c.n:s,
"Tore his sword from him, tore his helm off, and—

ALice

Yea, slew tum, I am much too young to live,
Fair God, so let me dic.
You have done well,
Done all your message gently, pray you go,
Our knights will make you cheer ; moreover, take
This bag of franks for your cxpenses.
F;Zz Squire kneels.

But
You do not go; still looking at my face,
You kneel ) what, squire, do you mock me then?
You need not tell me who has set you on,
But tell me only, 'tis a made-up tale,
You are some lover may-be, or hus fnend ;
Sir, if you Joved me once, or your friend loved,
‘Think, is it not encugh that I kneel down
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Was mosved to pray for him, but all in vain;
Wherefore I bning this message:

That he waits,
Still loving you, within the little church
Whose windows, with the one ¢y of the light
Orer the altar, esery nught betlold
The great dim broken walls he strove to keep!

‘There my Lord Clisson did his bunal well.
Now, Iady, I will go; God give you rest!

Avice.

Thank Clisson from me, squire, and farewell |

And now o keep myself from gong mad,

Christ! I have been a many times to church,
And, ever since my mother taught me prayers,

- Have used them daily, but to-day I wish

To pray another way ; come face to face,

©O Christ, that T may clasp your knees and pray,
1 know not what, at any rate come now
From one of many places where you al

el m e

Dy

e [Tame s =

Tietween your feet, and chatter anything
1 have heard long ago, what matters 1t
So I may keep you there, your solemn face
And long hait even-floming on each side,
Untit you love me well enough to speak,
And give me comfort, yea, till o'er your chm,
And cloven red beard the great tears roll down
In pity for my miscry, and I die,
Kissed over by you,

Eh Gueschn? of T we
Like Countess Mountfort now, that kiss'd the
Across the salt sea come to fight for her;-,=7
Ah! just to go about with many Lni;h&y{ K

N
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Wherever you went, and somchow on one day,
In a thick wood to catch you off your guard,
Let you find, you and your some fifty friends,
Nothing but arrows wheresoe’er you turn’d,
Yea, and red crosses, great spears over them;
And 50, between a lane of my true men,
To walk up pale and stern and tall, and with
My arms on my surcoat, and bis therewith,
And then to make you kneel, O knight Guesclin}
And then—alas! alas! when all is said,
What could I do but let you go again,
Being pitiful woman? 1 get no revenge,
Whatever happens; and I get no comfort,
I am but weak, and cannot move my feet,
But as men bid me.

Strange I do not die.
Suppose this had not happen’d after ali ;
I will lean out again and watch for news.

I wonder how long I can still feel thus,

As though I watch’d for news, feel as I did

Just half-an-hour ago, before this news.

How all the street 1s humming, some men sing,
And some men talk ; some look up at the house,
Then lay their heads together and look grave ;
Their laughter pains me sorely in the heart,
Their thoughtful talking makes my head turn round,
Yea, some men sing, what is it then they sing?
Eh Launcelot, and love and fate and death;
They ought to sing of him who was as wight
As Launcelot or Wade, and yet avail'd

Just nothing, but to fail and fail and fail,

And so at last to die and leave me here,

Alone and wretched ; yea, perhaps they will,
When many years are past, make songs of us;
God help me, though, truly I never thought
That I should make a story in this way,

A story that his eyes can never see.
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[Ore sings frem: extrife]

Therefore be it beliz

¥/hatsoecer Ae gricoc?,

VEan kis horse wos relfeced,
This Launcelot,

7

Beat dosen on Rix kree,
Right valiant was ke
God's body to see,

Though ke saw it ot

Right valiant lo more,

But for hts sad love

The high God aboze
Stinted his graise.

Yet so ke was glad

That kis son Lord Galakad

Thaf high joyaunce had
All ks hfe-days.

Sing we therefore then

Launeelol's praise again,

For ke wan crouwnés ten,
If ke wan not twelve.

To kis death from ks birth
He was muckle of worth,
Lay kim 1n the cold earth,
A long grave ye may de'pe.

Ormnes homines benedicite !
This fast fitte ye may see,
All men pray for me,

1o made this Aistory
Cunning and fairly

%



RAPUNZEL

TrE PRINCE, being in the wood near the lower,
in the eoening.

I couLp not even think
What made me weep that day
When out of the council-hall
The courtiers pass’d away,—

Tue WiTCH.

Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
Let down your hair!

RAPUNZEL.

Is it not true that every day

She climbeth up the same strange way,

Her scarlet cloak spread broad and gay,
Over my golden hair?

Tue PRINCE.

And left me there alone,

To think on what they said;
“Thou art a king’s own son,

*Tis fit that thou should’st wed.”

Tue WitcH.

Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
Let down your hair!l

RarunzeL

When I undo the knotted mass,
Fathoms below the shadows pass
Over my hair along the grass.
O my golden hair!
€a
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TrE PRINCE.
I put my armour on,
Thinking on what they said;
“Thou art a king's own son,
« ™Tis fit that thou should'st wed.”

Tre WircH.
Rapunzel, Rapurzel,
Let down your hairl
RapUNZEL.
See on the marble parapet
1 lean my brow, stnse to forget
That fathoms below my hair grows wet
With the dew, my golden hair.
Tue Privce

1 rode throughout the town,
Men did nor bow the head,
Though I was the king’s own son;
4 He tides to dream,” they said.

Tue WriTcH.
Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
Wind up your harr!

RAPUNZEL

See, on the marble parapet

The famnt red stains with tears are wet;

The long years pass, no belp comes yet
To free my golden har

THE PRISCE

For leagues and leagues I rode,
Till hot my armour grew,
Till undemeath the leaves
1 felt the evenung dew.

Tue Wirch.
Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
Weep through your hair}
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RAPUNZEL.

Ang yet—but I am growing old,

For want of love my heart is cold,

Years pass, the while I loose and fold
The fathoms of my hair.

THE PRINCE, i1 the morning.

I have heard tales of men, who in the night
Saw paths of stars let down to earth from heaven,
Who follow’d them until they reach’d the light
Wherein they dwell, whose sins are all forgiven ;

But who went backward when they saw the gate
Of diamond, nor dared to enter in;

Al their life long they were content to wait,
Purging them patiently of cvery sin,

I must have had a dream of some such thing,
And now am just awaking from that dream;

For even in grey dawn those strange words ring
Through heart and brain, and sull I see that gleam,

For in my dream at sunset-time I lay
Beneath these beeches, mail and helmet off,
Right full of joy that I had come away
From court ; for I was patient of the scoff

That met me always there from day to day,
From any knave or coward of them all ;

1 was content to live that wretched way;
For truly till 1 left the councit-hall,

And rode forth arm’d beneath the burning sun,
My gleams of happiness were faint and few,
But then 1 saw my real life had begun,
And that I should be strong quite well I knew.

For I was riding out to look for love,
‘Therefore the birds within the thickets sung,
Rven in hot noontide, as I pass'd, above
The elms o'ersway'd with longing towards me bung.
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Now some few fathoms from the place where 1
Lay in the beech-wood, was a tower fair,
The matble comers faint against the sky;
And dreamily I wonder’d what lived there

Because it seem’d a dwellmg for a queen,
No belfry for the swinging of great bells;

No bolt or stone had ever crush’d the green
Shafts, amber and rose walls, no soot that tells

Of the Norse torches burning up the roofs,
On the flower-carven marble could I seej
But rather on all sides I saw the proofs
Of a great loneliness that sicken’d me;

Making me feel a doubt that was not fear,
Whether my whole life long had been a dream,

And I should wake up soon n some place, where
The piled-up arms of the fighting angels gleam;

Not born as yet, but going to be born,
No naked baby as 1 was at first,

But an armdd knight, whom fire, hate and scorn
Could tumn from nothing : my heart almost burst

Beneath the beeches, as I lay a-dreaming,
1 tried so hard to read this nddle through,
To catch some golden cord that T saw gleaming
Like gossamer against the autumn blue.

But while I ponderd these things, from the wood
Thers came a black-harr’d woman, tall and bold,

Who strode straight up to where the tower stood,
And ened out shnlly words, whereon behold—

Tue WitcH, from the tower.

Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
Let down you hatr!

‘THE PRINCE.
Ah Christ ! it was no dream then, but there stood
(§he comes again) a maiden passing fair,
Agamsg the roof, with face turn’d to the wood,
Bearing within her arms waves of her yellow hair.
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RAPUNZEL.

And yet—but 1 am growing old,

For want of love my heart is cold,

Vears pass, the while I loose and fold
The fathoms of my hair.

Tue PRINCE, in #he morning.

I have heard tales of men, who in the night
Saw paths of stars let down to earth from heaven,
Who follow’d them until they reach'd the light
Wherein they dwell, whose sins are all forgiven ;

But who went backward when they saw the gate
Of diamond, nor dared to enter in;

Al their life long they were content to wait,
Purging them patiently of every sin.

I must have had a drecam of some such thing,
And now am just awaking from that dream;

For even in grey dawn those strange words ring
Through heart and brain, and still I see that gleam.

For in my dream at sunset-time 1 lay

Beneath these beeches, mail and helmet off,
Right full of joy that I had come away

From court; for I was patient of the scoff

That met me always there from day to day,
From any knave or coward of them all;

1 was content to live that wretched way;
For truly till Tleft the council-hall,

And rode forth arm'd beneath the burning sun,
My gleams of happiness were faint and few,
But then I saw my real life had begun,
And that 1 should be strong quite well I knew,

For 1 was riding out to look for love,
Therefore the birds within the thickets sung,
Even in hot noantide, as I pass'd, above
The elms o'ersway'd with longing towards me hung.
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Now some few fathoms from the place where 1
Lay in the beech-wood, wzs 2 tower fair,

The marble comners faint against the sky ;
And dreamily I wonder’d what lived there:

Because it seem'd a dwefling for a queen,
No beliry for the swinging of great bells ;

No bolt or stone had ever crush'd the green
Shafis, zmber and rose walls, no soot that tells

0Of the Norse torches bumning up the roofs,
On the floner-carven marble could 1 see 3
But rather on all sides I saw the proofs
Of 2 great loneliness that sicken’d me 3

Making me feel a doubt that was not fear,
Whether my whole life long had been a dream,
And T should wake up soon in some place, where
The piled-up arms of the fighting angels gleam;
Not bomn as yet, but going to be born,
No naked baby as I was at first,
But an armd knight, whom fire, hate and scom
Could turn from nothing : my heart almost burst
Beneath the hesrhae ac | 1oo o deanomens

e gussatiter against the autumn blue.

But while T ponder'd these things, from the wood
There came a black-haird woman, tall and bold,

Who strode straight up to where the tower stood,
And cried out shrilly words, whereon behold—

THe Wrren, from the tower,

Rapunzel, Rapunze},
Let down you hair} !

Txe Privce.
Ah s(;lhnst! it was no dream then, but there stood
A (She comes again) a marden passing faw,
c;msg the roof, with face turn'd to the wood,
tearing within her arms waves of her yellow hair.
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I read my riddle when.I saw her stand,

Poor love | her face quite pale against her hair,
Praying to all the leagues of empty Tand

To save her from the woe she suffer'd there.

To think! they trod upon her golden hair
In the witches’ sabbaths; it was a delight

For these foul things, while she, with thin feet bare,
Stood on the roof upon the winter night,

To plait her dear hair into many plaits,

And then, while God's eye look’d upon the thing,
In the very likenesses of Devil’s bats,

Upon the ends of her long hair to swing.

And now she stood above the parapet,
And, spreading out her arms, let her hair flow,
Beneath that veil her smooth white forehead set
Upon the marble, more I do not know;

Because before my eyes a film of gold
Floateqd, as now it floats. O, unknown love,
Yould that X could thy yellow stair behold,
If still thou standest with lead roof above !

Tue WitcH, as she passes,

Is there any who will dare
To climb up the yellow stair,
Glorious Rapunzel's golden hair ?



Rapunzel

1 bave seen 10 one in this wood except

The witch and her; have heard no human tones,

But when the witches' revelry has crept

Between the very jointing of my bones.

Aht T know now; I could not go away,

But sieeds must stop to hear her sing that song

She always sings at dawning of the day.
T am not happy here, for I am strong,

And every moming do I whet my sword,

Yet Rapunzel still weeps within the tower,
And still God ties me down to the green sward,
Because I cannot see the gold stair fioatng lower,

RAPUNZEL sings from the tower,

My mother taught me prayers
To say when I had need;

I have so many cares,

That I ean take no heed

Of many words in them;

But I remember this -

Christ, bring me 20 thy bliss.
Mary, maid withouten twem,
Keep mes 1am lope, I wis,
Yet bestdes I have made this
By myself; Grye me a kiss,
Dear God, duwelling up 1n heaven f
Also: Send me a true knight,

Lord Christ, with a steel sword, bright,
Broad, and trenchant ; yes, and seven

Spans from kilt to pownt, O Lord !
And et the handle of his sword
Be gold on silper, Lovd in heazenl
Suck a sword as 1 see gleam

Sometinies, when they ket me dream,

0wy .

I en I was there, on Rouen town
Lrom the spive, bring me that kiss
Onalily/ Lord, do this!

65
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These prayers on the dreadful nights
When the witches plait my hair,
And the fearfullest of sights .
On the earth and in the air,
Wwill not let me close my eyes,
I murmur often, mix'd with sighs,
That my weak heart will not hold
At some things that I behold.
Nay, not sighs, but quiet groans,
That swell out the little bones
Of my bosom ; till a trance
God sends in middle of that dance,
And I behold the countenance
Of Michael, and can feel no more
The bitter east wind biting sore
My naked feet; can see no more
The crayfish on the leaden floor,
That mock with feeler and grim claw,

Vea, often in that happy trance,
Beside the blessed countenance
Of golden Michael, on the spire
Glowing all crimson in the fire
Of sunset, I behold a face,
Which sometime, if God give me grace,
May kiss me in this very place.

Luyening in the totwer,

RAPUNZEL.

It grows half way between the dark and light ;
Love, we have been six hours here alone,

I fear that she will come before the night,
And if she finds us thus we are undone,

THFE PrINCE.

Nay, draw a little nearer, that your breath
_ May touch my lips, let my cheek feel your arm ;
Now tell me, did you ever see a death,
Or ever see 2 man take mortal harm ?



Rapunzel 67

RAPUNZEL,

Once came two knights and fought with swords belaw,
And while they fought I scarce could look at all,
My head swam so, after a moaning low
Drew my eyes down; I saw agamnst the wall
PSR O S T B KA SISO TSI B Y

In the dusky time he scarcely seemed dead.
But the other, on his face six,paces off,
T . e

His helm all dinted lay beside him there,

‘The wisor-bars were twisted towards the face,
The crest, which was a lady very fair,

Wrought wonderfully, was shifted from its place.

The shower'd mail-rings on the speed-walk lay,
Perhaps my eyes were dazzled wath the light
That blazed in the west, yet surely on that day
Some crimson thing had changed the grass from bnght

Pure green I love so  But the knight who died
Lay there for days after the other went;
Until one day I heard a voice that cried,
** Fair knight, I see Sir Robert we were sent

*To carry dead or hving to the king
So the knights came and bore him straight away
On their lance truncheons, such a batterd thing,
His mother had not known him on that day,

But for his helm-crest, a gold lady fair
Wrought wonderfully.
' THE PRINCE,

Ah, they were brothers then,
And often rode together, doubtless where
The swords were thickest, and were loyal men,
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These prayers on the dreadful nights
When the witches plait my hair,
And the fearfullest of sights
On the earth and in the air,
Will not let me close my eyes,
1 murmur often, mix'd with sighs,
That my weak heart will not hold
At some things that I behold.
Nay, not sighs, but quiet groans,
That swell out the little bones
Of my bosom; till a trance
God sends in middle of that dance,
And 1 behold the countenance
Of Michael, and can feel no more
The bitter east wind biting sore
My naked feet; can see no more
The crayfish on the leaden floor,
That mock with feeler and grim claw.

Yea, often in that happy trance,
Beside the blessed countenance
Of golden Michacl, on the spire
Glowing all crimson in the fire
Of sunset, I behold a face,
Which sometime, if God give me grace,
May kiss me in this very place.

Lvening in the toer,

RarunzeL.
It grows half way between the dark and light ;
Love, we have been six hours here alone,
I fear that she will come before the night,
And if she finds us thus we are undone.

Thr PrINCE.

Nay, draw a little nearer, that your breath

May touch my lips, let my check feel your arm ;
Now tell me, did you ever see a death,

Or ever see a man take mortal harm ?
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RarunzeL.
Once came two knights and fought with swords below,
And while they fought 1 scarce could look at all,
My head swam so, after a moaning low
Drew my eyes down; I saw against the wall
O Bt tetes a3 Ll boas o3t

" Inthe dusky time he scarcely seemed dead.
But the other, on his face six paces off,
- . Vet vae e o

.

His helm all dinted lay beside him there,

The visor-bars were twisted towzrds the face,
The crest, which was a lady very fair,

Wrought wonderfully, was shifted from its place,

The shower'd mail-rings on the speed-walk lay,
Perhaps my eyes were dazzled with the light
‘That blazed 1n the west, yet surely on that day
Some crimson thing had changed the grass from bright

Pure green I love so.  But the knight who died
Lay there for days after the other went;
Until one day I heard a voice that cned,
! Fair knught, I see Sir Robert we were sent

*To carry dead or living to the king.”

But for his helm-crest, a gold lady fair
Wrought wonderfully.

M Tre PRINCE.

Ah, they were brothers then,
And often rode together, doubtless where
The swords were thickest, and were loyal men,
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Until they fell in these same evil dreams.

RAPUNZEL.

Yea, love; but shall we not depart from hence?
The white moon groweth golden fast, and gleams
Between the aspen stems; I fear—and yet a sense

Of futtering victory comes over me, .

That will not let me fear aright; my heart—
Feel how it beats, love, strives to get to thee,

1 breathe so fast that my lips nceds must part ;

Your breath swims round my mouth, but let us go.

THE PRINCE.

1, Sebald, also, pluck from off the staff
The crimson banner, let it lie below,
Above it in the wind let grasses laugh.

fow let us go, love, down the winding stair,
With fingers intertwined : ay, feel my sword !
wrought it long ago, with golden hair
Flowing about the hilts, because a word,

ung by 2 minstrel old, had set me dreaming
Of a sweet bow’d-down face with yellow hair,

ietwixt green leaves I used to see it gleaming,
A half smile on the lips, though lines of care

Iad sunk the checks, and made the great eyes hollow;
What other work in all the world had I,

iut through all turns of fate that face to follow ?
But wars and business kept me there to die.

) child, I should have slain my brother, too,
My brother, Love, lnin moaning in the grass,
Iad T not ridden out to look for you,
When I had watch'd the gilded courtiers pass

rom the golden hall.  But it is strange your name
Is not the same the minstrel sung of yore ;

‘ou call’d it Rapunzel, 'tis not the name.
See, love, the stems shine through the open door.
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Morning in the woods,

Rarunzer.
O Love! me and my unknown name you have well won;
The witch’s name was Rapunzel; eh! not so sweet?
NoJ—but is this real grass, love, that I tread upon?
What call they these blue flowers that lean across my feet?

Tue PRINCE.
Dip down your dear face in the dewy grass, O love!
And ever let the sweet shm harebells, tenderly hung,
Kiss both your parted lips; and I will hang above,
And try to sing that song the dreamy harper sung.

He sings,
*Twixt the sunlight and the shade
Float up memonies of my maid,
God, remember Guendolen?

Gold or gems she did not wear,
But her yellow nppled harr,
Like a veil, lid Guendolen!

"Twixt the sunhight and the shade,
My rough hands so strangely made,
Folded Golden Guendolen,

Hands used to gnp the sword-hilt hard,
Framed her face, while on the sward,
Tears fell down from Guendolen,

Guendolen now speaks no word,
Hands fold round about the sword,
Now no mare of Guendolen.

: Only 'twixt the light and shade
Floating memones of my mard
Make me pray for Guendolen,

GUENDOLEN.
E
[} . . .
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Afterwards, in the Palace.

Kine SEBALD.

1 took my armour off,

Put on king's robes of gold,
Over her kirtle green

The gold fell fold on fold.

Tue WitcH, oni of kel

Guendolen! Guendolen]
One lock of hatr!

GUENDOLEN.

1 am so glad, for every day

He kisses me much the same way

As In the tower; under the sway
Of all my golden hair.

KinG SeBALD.

We rode throughout the town,
A gold crown on my head,
Through all the gold-hung streets,
“Praise God!” the people said.

Trae Wirch.

Guendolen! Guendolen )
Lend e your hatr !

GUENDOLEN.

Verily, I seem like one

Who, when day is almost done,

Through a thick wood meets the sun
That blazes in her hair,

Kinc Sepavrp.

Vea, at the palace gates,

“Praise God!"” the great knights said
“For Sebald the high king,

And the lady’s golden head.®
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Tre WrrcH.

Woe is mel Guendolen
Szeeeps ack her kasr.

Guexporex.

Nothing wretched now, no screams;

1 was unhappy once in dreams,

And even now 2 harsh voice secrmns
To hang about my hair.

‘THE WrrcH.

WOE] THAT ANY MAX COULD DARE
TO CLIME UP THE YELLOW STAIR,
GLorious GUENDOLEN'S GOLDEN HAM.



CONCERNING GEFFRAY
TESTE NOIRE

Axb if you meet the Canon of Chimay,
As going to Ortaise you well may do,

Greet him from John of Castel Neuf, and say,
All that T tell you, for all this is true,

This Gefiray Teste Noire was a Gascon thief,
Who, under shadow of the Enghsh name,

Pilled all such towns and countries as were lief j
To King Charles and St. Dennis; thought it blame

If anything escaped him ; so my lord, {
The Duke of Berry, sent Sir Jjohn Bonne Lance,
And other knights, good players with the sword, |
To check this thief, and give the land a chance.

Therefore we set our bastides round the tower {
That Gefitay held, the strong thief! like a ng,

High perch’d upon the rock of Ventadour,
Hopelessly strong by Christ! it was mid sprmg,

When first T joined the little army there j
With ten good spears; Auvergne is hot, each day
We sweated armed before the barrier,
Good feats of arms were done there often—eh ?

Your brother was slain there? 1 mind me now
A right, good man-at-arms, God pardon him!
I think 'twas Geffray smote him on the brow
With some spiked axe, and while he totter’d, dim

About the eyes, the spear of Alleyne Roux
Shpped through his camaille and his throat ; well, well ]
Alleyne is paid now ; your name Alleyne too?
Mary! how strange—but this tale I would tell—
72
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For spite of all our bastides, damned blackhead
Would ride abroad whene'er he chose to ride,

We could not stop him ; many a burgher bled
Dear gold 2ll round his girdle ; far and wide

The villaynes dwelt in utter misery
"T'wixt us and thief Sir Gefiray ; hanled this wa;
By Sir Bonne Lance at one time, he gone by, .
Down comes this Teste Noire on another day.

And therefore they dig up the stone, grind com,
Hew wood, draw water, yea, they lived, in short,
As T said just now, uttetly forlorn,
Till this our knave and blackhead was out-fought.

P - - e -

. I said.

“\Why, Sir, to-day he rideth out again,
Hoping to take well certain sumpter mules
From Carcassonne, going with httle train,
Because, forsooth, he thinketh us mere fools ;

“ But if we set an ambush in some wood,
He is but dead : so, Str, take thurty spears
To Verville forest, if 1t seem you good.”
Then felt 1 like the horse in Job, who hears

TR - N
Towards the wood of Verville; thus it happed

We rode a soft space on that day while spies
Got news about Sir Gefiray ; the red wine
Under the road-side bush was clear, the flies,

The dragon-flies ] mind me most, did shine

In brighter arms than ever I put on;

So—* Gefiray,” smd our spies, * would pass that way
Next day at sundown ;” then he must be won;

And 50 we enter'd Verville wood next day,
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In the afternoon ; through it the highway runs,
"Twixt copses of green hazel, very thick,

And underneath, with glimmering of suns,
The primroses are happy ; the dews lick

The soft green moss.  ** Put cloths about your arms
Lest they should glitter ; surely they will go

- In a long thin line, watchful for alarms,

With all their carriages of booty, so—

“ Lay down my pennon in the grass—Lord God!
What have we lying here? will they be cold,

1 wonder, being so bare, above the sod,
Instead of under? This was a knight too, fold

“Lying on fold of ancient rusted mail;
No plate at all, gold rowels to the spurs,
And see the quiet gleam of turquoise pale
Along the ceinture; but the long time blurs

“ Even the tinder of his coat to nought,
Except these scraps of leather ; see how white
The skull is, loose within the coif! He fought
A good fight, maybe, ere he was slain quite,

*No armour on the legs too; strange in faith—
A little skeleton for a knight though—ah !
This one is bigger, truly without scathe
His enemies escaped not—ribs driven out far,—

“That must have reach’d the heart, I doubt—how now,
What say you, Aldovrand—a woman? why?”

* Under the coif a gold wreath on the brow,
Yea, see the hair not gone to powder, lie,

*Golden, no doubt, once—yea, and very small—
This for a knight ; but for a dame, my lord,

These loose-hung bones seem shapely still, and tall,—
Didst ever see a woman’s bones, my lord ? "

Often, God help me! 1 remember when
I was a simple boy, fifteen years old,
The Jacquerie froze up the blood of men
With their fell deeds, not fit now to be told:
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Ged kelg amrin ' we enter’ @ Beauvais tavw,
Shryieg them fct, whemar [ Beip'd, muee B

As [ was thexy we peaties cuetheos dowe,
These Burgeey amf efiens, Wik, goas foe,

Reasor for g, oo, & the greas cured thers
These Seady kad [ x fre, a2 so0: went

The charck gt Bearray Beimg 50 goexs and fla—
My Grher, who was by s, game 2 sioes

Between 1 Beast’s ow! a=d 2 woman's sozears,
Then, paxtivg, chocklad to e+  Jobn, Tock ! look?
Couzt e Cames’ shalernest®  From some bad dreary
Like 2 cas jost awaked, oy fatker shook;

Ard 1, beizg frins with smelling the berot bones,
Ard very bot with £xhrine down the sireet,

Ard sick cf soch a Life, fell down, with groans
My head went weakly nodding to my feet—

—An a:Tow bad gone through her tender throat,
And her right wrist was broken ; then I saw
The reason why she had on that war-coat,
Their story came out clear without a flaw

‘

For when he knew that they were being waylaid,
He threw it over her, yea, hood and all ;

Whereby he was much hack’d, while they were stay'd
By those their murderers ; many an one did falf

Beneath his arm, no doubt, so that he clenr'd)
Their circle, bore his death-wound out of it ;

But as they rode, some archer least afear’sf
Drew a strong bow, and thereby she was fut,

Still as he rode he knew not she was drad,
Thought her but fainted from her beoker, wrer,
He bound with his great leathern bats v clostp
Who knows 1 he bled too, neither waz fave « w22

‘The beating of her heart, his beart best wefl
For both of them, till here, w.ttin £.15 winst,
He died scarce sorry ; easy th's to o7
Aler these years the Bowers foget firie Wop
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How could it be ? never before that day,
However much a soldier T might be,
Could I look on a skeleton and say
1 care not for it, shudder not—now see,

Over those bones I sat and pored for hours,

And thought, and dream’d, and still I scarce could see

The small white bones that lay upon the flowers,
But evermore 1 saw the lady ; she

With her dear gentle walking leading in,
By a chain of silver twined about her wrists,
Her loving knight, mounted and arm’d to win
Great honour for her, fighting in the lists,

O most pale face, that brings such joy and sorrow
Into men's hearts—yea, too, so piercing sharp
That joy is, that it marcheth nigh to sorrow
For ever—Ilike an overwinded harp.

Yaur face must hurt me always ; pray you now,
Doth it not hurt you too? seemeth some pain
To hold you always, pain to hold your brow
So smooth, unwrinkled ever ; yea again,

Your long eyes where the lids seem like to drop,
Would you not, lady, were they shut fast, feel

Far merrier? there so high they will not stop,
They are most sly to glide forth and to steal

Into my heart ; 7 &iss their soft lids there,
And in green gardens scarce can stop my lips
From wandering on your face, but that your kair
Falls down and tangles me, back my face slips.

Or say your mouth—1I saw you drink red wine
Once at a feast ; how slowly it sank in,

As though you fear'd that some wild fate might twine
Within that cup, and slay you for a sin.

And when you talk your lips do arch and move
In such wise that a language new I know

Besides their sound ; they quiver, too, with love
When you are standing silent ; know this, too,
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B R e L]

They gatherd p theis Ires 3=d went away,
Acid still kept oy with 2 sozt of smile,
As likely to be weepiny presently,—

Your hands teo—bow T ward'd them all the while!

“Cry out St. Peter row,” geeth Aldoveand ;
T cried, St Peter,” broke o from the wood
With all my spears; we et them hand to hand,
And shortly slew them ; ratheless, by the rood,

We caught not blackhead then, or any day;
Months after that he died at last in bed,
From a wound pick’d up at a barrier-fray;
‘That same year's end a steel bolt in the head,

And much bad living Kl'd Teste Noire at last;
John Froissart knoweth he is dead by now,

No doubt, but knoweth not this tale just past;
Perchance then you can tell him what I show

In my new castle, down beside the Eure,
‘There is a little chapel of squared stone,
Painted inside and out; in green nook pure

‘There did I lay them, every wearied bone;

And over it they lay, with stone-white hands
Clasped fast together, hair made brght with gold

This Jaques Picard, known through many lands,
Wrought cunningly, he’s dead now—I am old.



A GOOD KNIGHT IN PRISON

SR GUY, being in the court of a Pagan castie.

Twis castle where I dwell, it stands
A long way off from Christian lands,
A long way off my lady’s hands,

A long way off the aspen trees,

And murmur of the lime-tree bees.

But down the Valley of the Rose
My lady often hawking goes,
Heavy of cheer; oft turns behind,
Leaning towards the western wind,
Because it bringeth to her mind
Sad whisperings of happy times,
The face of him who sings these rhymes,

King Guilbert rides beside her there,
Bends low and calls her very fair,
And strives, by pulling down his hairy
To hide from my dear lady’s ken
The grisly gash I gave him, when
I cut him down at Camelot;
However he strives, he hides it not,
That tourney will not be forgot,
Besides, it is King Guilbert’s lot,
Whatever he says she answers not.

Now tell me, you that are in love,
From the king’s son to the wood-dove,
Which is the better, he or I?

For this king means that I should die
In this Ione Pagan castle, where
The flowers droop in the bad air
On the September evening.
78
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Look, now I take mine ease and sing,
Counting as but a little thing
The foolish spite of a bad king.

For these vile things that hem me in,
These Pagan beasts who live in sin,
‘The sickly flowers pale and wan,

The grim blue-bearded castellan,

‘The stanchions half worn-out with rust,
Whereto their banner vile they trust—
Why, all these things I hold them just
Like dragons in a missal-book,
Wherein, whenever we may look,

We see no horror, yea, delight

We have, the colours are so bright ;
Likewise we note the specks of white,
And the great plates of burnish'd gold.

T ent e hte Do e RN}
. --

‘The flowers and all things one by onc,'

From the snail on the wall to the setting sun.

Four great walls, and a httle one
‘That leads down to the barbican,
Which walls with many spears they man,
When news comes to the castellan
Of Launcelot being in the land.

And as I sit here, close at hand
Four spikes of sad sick sunflowers stand,
The castellan with a long wand
Cuts down their leaves as he goes by,
Ponderingly, with screw’d-up eye,
And fingers twisted 1n his beard—
Nay, was 1t & kmight's shout I heard?
I have 2 hope makes me afeard .
It cannot be, but if some dream
Just for a minute made me deem
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1 saw among the flowers there

My lady's face with long red hair,

Pale, ivory-colour’d dear face come,

As I was wont to see her some

Fading September afternoon,

And kiss me, saying nothing, soon

To leave me by myself again;
Could I get this by longingt: vain!

The castellan is gone : I see
On one broad yellow flower a bee
Drunk with much honey—

Christ ! again,

Some distant knight’s voice brings me pain,
I thought I had forgot to feel,
I never heard the blissful steel
These ten years past; year after year,
Through all my hopeless sojourn here,
No Christian pennon has been near;
Laus Deo! the dragging wind draws on
Over the marshes, battle won,
Knights' shouts, and axes hammering,
Yea, quicker now the dint and ring
Of flying hoofs ; ah! castellan,
When they come back count man for man,
Say whom you miss.

THE PAGANS, from the battlements.

Mahound to aid!
Why flee ye so like men dismay'd?

Tue Pacans, from without.

Nay, haste! for here is Launcelot,
Who follows quick upon us, hot
And shouting with his men-at-arms.

Sk Guy, -+

Also the Pagans raise alarms,
And ring the bells for fear ; at last
My prison walls will be well past.
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Sk Lavuxceror, from outside.
Ho'! in the name of the Trinity,
Let down the drawbridge quick 10 me,
And open doors, that I may see
Guy the good knight.

THE PAGANS, from the baltlements,

Nay, Launcelot,
With mere big words ye win us not.

. SR LAUNCELOT.
Bid Mules bring up la pemere,
And archers clear the vile walls there,
Bring back the notches to the ear,
Shoat well together! God to aid!
These miscreants will be well paid.

Hurmhl all | goes together ; Miles
s 12 dv'e emilag

L ' -

Sir Guy sayeth afterwards.
1 said, T go to meet her now, .
And saying so, I felt a blow
From some clench'd hand across my brow,
And fell down on the sunflowers
]’usl asa hammenng smote my ears,
% ~ 1 €0 in cnnth -
i

1
That cvemng in my own red blood
Nevertheless so shif I stood,
‘That when the kmughts burst the old wood
Of the castle-doors, 1 was not dead.

I kiss the Lady Mary’s head,
Herx lips, and her hair golden red,
Because to-day we have been wed.



OLD LOVE

“You must be very old, Sir Giles,”
I said; hesaid: * Yea, very old : "
Whereat the mournfullest of smiles
Creased his dry skin with many a fold.

*They hammer’d out my basnet point
Into a round salade,” he said,

*The basnet being quite out of joint,
Natheless the salade rasps my head.”

He gazed at the great fire awhile:

“ And you are getting old, Sir John;”
{He said this with that cunning smile

That was most sad ;) “we both wear on,

“ Knights come to court and look at me,
With eyebrows up, except my lorg,
And my dear lady, none 1 see
That know the ways of my old sword.”

(My lady! at that word no pang

Stopp’d all my blood.) *‘But tell me, John
Is it quite true that pagans hang

So thick about the east, that on

“The eastern sea no Venice flag
Can fly unpaid for?” “True,” I said,
** And in such way the miscreants drag
Christ's cross upon the ground, I dread

*That Constantine must fall this year.”
Within my heart; “These things are small ;
"This is not small, that things outwear
1 thought were made for ever, yea, all,
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Al things go soon or late;” I said—
I saw the duke in court next day;

Just as before, his grand great head
Above his gold robes dreaming lay,

Only his face was paler; there
1 saw his duchess sit by him;

And she—she was changed more 3 her hair
Before my eyes that used to swim,

And make me dizzy with great bliss

Once, when 1 used to watch her sit—
Her hair is bright sull, yet it is

As though some dust were thrown on it.

Her eyes are shallower, as though
Some grey glass were behind ; her brow
And cheeks the straining bones show through,
Are not so good for kissing now.
Her lips are dner now she 1s
R mamt Ao tente. 04

LI S S ]

. o
Upull e suken cushions brave

With broidery of the 2pples green

My Lord Duke bears upon his shield,
Her face, alas! that I have seen

Laook fresher than an April field,

Of faded summer-lilies are,
So is she grown now unto me

This spring-time, when the flowers star
‘The meadows, birds sing wonderfully,
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I warrant once she used to cling
About his neck, and kiss'd him so,

And then his coming step would ring
Joy-bells for her,~—some time ago.

Ah'! sometimes like an idle dream
That hinders true life overmuch,
Sometimes like a lost heaven, these seem—
This love is not so hard to smutch.



THE GILLIFLOWER OF GOLD

A Goroex gilliflower today
1 wore upon my helm alway,
And won the prize of this tourney.
« Hah! hakl Ia belle jaune prrofiée,

However well Sir Giles might sit,

His sun was weak to wither it,

Lord Miles’s blood was dew on it:
okl kakt I3 belle jaure girofite.

Although my spear in splinters flew,

From John's steel-coat my eye was troe ;

1 wheel'd about, and cnied for you,
Hakl kaki la belle yaune girofiée.

Yea, do not doubt my heart was good,
Thouah g ewmsd Ao Afa sntsos oa g,

L. . W e

My hand was steady 100, to take

My axe from round my neck, and break

John's steel-coat up for my love’s sake.
Hak ! kak! la belle jaune girofiie.

When I stood 1n my tent agamn,

Arming afresh, I felt a pain

‘Take hold of me, I was so fain—
Hah ! heh! la belle yaune gircfite.

To hear

ik

Honneur auxﬁlx ia‘ﬁrmx/"
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The Sieur Guillaume against me came,

His tabard bore three points of flame

From a red heart: with little blame—
Hak! hakl la belle jaune givofide.

Our tough spears crackled up like straw ;

He was the first to turn and draw

His sword, that had nor speck nor flaw,~—
Hak! hak !l la belle jaune girofice.

But I felt weaker than a maid,

And my brain, dizzied and afraid, *

Within my helm a fierce tune play'd,—
Hakhl hak! la belle jaune girofiée.

Until T thought of your dear head,

Bow'd to the gilliflower bed,

The yellow flowers stain’d with red ;—
Hakl hak! la belle jaune givofite.

Crash! how the swords met, “giroffée/”

The fierce tune in my helm would play,

“Labelle! Ia belle! jaune givofiée]”
Hakl hakl la belle jaune girgfiée.

Once more the great swords met again,

“ La belle! la belle /” but who fell then?

Le Sieur Guillaume, who struck down ten j—
Hah!l kahl la belle jaune girgfiée.

And as with mazed and unarm’d face,
Toward my own crown and the Queen’s place,
They led me at a gentle pace—

Hak! kak! la belle jaune givgfiée,

I almost saw your quiet head

Bow’d o'er the gilliflower bed,

The yellow flowers stain’d with red—
Hakl hakl! la belle jaune girofite.



SHAMEFUL DEATH

Tuzre were four of us about that bed ;
‘The mass-priest knelt at the side,

I and his mother stood at the head,
Oser his feet lay the bride;

We were quite sure that he was dead,
‘Though his cyes were open wide.

He did not die in the night,
He did not die in the day,

But in the morning twilight
His spirit pass'd away,

When nether sun nor moon was bright,
And the trees were merely grey.

He was not shin with the sword,
Knight's axe, or the kmightly spear,
Yet spoke he never a word
After he came in here;
T cut away the cord
From the neck of my brother dear.

He did not strike one blow,
For the recreants came behind,

In a place where the hornbams grow,
A path nght hard to find,

For the hornbeam boughs swing so,
‘That the twilight makes it blind,

They lighted a great torch then,
When his arms were pinion'd fast,

Sir Joha the kmight of the Fen,
er Guy of the Dolorous Blast,
Vith knights threescore and ten,
!{un" %r.\ve Lord Hugh at tast.
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I am threescore and ten,
And my hair is all turn'd grey,

But I met Sir John of the Fen
Long ago on a summer day,

And am glad to think of the moment when
I took his life away.

I am threescore and ten,
And my strength is mostly pass'd,

But long ago I and my men,
When the sky was overcast,

And the smoke roll’d over the reeds of the fen,
Slew Guy of the Dolorous Blast.

And now, knights all of you,
I pray you pray for Sir Hugh,
A good knight and a true,
And for Alice, his wife, pray too,



THE EVE OF CRECY

GoLp on her head, and gold on her feet,

And gold where the hems of her kirtle meet,

And a golden girdle round my sweet ;—
Akl gielle est belle La Marguerite.

Margaret’s maids are fair to see,

Freshly dress’d and pleasantly ;

Margaret’s hair falls down to her knee j—
Akl guelle est belle La Marguerite.

If I were rich I would kiss her feet,
T would kiss the place where the gold hems meet,
And the golden girdle round my sweet—

Akl quelle est belle La Marguerste.,

Ah me! I have never touch'd her hand ;
When the amnere-ban goes through the land,
Six basnets under my pennon stand ;—

Ak guelle est pelle La Marguerite,

And many an one grins under his hood:
“Sir Lambert de Bois, with all his men good,
Has neither {food nor firewood ;”—

Akl gwelle est belle La Marguerite,
If T were rich I would kiss her feet,
A2 e me VA At Af e ot

Yet even now it is good to think,

While my few poor varlets grumble and drink

In my desolate hall, where the fires sink,—
Akl gielle est belg La Marguerite.

—
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THE JUDGMENT OF GOD

SwERVE to the left, son Roger,” ke said,

“When you catch his eyes through the helmet-slit,
Swerve to the left, then out at his head,

And the Lord God give you joy of it1”

‘The blue owls oo my father’s hood
Were a little dimm'd as I turn'd away;
‘This giving up of blood for blood
Will finish bere somehow to-day.

So—when I walk’d out from the tent,
Their howling almost blinded me;
Yet for all that I was not bent
By any shame. Hard by, the sea

Made a noise like the aspens where

We did that wrong, but now the place
Is very pleasant, and the air

Blows cool on any passer’s face.

And all the wrong is gather'd pow
Into the circle of these lists—

Yea, howl ont, butchers ! tell me bow
His hands were cut off at the wnists ;

And how Lord Roger bore hs face
A league above his spear-point, high
Above the owls, to that strong place
Among the waters—yea, yea, cy :

*What a brave champion we have got!
"Sir Oliver, the fower of all
The Hainanlt knights.” The day being hot,
He sat beneath a bmzd white pall, .
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White linen over all his steel ; i

What a good knight he look’d ! his sword
Laid thwart his knees ; he liked to feel

Its steadfast edge clear as his word.

And he look’d solemn ; how his love
Smiled whitely on him, sick with fear!
How all the ladies up above
Twisted their pretty hands! so near

The fighting was—ZEllayne! Ellayne!l
They cannot love like you can, who
Would burn your hands off, if that pain

Could win a kiss—am I not true

To you for ever? therefore I
Do not fear death or anything;

1f I should limp home wounded, why,
While I lay sick you would but sing,

And soothe me into quiet sleep.
If they spat on the recreaunt knight,

Threw stones at him, and cursed him deep,
Why then—what then ; your hand would light

So gently on his drawn-up face,
And you would kiss him, and in soft
Cool scented clothes would lap him, pace
The quiet room and weep oft,—oft

Would turn and smile, and brush his cheek
With your sweet chin and mouth ; and in
The order'd garden you would seek
The biggest roses—any sin,

And these say: “ No more now my knight,
Or God’s knight any longer "—you,
Being than they so much more white,
So much more pure and good and true,

Will cling to me for ever—there,
Is not that wrong turn’d right at last
Through all these years, and I wash’d clean?
Say, yea, Ellayne; the time is past,
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Since on that Christmas-day last year
Up to your feet the fire crept,

And the smoke through the brown leaves sere
Blinded your dear eyes that you wept;

Was it not I that caught you then,
And kiss'd you on the saddle-bow?

Did not the blue owl mark the men
Whose spears stood Like the corn a-row ?

‘Ths Olwer is a right good knight,
And must needs beat me, as I fear,
Unless I catch him in the fight,
My father's crafty way—John, here}

Bring up the men from the south gate,
To help me if I fall or win,

For even if I beat, their hate
Will grow to more than this mere grin



THE LITTLE TOWER

Up and away through the drifting rain !
Let us ride to the Little Tower again,

Up and away from the council-board !
Do on the hauberk, gird on the sword.

The king is blind with gnashing his teeth,
Change gilded scabbard to leather sheath :

Though our arms are wet with the slanting rain,
This 1s joy to ride to my love again:

I laugh in his face when he bids me yield ;
Who knows one field from the other field,

For the grey rain driveth all astray ?—
Which way through the floods, good carle, I pray?

“The left side yet! the left side yet!
Till your hand strikes on the bridge parapet.”

“Yea so: the causeway holdeth good
Under the water ?”  * Hard as wood ;

“Right away to the uplands; speed, good knight.®
Seven hours yet before the light.

Shake the wet off on the upland road;
My taberd has grown a heavy load.

What matter? up and down hill after hill ;
Dead grey night for five hours still.

The hill-road droppeth lower again,
Lower, down to the poplar plain.
9«
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No furlong farther for us to-night,
‘The Little Tower draweth in sight;

They are ringing the bells, and the torches glare,
Therefore the roofs of wet slate stare.

‘There she stands, and her yellow hair slantingly
Drifts the same way that the rain goes by.

Who will be faithful to us to-day,
‘With little but bard glaive-strokes for pay?

The grim king fumes at the council-board :
*Three more days, and then the sword;

‘Three more days, and my sword through his head ;
And above his white brows, pale and dead,

A paper crown on the top of the spire ;
And for her the stake and the witches’ fire.,”

Therefore though it be long ere day,
Take axe and pick and spade, I pray.

Break the dams down all over the plain:
God send us three more days such ramn:

Block all the upland roads with trees;
The Little Tower with no great ease

1Is won, T warrant ; bid them bring
Much sheep and oxen, everything

The spits are wont to turn with ; wine
And wheaten bread, that we may dine

In plenty each day of the siege;
Good friends, ye know me no hard liege;

My lady is right fair, see ye!
Pray God to keep you frank and free.



THE LITTLE TOWER

UP and away through the drifting rain !
Let us ride to the Little Tower again,

Up and away from the council-board !
Do on the hauberk, gird on the sword.

The king is blind with gnashing his teeth,
Change gilded scabbard to leather sheath :

Though our arms are wet with the slanting rain,
This is joy to ride to my love again:

1 laugh in his face when he bids me yield ;
Who knows one field from the other field,

For the grey rain driveth all astray —
Which way through the floods, good carle, T pray?

“The left side yet! the left side yet!
Till your hand strikes on the bridge parapet.”

“Yea so: the causeway holdeth good
Under the water?” * Hard as wood ;

“Right away to the uplands ; speed, good knight.*
Seven hours yet before the light.

Shake the wet off on the upland road ;
My taberd has grown a heavy load,

What matter? up and down hill after hill;
Dead grey night for five hours still.

The hill-road droppeth lower again,
Lower, down to the poplar plain.
“
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No furlong farther for us to-night,
The Little Tower draweth in sight;

They are ringing the bells, and the torches glare,
Therefore the roofs of wet slate stare.

‘There she stands, and her yellow hair slantingly
Drifts the same way that the rain goes by.

Who will be faithful to us to-day,
With little but bard glaive-strokes for pay?

The grim king fumes at the council-board:
Three more days, and then the sword;

Three more days, and my sword through his head ;
And above his white brows, pale and dead,

A paper crown on the top of the spire ;
And for her the stake and the witches’ fire ”

Therefore though it be long ere day,
Take axe and pick and spade, I pray.

Break the dams down all over the plain:
God send us three more days such rain:

Block all the upland roads with trees;
The Little Tower with no great ease

Is won, I warrant ; bid them bnng
Much sheep and oxen, everything

‘The spits are wont to turn with, wine
And wheaten bread, that we may dine

In plenty each day of the siege ;
Good friends, ye know me no hard liege;

My lady is right fair, see ye !
Pray God to keep you frank and free.
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Ur and away through the drifting rain !
Let us ride to the Little Tower again,

Up and away from the council-board !
Do on the hauberk, gird on the sword.

The king is blind with gnashing his teeth,
Change gilded scabbard to leather sheath :

Though our arms are wet with the slanting rain,
This 15 joy to ride to my love again:

I laugh in his face when he bids me yield ;
Who knows one field from the other field,

For the grey rain driveth all astray ?—
Which way through the floods, good carle, I pray?

“The left side yet! the left side yet!
Till your hand strikes on the bridge parapet.”

“Yea so: the causeway holdeth good
Under the water?” * Hard as wood ;

““Right away to the uplands ; speed, good knight.*
Seven hours yet before the light.

Shake the wet off on the upland road ;
My taberd has grown a heavy load.

What matter? up and down hill after hill;
Dead grey night for five hours still.

The hill-road droppeth lower again,
Lower, down to the poplar plain.
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No furlong farther for us to-night,
The Little Tower draweth in sight;

They are ringing the bells, and the torches glare,
Therefore the raofs of wet slate stare.

There she stands, and her yellow hair slantingly
Drifts the same way that the rain goes by.

‘Who will be faithful to us to-day,
With little but bard glaive-strokes for pay?

The grim king fumes at the council-board 3
“Thtee more days, and then the sword ;

‘Three more days, and my sword through his head ;
And above his white brows, pale and dead,

A paper crown on the top of the spire ;
And for her the stake and the witches’ fire.”

Therefore though it be long ere day,
Take axe and prck and spade, I pray.

Break the dams down all over the plain:
God send s three mors days such rain:

Block 2l the cpland roads with trees;
The Litle Towsr with oo great ease

Is won, T wamant ; bed them bring
Much sheep 224 oxaz, ewq‘.h-—»
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Love Isabeau, keep goodly cheer;
The Little Tower will stand well here
Many a year ‘when we are dead,
And over it our green and red,

- . Barred with the Lady’s golden head H

" From mere old age when we are dead.



THE SAILING OF THE SWORD ’

Across the empty garden-beds,
5 the Sword went out 1o sea,
T scarcely saw my sisters’ beads
Bowed each beside a tree.
T could not see the castle leads,
When the Sword went out fo sea.

Alicia wore a scarlet gown,
When the Sword went out 10 sea,
But Ursula’s was russet brown:
For the mist we could not see
The scarlet roofs of the good town,
When the Sword went out fo sta.

Green holly n Alicia’s hand,
When the Sword went out to sea ;

With sere oakleaves did Ursula stand;;
01 yet alas for me!

I did but bear a peel'd white wand,
When the Sword went out 1o sea.

O, russet brown and scarlet bright,

. When the Sword went out 1o sta,
My sisters wore; I wore but white:
Red, brown, and white, are three;
Three damozels; each had a knight,

When the Sword went out to sea.

Sir Robert shouted loud, and said,
When the Sword went out to sea,
** Alicia, while I see thy head,
.. What shall I bring for thee?”
“ 0, my sweet lord, 2 ruby red: "
T#e Sword went out 1o sea.
o
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Sir Miles said, while the sails hung down,
When the Sword went out to sea,

% Oh, Ursula! while T see the town,
What shall T bring for thee?”

¢ Dear knight, bring back a falcon brown:”
The Sword went ont o sea.

But my Roland, no word he said
When the Sword went out fo sea;

But only turn’d away his head,—
A quick shriek came from me:

« Come back, dear lord, to your white maid ; "—
The Sword went out fo sea.

The hot sun bit the garden-beds,
When the Sword came back _from sea ;

Beneath an apple-tree our heads
Stretched out toward the sea;

Grey gleam'd the thirsty castle-leads,
When the Sword came back from sea.

Lord Robert brought a ruby red,
When the Sword came back from sea ;
He kissed Alicia on the head:
“I am come back to thee ;
"Tis time, sweet love, that we were wed,
Now the Sword is back from sea l”

Sir Miles he bore a falcon brown,
When the Sword came back from sea ;
His arms went round tall Ursula’s gown,~—
“What joy, O love, but thee?
Let us be wed in the good town,
Now the Sword is back from seal”

My heart grew sick, no more afraid,
When the Sword cane back from sea ;

Upon the deck a tall white maid
Sat on Lord Roland’s knee ;

His chin was press'd upon her head,
When the Sword came back from séa



SPELL-BOUND

How weary is it none can tell,
How dismally the days go byl
T hear the tinkling of the bell,
I see the cross against the sky.

The year wears round to autumn-tide,
Yet comes no reaper to the corn ;

‘The golden land is like a bnde
When first she knows herself forlorn—

She sits and weeps with all her hair
Laid downward over tender hands ;
For stamned silk she bath no care,
No care for broken tvory wands ;

The silver cups beside her stand ,
The golden stars on the blue roof

Yet glitter, though aganst her hand
His cold sword presses for a proof

He is not dead, but gone away.
How many hours did she wait

For me, [ wonder? Till the day
Had faded wholly, and the gate

Clanged to behind returning knights ?
I wonder did she rase her head
And go away, fleeing the lights ;
And lay the samtte on her bed,

The wedding samite strewn with pearls :
Then st with hands laid on her knees,
Shuddering at half-heard sound of girls
* That chatter ouzslde 1n the breeze?
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I wonder did her poor heart throb
At distant tramp of comjng knight?
How often did the choking sob ]
Raise up her head and lips? The light,

Did it come on her unawares,
And drag her sternly down before
People who loved her not? in prayers
Did she say one name and no more?

And once—all songs they ever. sung,
All tales they ever told to me,

This only burden through them rungs |
0! golden love that waitest me,

The days pass on, pass on a pace,
Sometimes I have a little rest

In fairest dreams, when on thy face
My lips lie, or thy hands are prest

About my forehead, and thy lips

Draw near and nearer lo mine o10n 3
But when the vision from me slips,

In colourless darwn I lie and moan,

And wander forth with fever’d blood,
That makes me start at little things,

The blackbird screaming from the wood,
The sudden whirr of pheasants’ wings,

01 dearest, scarcely seen by me—

But when that wild time had gone by,
And in these arms I folded thee,

Who ever thought those days could die?

Yet now I wait, and you wait too,

For what perchance may never come ;
You think I have forgotten you,

That I grew tired and went home,

But what if some day as I stood
Against the wall with strained hands,

And turn'd my face toward the wood,
Away from all the golden lands ;



Spell-Bound

And saw you come with tired feet,

And paledace thin and wan with care,
And stained raiment no more neat,

The white dust lying on your hair :—~

Then I should say, I could not come;
‘This land was my wide prison, dear;

1 could not ¢hoose but go; at home
There is a wizard whom I fear:

He bound me round with silken chains
1 could not break; he set me here

Above the golden-waving plains,
Where never reaper cometh near.

And you have brought me my good sword,
Wherewith in happy days of old

T won you well from knight and lord ;
My heart upswells and I grow bold.

But I shall die unless you stand,
—Half lying now, you are so weak,~
Within my arms, unless your hand
Pass to and fro across my cheek.

101



THE WIND

AH! no, no, it is nothing, surely nothing at all,
Only the wild-going wind round by the gard.en-wall,. .
For the dawn just now is breaking, the wind beginning to
fall.
Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind?
Wind, wind, unkappy! thou art blind,
Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.

So I will sit, and think and think of the days gone by,
Never moving my chair for fear the dogs should cry,
Making no noise at all while the flambeau burns awry.

For my chair is heavy and carved, and with sweeping green
behind

It is hung, and the dragons thereon grin out in the gusts of
the wind;

On its folds an orange lies, with a deep gash cut in the rind.

Wind, wind! thow art sad, art thou kind§
Wind, wind, unhappy! thou art blind,
Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.

If I move my chair it will scream, and the orange will roll
out far,

And the faint yellow juice ooze out like blood from a wizard’s

jar;
And the dogs will howl for those who went last month to the
war,

Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind}

Wind, wind, unkappy ! thou art blind,
Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.,

So I will sit and think of love that is over and past,

O so long ago—yes, I will be quiet at last;

Whether 1 like it or not, a grim half-slumber is cast
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From out of the green-hung chair; but hing keeps me

still,
And 1 f3ll in a dream that T walled with her on the side of 2
hill,
Dotted—for was it not spring 2—with tufts of the daffodil.
IWind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind§
Wind, wind, unkappy ! thou art blind,
Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.
And Margaret as she walk’d held 2 painted book in her

nd ;
Her ﬁnger’kept the place; I caught her, we both did stand
Face to face, on the top of the highest hill in the Jand.

IWind, wind! thon art sad, art thou kind 1
Wind, wind, unkappy! thou art biind,
Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed 1o find.
I held to her long bare arms, but she shudder'd away from
me,
While the flush went out of her face as her head fell back on
a tree,
And a spasm caught her mouth, fearful for me to see;
And still T held to ber arms ll her shoulder touch’d my

mail
Weeping she totterd forward, so glad that I should prevail,
And her bair went over my robe, like a gold flag over a sail.
Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou Fsnd?
Wind, wind, unkappy ! thou art blind,
Yet stsll thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.

1 kise’d her hard by the ear, and she kiss'd me on the brow,
And thentay down on the grass, where the mark on the moss

And spwud‘ her arms out wide while I went down below. ..



THE WIND

Ax! no, no, it is nothing, surely nothing at all,
Only the wild-going wind round by the garden-wall,
For the dawn just now is breaking, the wind beginning to
fall.
Wind, wind ! thou art sad, art thou kind?
Wind, wind, unhagpy ! thou art blind,
Vet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.

So I will sit, and think and think of the days gone by,
Never moving my chair for fear the dogs should cry,
Making no noise at all while the flambeau burns awry.

For my chair is heavy and carved, and with sweeping green
behind

It is hung, and the dragons thereon grin out in the gusts of
the wind ;

On its folds an orange lies, with a deep gash cut in the rind,

Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind}
Wind, wind, unkappy! thou art blind,
Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.

If T move my chair it will scream, and the orange will roll
out far,

And the faint yellow juice ooze out like blood from a wizard’s

ar
And the dogs will bowl for those who went last month to the
war.

Wind, wind! thon art sad, art thou kind ?
Wind, wind, unhappy ] thou art blind,
Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.

So I will sit and think of love that is over and past,
O so long ago—yes, I will be quiet at last;

Whether I like it or not, a grim half-slumber is cast
102
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T o et

From out of the green-hung chair; but keeps me

still,

And I fall in a dream that I walk'd with her on the side of a
hall,

Dotted-—for was it not spring -—with tufts of the daffodil.

Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind}
Wind, wind, unkappy! thou art blind,
Vet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.

And Margaret as she walk'd held a painted book in her
hand;

Her ﬁnger)kept the place; I caught her, we both did stand

Face to face, on the top of the highest hill in the land.

Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind?
Wind, wind, unhappy! thou art blind,
Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find,

I held to her long bare arms, but she shudderd away from

me,
While the flush went out of her face as her head fell back on
a

tree,
And a spasm caught her mouth, fearful for me to see;

And still T held to her arms till her shoulder touch’d my
mail
Weeping she totter'd forward, so glad that I should prevail,
And her hair went over my robe, like a gold flag over 2 sail.
Wind, wind! thou asrt sad, art thou kind}
Wind, wind, unkappy! thou art blind,
Yet still thou wanderest the lly-seed to find.

T kiss'd her bard by the ear, and she kiss'd me on the brow,
And then'lay down on the grass, where the mark on the moss

is now,
And spread her arms out wide while I went down below.,
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Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind §
Wind, wind, unkappy I- thon art blind,
Vet still thou wanderest the lily-seed fo find.

And then I walk’d for a space to and fro on the side of the
hill,

Till I gatherd and held in my arms great sheaves of the
daffodil, v

And when I came again my Margaret lay there still,

I piled them high and high above her heaving breast,
How they were caught and held in her loose ungirded vest }
But one beneath her arm died, happy so to be prest|

Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thouw kind?
Wind, wind, unhappy! thou art blind,
Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.

Again T turn’d my back and went away for an hour;
She said no word when 1 came again, so, flower by flower,
I counted the daffodils over, and cast them languidly lower,

!
Wind, wind ! thou art sad, art thou kind?

Wind, wind, unhappy ! thou art blind,
Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed 1o find.

My dry hands shook and shook as the green gown show’d
ain
Clear'd from the yellow flowers, and I grew hollow with pz
And on to us both there fell from the sun-shower drops
rain,

Wingd, wind ! thou art sad, art thon kind?
Wind, wind, unkappy ! thou art blind,
Yet still thou wanderest the Kly-seed to find,

Alas! alas! there was blood on the very quiet breast,
Blood lay in the many folds of the loose ungirded vest,
Blood lay upon her arm where the flower had been pre
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1 shriek'd and lcapt from my chair, and the orange roll'd out
The famt yellow juice cozed out like blood from a wizard’s

Jar
And then in march'd the ghosts of those that had gone to
the war.

I knew them by the arms that T was used to paint
Upon lhexr Jong thin shields; but the colours were all grown

And famt upon their banner was Olaf, king and saint,
Wind, wind ! thou art sad, art thou kind?

Wind, wind, unkappy! thou art blind,
Vet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.



THE BLUE CLOSET

Tae DamozeLs,

Lapy Auice, Lady Louise,

Between the wash of the tumbling seas

‘We are ready to sing, if so ye please;

So lay your long hands on the keys;
Sing, “ Laudate puers”

And rver the great bell overkeaa
Boom'd in the wind a knell for the dead,
Though no one foll'd it, a knell for the dead.

Lapy Louise.

Sister, let the measure swell

Not too loud ; for you sing not well

If you drown the faint boom of the bell;
He is weary, so am 1.

And cver the chevron overhead
Flapgp'd on the banner of the dead ;
{Was ke asleep, or was ke dead 1)

Laoy Avice.

Alice the Queen, and Louise the Queen,
Two damozels wearing purple and green,
Four lone ladies dwelling here
From day to day and year to year;
And there is none to let us go;;
To break the locks of the doors below,
Or shovel away the heaped-up snow;
And when we die no man will know
That we are dead ; but they give us leave,
Ouce every year on Christmas-eve,
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To sing in the Closet Blue one song;

And we should be so long, so Iong,

1 we dared, in singing ; for dream on dream,
‘They float on in a happy stream ;

Float from the gold stnngs, float from the keys,
Float from the open’d lips of Lonise;

But, alas! the sea-salt oozes through

‘The chinks of the tiles of the Closet Blue ;
And ever the great bell overhead

Booms in the wind a knell for the dead,

The wind plays on it a knell for the dead,

[Z7ey sing all together.)
How long 280 was it, how long ago, .
He came to this tower with hands full of snow?

Kneel down, O love Louise, kneel down,” he said,
And spnnkled the dusty snow over my head.

He watch'd the snow melting, it ran through my hair,
Ran over my shoulders, white shoulders and bare,

“1 cannot weep for thee, poor love Louise,
* For my tears are all hidden deep under the seas;

*In a gold and blue casket she keeps all my tears,
But my eyes are no longer blue, as in old years;

" Yea, they grow grey with time, grow small and dry,
1 am so feeble now, would I might die.”

And in truth the great bell overkead
Left off kis pealing for the dead,
FPerckance, because the wind was dead.

Wil he come back again, or is he dead?
O1 is he sleeping, my scarf round his head?

Or did they strangle him as he lay there,
With,the long scarlet scarf I used to wear?

Only 1 pray thee, Lord, let him come here !
Both his soul and his body to me are most dear.
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that loves ME, 1 wait to receive
spirit this wild Christras-eve.
_ Through the floor shot up G
With a patck of eart from the Jand of the dead
For he was SONE in the land of the dead.
What mattet that his cheeks were
His kind Kiss'd lips all grey ?
«Q, love Louise, have you waited long? n
«Q, my 1ord Arthur, yea.”

air that bm':sh'd her cheek

Pear Lord,

Ejther body 0f
lily red,

pale,

His eyes were gro
As in the happy time.
«Q, love Louise, this is the key
Of the happy golden land!
the bridge with me&

Q, sisters, Cross
e full of sand.

My eyes ar
What matter that 1 cannot see,
If ye take me by the han ”

11 overkead,

And ever the great be
And the fumbling seas mourn'd for the dead ;
For their song ¢€aset and they were dead.
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THE TUNE OF SEVEN TOWERS

No one goes there now:
For what is left to fetch away
From the desolate battlements all arow,
And the lead roof heavy and grey
 Thersfore,” said faiy Yoland of iﬁz /Izrwmv,
" This is the fune of Seven Towers”

No one walks there now ;

Tgmant e ha mh'sn mmaanlahe

" ﬂu is the turie oj Sevm pr:r:."

Bat none can see them now,
Though they sit by the side of the moat,
Feet half in the water, there in 2 row,
Long hair 1o the wind afloat.
® Therefore,” said fair Yoland of the flowers,
W This és the tune of Seven Towwers.”

T, P
. . L
“ o Lo e
© This is the tune of Seven Toxers?
By my love go there now,
To fetch me my codf away,
My coif and my kmlc, with pearls arow,
. Qliver, go to-day !

“ ﬂere/ar:," said ﬁnr Yoland of the fotcers,
# This s the tune of Seven Towers”
19
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I am unbappy now,
I cannot tell you why
If you go, the priests and I in a row
Will pray that you may not die.
“ Listen 1” satd fair Yoland of the flowers,
& This fs the tune of Seven Towers.”

If you will go for me now,
I will kiss your mouth at last;
[She sayeth inwardiy.]
(Z%e grauves stand grey in a row,)
Oliver, hold me fast !
& Therefore,” said fair Yoland of the flowers,
W This is the tune of Seven Towers.”



GOLDEN WINGS

Mipways of a walled garden,

In the happy poplar land,

Did an ancient castle stand,
‘With an old knight for a warden,

Many scarlet bricks there were
T e . 3y .

On the bricks the green moss grew,
Yellow lichen on the stone,
Over which red apples shone ;

Little war that castle knew,

Deep green water fill'd the moat,
Each side had a red-bnck hip,
Green and mossy with the dnp

Of dew and rain ; there was a boat

Of carven wood, with hangings green
About the stern ; 1t was great bliss
For lovers to sit there and kiss

1o the hot summer noons, not seen.

Actoss the moat the fresh west wind
In very little ripples went ;
The way the beavy aspens bent
Towards it, was a thing to mind.

The painted drawbndge over it
Went up and down with gilded chains,
"Twas pleasant in the summer rains
Within the bndge-house there to sit.
it
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There were five swans that ne’er did eat

The water~weeds, for ladies came

Each day, and young knights did the same,
And gave them cakes and bread for meat.

They had a house of painted wood,
A red roof gold-spiked over it,
Wherein upon their eggs to sit

Week after week; no drop of blood,

Drawn from men’s bodies by sword-blows,
Came ever there, or any tear;
Most certainly from year to year

*Twas pleasant as a Provence rose.

The banners seem’d quite full of ease,
That over the turret-roofs hung down ;
The battlements could get no frown

From the flower-moulded cornices,

Who walked in that garden there?
Miles and Giles and Isabeau,
Tall Jehane du Castel beau,

Alice of the golden hair,

Big Sir Gervaise, the good knight,
Fair Ellayne le Violet,
Mary, Constance fille de fay,
Many dames with footfall light.

Whosoever wander'd there,
Whether it be dame or knight,
Half of scarlet, half of white

Their raiment was; of roses fair

Each wore a garland on the head,
At Ladies’ Gard the way was so:
Fair Jehane du Castel beau

" Wore her wreath till it was dead.

Little joy she had of it,
Of the raiment white and red,
Or the garland on her head,
She had none with whom to sit
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In the carven boat at noon;
None the more did Jehane weep,
She would only stand and kecp
Saying, “ He will be here soon.”

Many times in the long day
Miles and Giles and Gervaise past,
Holding each some white hand fast,
Every time they heard her say:

“Summer cometh to an end,
Undern cometh after noon;
Golden wings will be here soon,

What if I some token send?”

Stoop'd dowa 2 little she sat there,
Pt A

She beat some tune upon the gold ;
The minstrels in the gallery
Sung: * Arthur, who will never die,
In Avallon he groweth old.”

And when the song was ended, she
Rose and caught up her gown and ran;
None stopp’d her eager face and wan
Of all that pleasant company.

Right so within her own chamber

Upon her bed she sat; and drew

Her breath 1n quick gasps, till she knew ,
That no man follow’d after her:

She took the garland from her head,
» Loosed all her hair, and let it lie
Upon the covelit ; thereby
She laid the gown of white and red;
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And she took off her scarlet shoon,
And bared her feet; still more and more
Her sweet face redden’d ; evermore

She murmur'd: * He will be here soon;

“ Truly be cannot fail to know
My tender body waits him here;
And if he knows, I have no fear

For poor Jehane du Castel beaun.”

She took a sword within her hand,
Whose hilts were silver, and she sung,
Somehow like this, wild words that rung
A long way over the moonlit land :—

Gold wings across the sea!
Grey light from tree to tree,
Gold hair beside my knee,
I pray thee come to me,
Gold wings !

The water slips,
The red-bill'd moorhen dips.
Sweet kisses on red lips;
Alas! the red rust grips,
And the blood-red dagger rips,
Yet, O knight, come to me!

Are not my blue eyes sweet?
The west wind from the wheat
Blows cold across my feet;

Is it not time to meet

Gold wings across the sea?

White swans on the green moat,
Small feathers left afloat

By the blue-painted boat;

Swift running of the stoat;
Sweet gurgling note by note

Of sweet music.

) O gold wings,
Listen how gold hair sings, ‘
And the Ladies’ Castle rings,
. Gold wings across the sea.
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I sit on a purple bed,

Qutside, the wall is red,

Thereby the apple hangs,

And the wasp, caught by the fangs,

Dies in the autumn night,
And the bat flits till light,
And the love-crazed knight

Kisses the Jong wet grass:
The weary days pass,—
Gold wings across the sea !

Gold wings across the seal
Moonhght from tree to tree,
Sweet hair Iaid on my knee,
O, sweet knight, come to me}

Gold wings, the short night shps,
‘The white swan’s long neck drips,
1 pray thee, kiss my lips,

Gold wings across the sea.

No answer through the moonlit night ;
No answer in the cold grey dawn;
No answer when the shaven lawn

Grew green, and all the roses bnght.

Her tired feet look'd cold and thin,
Her lips were twitch’d, and wretched tears,
Some, as she lay, roll'd past her ears,
Some fell from off her quivering chin.

Her long throat, stretch'd to ats full length,
Rose up and fell nght brokenly,
As though the unhappy heart was nigh
Striving to break with all its strength

And when she shpp'd from off the bed,
* Her cramp'd feet would not hold her; she
Sank down and crept on hand and knee,
On the window-sill she laid her head.
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There, with crooked arm upon the sill,
She look’d out, muttering dismatly :
¢ 'There is no sail upon the sea,

No pennon on the erpty hill.

1 cannot stay here all alone,
Or meet their happy faces here,
And wretchedly I have no fear;
A little while, and I am gone.”

Therewith she rose upon her feet,

And totter'd ; cold and misery

Still made the deep sobs come, till she
At last stretch’d out her fingers sweet,

And caught the great sword in her hand;
And, stealing down the silent stair,
Barefooted in the morning air,

And only in her smock, did stand

Upright upon the green lawn grass;
And hope grew in her as she said:
*T have thrown off the white and red,

And pray God it may come to pass

“T meet him ; if ten years go by
Before 1 meet him ; if, indeed,
Meanwhile both soul and body bleed,

Yet there is end of misery,

“And I have hope. He could not come,
But I can go to him and show
These new things I have got to know,
And make him speak, who has been dumb.”

O Jehane! the red morning sun '
Changed her white feet to glowing gold,
Upon her smock, on crease and fold,

Changed that to gold which had been dun.

O Miles, and Giles, and Isabeau,
Fair Ellayne le Violet, ‘
Mary, Constance fille de fay!

Where is Jehane du Castel beau?
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O big Gervaise ride apace!
Down to the hard yellow sand,
Where the water meets the land.
This is Jehane by her face ;

Why has she a broken sword 7
Mary! she 1s slain outright ;
Verily a piteous sight;

Take her up without a word!

Giles and Miles and Gervaise there,
Ladies’ Gard must meet the war;
Whatsoever knights these are,

Man the walls withouten fear!

Axes to the apple-trees,
Axes to the aspens tall{
Barriers without the wall
May be lightly made of these.

O poor shivenng Isabeau;

Poor Ellayne le Violet,

Bent with fear) we miss to-day
Brave Jehane du Castel beau.

O poor Mary, weeping so!
Wretched Constance fille de fay}
Venly we miss to-day

Fair Jehane du Castel beau,

‘The apples now grow green apd sour
Upon the mouldenng castle-wall,
Before they nipen there they fafl.

‘There are no banners on the tower.

The draggled swans most eagerly eat
The green weeds trading in the moat;
Inside the rotting leaky boat

You see a slain man's stiffen’d feet.



THE HAYSTACK IN THE FLOODS

HAD she come all the way for this,

To part at last without a kiss?

Yesa, had she bome the dirt and rain
That her own eyes might see him slain
Beside the haystack in the floods?

Along the dripping leafless woods,

The stirrup touching either shoe,

She rode astride as troopers do;

With kirtle kilted to her knee,

To which the mud splash’d wretchedly ;
And the wet dripp'd from every tree
Upon her head and heavy hair,

And on her eyelids broad and fair;
The tears and rain ran down her face,

By fits and starts they rode apace,

And very often was his place

Far off from her; he had to ride

Ahead, to see what might betide

When the roads cross’d ; and sometimes, when
There rose a murmuring from his men,
Had to turn back with promises;

Ah me! she had but little ease;

And often for pure doubt and dread

She sobb’d, made giddy in the head

By the swift riding ; while, for cold,

Her slender fingers scarce could hold
The wet reins : yea, and scarcely, too,
She felt the foot within her shoe
Against the stirrup : all for this, ‘
To part at last without a kiss

Beside the haystack in the floods.
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For when they near'd that old soak'd hay,
‘They saw across the only way

‘That Judas, Godmar, and the three

Red running lions dismally

Grinn’d from his pennon, under which,
In one straight line along the ditch,
They counted thirty heads.

So then,
‘While Robert turn’d round to his men,
5She saw at once the wretched end,

*Nay, love, 'tis scarcely two to one,

At Poictiers where we made them nun

So fast—why, sweet my love, good cheer,
The Gascon frontier 1s so near,

Nought after this.”

Baut, * 0,” she said,
#My God t my God! I have to tread
‘The long way back without you ; then
The court at Paris ; those six men ;
The gratings of the Chatelet ;
The swift Seine on some rainy day
Like this, and people standing by,
And laughing, while my weak hands try
To recollect how strong men swim.
All this, or else a life with him,
For which I should be damned at last,
Would God that this next hour were past !’

He answerd not, but cnied his cry,
#“St. George for Marny !” cheenly;
And laid his hand upon her rem.
Alas! no man of all his train

Gave back that cheery cry agan,
And, while for rage his thumb beat fast
Wpon his sword-hilt, some one cast
About his neck a kerchief long,

And bound him.
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She laid her hand upon ber brow,
Then gazed UPOD. the palm, a5 thoug

Grew Godmar’s face from chin t0 head:
¢ Jehane, 00 yonder hill there stands
My castle, guarding well my 1ands:
What hinders ¢ from taking O

A wicked smile
Wrinkled her face, her lips grev™ thin,
A long way out che thrust her chin:
« You know that 1 should strangle you
While you were sleeping ; OF bite through
Your throat, by God’s help—-ah 17 she said,
«1ord Jesus, PIYY your poor maid !
For in such wise they hem m€ in,
1 cannot choos® but sin and sin,
\Whatever happens : yet1 think
They could not make me eat Of drink,
And so should I just reach my rest.”
« Nay, if you do not My behest,
O Jehane! though 1 love you wel e
Gaid Godmar, « ould I fail to tell
Al that1 know” Foul lies,” she said-
«Eh? lies my Jehane? by God’s head, *
At Paris folks Fould deem them true !
Do you know Jehane, they cry for you,
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* Jehane the brown ] Jehane the brown!
Give us Jehane to burn or drown ! '—
Eh—gag me Robert |- ~sweet my friend,
‘This were indeed a piteous end

Tam shnca amw Fnmace and Tnax faae

Consider, Jehane, which o take
Of hie or death 1"

So, scarce awake,
Dismounting, did she leave that place,
And totter some yards: with her face

And did not érear'n, the minutes crept

Most sharply round, and bis face burn'd.

For Robert—both his eyes were dry,
He could not weep, but gloomly

He seem’d to watch the rain, yea, too,
His lips were firm , he tried once more
To touch her Iips, she reach’d out, sore
And vain desire so tortured them,

The poor grey hps, and now the hem
Of his sleeve brush’d them.

With a start
Up Godmar rose, thrust them apart,
From Robert’s throat he loosed the bands
9[ silk and mail; with empty hznd_‘s

In Robert's hair, she saw lum bend
Back Robert's head; she saw him send
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TWO RED ROSES ACROSS THE
MOON

THERE was 2 lady lived in a hall,
Large in the eyes, and slim and tall;
And ever she sung from noon to noon,
Two red roses across the moorn.

There was a knight came riding by

In early spring, when the roads were dry;
And he heard that lady sing at the noon,
Tuwo red roses across the moon.

|1 SN | ST X e
v v v ¥} :

Ttwa red roses across the moon.

Because, forsooth, the battle was set,

And the scarlet and blue had got to be met,
He rode on the spur till the next warm noon :—
Two red roses across the moon,

But the battle was scatter'd from hill to hill,
From the windmill to the watermill,

And he said to himself, as it near'd the noon,
Two red roses across the moon.

You scarce could see for the scarlet and blue,
A golden helm or a golden shoe,,

So he cried, as the fight grew thick at the noor
Two red roses across the moon!

Venly then the gold bore through

The huddled spears of the scarlet and blu~-
And they cried, as they cut them down -
Ttwo red roses across I}u mam ! K
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Welland River

But the other, just an hour agone,
Has come from over sea,

And all his fell is sleek and fine,
But little he knows of me.

Now, which shall I let go, fair knight,
And which shall bide with me?

0, lady, have no doubt to keep
‘The one that best loveth thee,

O, Robert, see how sick I am!
Ye do not so by me.

Lie still, fasr love! hase ye gotten hamm
While I was on the sea ?

Of one gift, Robert, that ye gave,
1 sicken to the death,

I pray you nurse-tend me, my knight,
Whiles that I have my breath.

Six fathoms from the Stamford bridge
He left that dame to stand,

And whiles she wept, and whiles she cursed
‘That she ever had taken land,

Ta bas Juumtd .

Sir Robert’s house she did keeﬁ.
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RIDING TOGETHER

For many, many days together
The wind blew steady from the East;
For many days hot grew the weather,
About the time of our Lady's Feast.

For many days we rode together,
Yet met we neither friend nor foe;

Hotter and clearer grew the weather,
Steadily did the East wind blow.

We saw the trees in the bot, bright weather,
Clear-cut, with shadows very black,

- As freely we rode on together .

With helms unlaced and bridles slack.

Ang often, as we rode together,

We, looking down the green-bank’d stream,
Saw flowers in the sunny weather,

And saw the bubble-making bream,

And in the night lay down together,
And hung above our heads the rood,

Or watch’d night-long in the dewy weather,
The while the moon did watch the wood.

Our spears stood bright and thick together,
Straight out the banners stream'd behind,

As we gallop’d on in the sunny weather,
With faces turn’d towards the wind.

Down sank our threescore spears together,
As thick we saw the pagans ride;
His eager face in the clear fresh weather,
Shone out that lastatime by my side.
12






FATHER JOHNS WAR-SONG

Tue REAPERS.

S0 many reapers, Father John,

So many reapers and no little son,

To meet you when the day is done,

With little stiff legs to waddle and run?
Pray you beg, borrow, or steal one son.
Hurrah for the corn-sheaves of Father John !

FATHER JOHN.

O maiden Mary, be wary, be wary!

And go not down to the river,

Lest the kingfisher, your evil wisher,

Lure you down to the river,

Lest your white feet grow muddy,

Your red hair too ruddy

With the river-mud so red:

But when you are wed

Go down to the river;

O maiden Mary, be very wary,

And dwell among the corn!

See, this dame Alice, maiden Mary,

Her hair is thin and white,

But she is a housewife good and wary,
And a great steel key hangs bright

From her gown, as red as the flowers in com ;
She is good and old like the autumn comn.

MameEN Mary.

This is knight Roland, Father John,
Stark in his arms from a field half-won ;
Ask him if he has seen your son : «
Roland, lay your sword on the com,

The piled-up sheaves of the golden com.
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SIR GILES WAR-SONG

Hol is there any will vide with me,
Str Giles, le bon des barritres ¥

The clink of arms is good to hear,
The flap of pennons fair to see;
Ho!l is there any will ride with me,
Str Giles, le bon des barritves?

The leopards and lilies are fair to see,

“St. George Guienne” right good to hear:
Lol is there any will vide with me,
Sty Giles, le bon des barritres§

I stood by the barrier,
My coat being blazon’d fair to see;
Ho !l is there any will ride wwith me,
Str Giles, le bon des barridres?

Clisson put out his head to see,
And lifted his basnet up to hear;
I pull’d him through the bars to M,
Sir Giles, le bon des barritres.



NEAR AVALON

A sHip with shields before the sua,
Six madens round the mast,

A red-gold crown on every oze,

A green gown on the last.

The Ruttenng green banners there

Are wronght with ladies’ beads most faZ,
And a portraiture of Grenevere

‘The middle of each sail doth bear.

A ship with sails before the vr‘u‘
And round the belm six k:
Their heavmes are on,
‘They pass by many sizhes.

h,.h!:ti;.d,

The tatter'd scarlet banners there,

Right soon will leave the spearbeads tars,
Those six knizhts sorrowfcliy bear

In all their heaumes some yel'ow bair,



PRAISE OF MY LADY

My lady seems of ivory
Forehead, straight nose, and cheeks that be
Hollow'd a little mournfully.

Beata mea Dominal

Her forehead, overshadow’d much

By bows of hair, has a wave such

As God was good to make for me.
Beata mea Dominal

Nor greatly long my lady’s hair,

Nor yet with yellow colour fair,

But thick and crisped wonderfully :
Beala mea Dominal

Heavy to make the pale face sad,

And dark, but dead as though it had

Been forged by God most wonderfully
—DBeata mea Domina [—

Of some strange metal, thread by thread,
To stand out from my lady’s head,
Not moving much to tangle me.

Beata mea Dowinal

Beneath her brows the lids fall slow,

The lashes a clear shadow throw

Where I would wish my lips to be.
Beala mea Dominal

Her great eyes, standing far apart,
Draw up some memory from her heart,«
And gaze out very mournfully ;
—Beata mea Domina /—
B



Praise of My Lady

L B Y R

I wonder if the lashes long

Are those that do her bright eyes wrong,

For always half tears seem to be
—Beata mea Doming [—

Lurking below the underlid,

Darkening the place where they lie hid—

If they should nse and flow for me}
Beata mea Domnal

e foll 1 mm Lot e d 4 0

Her Iips are not contented norw,

Because the hours pass so slow

Towards a sweet time : {pray for me),
~—Beata mea Doming f~

Nav hnald the nasant £
1
1

—Beata mea Domina I—

So passionate and swift to move,

To pluck at any fiying love,

That I grow famnt to stand and see.
Beata mea Dommnal

Yeat there beneath them is her chin,
So fine and round, it were a s
To feel no weaker when I sec

—Beata mea Domina I—

God’s dealings ; for with so much care
*And troublous, faint lines wrought in there,
He finishes her face for me.

Beata mea Dominal
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SUMMER DAWN

Pray butx one prager fof me ‘twixt thy closed lips,
— et . e RN
the cloud-bars,
“That are patiently waiting there for the dawn .
Patient and colourless, though Heaven's gold
A . . e UL

Speak but one word to me over the com,
Over the tender, bow'd locks of the corn.



IN PRISON

WEARILY, Jrearily,

While, all alone,

Watching the 1oophole’s spark,
Lie I, with Tife all dark,

Feet tether'd, hands fetterd
Fast to the stone,

The grim walls, square letter'd
With prison’d men's groan:

Still strain the banner-poles
Through the wind's SONg&s
Westward the banner rolis
Over my WIong:



THE STORY OF THE UNKNOWN
CHURCH

AND OTHER PROSE ROMANCES






THE STORY OF THE UNKNOWN
CHURCH

[ was the master-mason of a church that was built more
han six hundred years ago; it is now two hundred years
since that church vamished from the face of the earth; it
was destroyed utterly,—no fragment of 1t was left; not even
the great pillars that bore up the tower at the cross, where
the choir used to jomn the nave. No one knows now even
where it stood, only n this very autumn-tide, if you knew
the place, you would see the heaps made by the earth~
covered ruins heaning the yellow com nto glonous waves,
50 that the place where my church used to be is as beauti-
ful now as when it stood in all its splendour I do not
remember very much about the land where my church was,
I have quite forgotten the name of st, but I know 1t was
very beautiful, and even now, while T am thinking of it,
comes 2 flood of old memones, and 1 almost seem to see
it agan,—that old beautiful land! only dimly do I see it
in spring and summer and winter, but T see it in autumn-
tide clearly now; yes, clearer, clearer, oh! so bnght and
glorious! yet it was beautiful too in spning, when the brown
earth began 1o grow green: beaubful in summer, when the
blue shy looked so much bluer, 1f you could hem a piece of
it in between the new white carving, beautiful in the solemn
starry mights, so solemn that it almost reached agony—the
awe and joy one had i their great beauty.  But of all these
beautiful times, I remember the whole only of autumn-tde,
the others come in bits to me, I can think only of parts of
them, but all of astumn; and of all days and mghts in
autumn, I remember one more partcularly. That autumn
day the church was nearly fimshed, and the monks, for whom
we were Duilding the church, and the people, who lived in
the town hard by, crowded round us oftentimes to watch usf...
carving. ¥
"
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142 Early Romances

Now the great Church, and the buildings of the Abbey
where the monks lived, were about three miles from ghe
town, and the town stood on a hill overlooking the rich
autumn country : it was girt about with great walls that had
overhanging battlements, and towers at certain places all
along the walls, and often we could see from the churchyard
or the Abbey garden, the flash of helmets and spears, and
the dim shadowy waving of banners, as the knights and lords
and men-at-arms passed to and fro along the battlements;
and we could see too in the town the three spires of the
three churches; and the spire of the Cathedral, which was
the tallest of the three, was gilt all over with gold, and always
at night-time a great lamp shone from it that hung in the
spire midway between the roof of the church and the cross
at the top of the spire. The Abbey where we built the
Church was not girt by stone walls, but by a circle of poplar
trees, and whenever a wind passed over them, were it ever
so little a breath, it set them all a-ripple ; and when the wind.
was high, they bowed and swayed very low, and the wind,
as it lifted the leaves, and showed their silvery white sides,
or as again in the lulls of it, it let them drop, kept on
changing the trees from green to white, and white to green;
moreover, through the boughs and trunks of the poplars, we
caught glimpses of the great golden corn sea, waving, waving,
waving for leagues and leagues; and among the corn grew
burning scarlet poppies, and blue corn-flowers ; and the corn-
flowers were so blue, that they gleamed, and seemed to burn
with a steady light, as they grew beside the poppies among
the gold of the wheat. Through the corn sea ran a blue
river, and always green meadows and lines of tall poplars
followed its windings. The old Church had been burned,
and that was the reason why the monks caused me to build
the new one; the buildings of the Abbey were built at the
same time as the burned-down Church, more than a hundred
years before I was born, and they were on the north side of
the Church, and joined to it by a cloister of round arches,
and in the midst of the cloister was a lawn, and in the midst
of that lawn, a fountain of marble, carved round about with
flowers and strange beasts; and at the edge of the lawn,
near the round arches, were a great many sun-fio\wers that
were all in blossom on that autumn day; and up many of
the pillars of the cloister crept passion-flowers and roses.
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‘Then farther from the Church, and past the cloister and its
buildings, were many detached build and a great garden
round them, all wthin the circle of the poplar trees; in
the garden were trellises covered over with roses, and con-
ee B w5 covEEe 9 t

XY Lh 0
and orange, and red, and white, with their soft, downy
feaves. 1 sud that nothing grew on the trellises by the
poplars but crimson roses, but I was not quite right, for in
many places the wild fiowers had crept mto the garden from
without ; lush green briony, with green-white blossoms, that
grows so fast, one could almost think that we see it grow,
and deadly nightsbade, La bella donna, O! so beantiful;
red berry, and purple, yellow-spiked Hower, and deadly,
cruellooking, dark green leaf, all growing together in the
glorious days of early autumn.  And in the mdst of the great
garden was a conduit, with its sides carved with histories
from the Bible, and there was on 1t too, as on the fountain
in the cloister, much carnng of flowers and strange beasts.
Now the Church itsel{ was surrounded on every side but

* the notth by the cemetery, and there were many graves
there, both of monks and of laymen, and cften the fnends
of those, whose bodies lay there, had planted fowers about
the graves of those they loved. I remember one such parti-
cularly, for at the head of 1t was a cross of carved wood, and
at the foot of it, facing the cross, three tall sun-flowers ; then
in the midst of the cemetery was a2 cross of stone, carved
on one side with the Crucifiion of our Lord Jesus Christ,
and on the other with Our Lady holding the Divine Child.
So that day, that 1 specially remember, in Autumn-tide, when
the Church was nearly finished, T was carving 1n the central
porch of the west front; (for I carved all those bas-reliefs in
the west ront with my own hand,) beneath me my sister
Margaret was carving at the flower-work, and the litle
quatrefoils that carry the signs of the zodiac and emblems
of the months: now my sister Margaret was rather more
than wwenty Fears o1d’ at that time, and she was very beaut-

Bl ek AL
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Now the great Church, and the buildings of the Abbey
where the monks lived, were about three miles from the
town, and the town stood on a hill overlooking the rich
autumn country : it was girt about with great walls that had
overhanging battlements, and towers at certain places all
along the walls, and often we could see from the churchyard
or the Abbey garden, the flash of helmets and spears, and
the dim shadowy waving of banners, as the knights and lords
and men-at-arms passed to and fro along the battlements;
and we could see too in the town the three spires of the
three churches; and the spire of the Cathedral, which was
the tallest of the three, was gilt all over with gold, and always
at night-time a great lamp shone from it that hung in the
spire midway between the roof of the church and the cross
at the top of the spire. The Abbey where we built the
Church was not girt by stone walls, but by a circle of poplar
trees, and whenever a wind passed over them, were it ever
so little a breath, it set them all a-ripple ; and when the wind
was high, they bowed and swayed very low, and the wind,
as it lifted the leaves, and showed their silvery white sides,
or as again in the lulls of it, it let them drop, kept on
changing the trees from green to white, and white to green;
moreover, through the boughs and trunks of the poplars, we
caught glimpses of the great golden corn sea, waving, waving,
waving for leagues and leagues; and among the corn grew
burning scarlet poppies, and blue corn-flowers ; and the corn-
flowers were so blue, that they gleamed, and seemed to burn
with a steady light, as they grew beside the poppies among
the gold of the wheat. Through the corn sea ran a blue
river, and always green meadows and lines of tall poplars
followed its windings. The old Church had been burned,
and that was the reason why the monks caused me to build
the new one; the buildings of the Abbey were built at the
same time as the burned-down Church, more than a hundred
years before I was born, and they were on the north side of
the Church, and joined to it by a cloister of round arches,
and in the midst of the cloister was a lawn, and in the midst
of that lawn, a fountain of marble, carved round about with
flowers and strange beasts; and at the edge of the lawn,
near the round arches, were a great many sun-flo\vers that
were all in blossom on that autumn day; and up many of
the pillars of the cloister crept passion-flowers and roses.
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turch, and past the cloister and its

T e o e aehed buidiggs, and a great gardan
round them, all within the circle of the poplar trees; in
the garden were trellises covered over with roses, and con-
volvolus, and the great-leaved fiery nasturtium ; and specially
all along by the poplar trees were there trellises, but on these
grew nothing but deep cnmson roses; the hollyhocks 100
were all out in blossom at that time, great spires of pink,
and orange, and red, and white, with therr soft, downy
feaves. | said that nothing grew on the trellises by the
DA o RN Pl S
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. ed with histories

. on the fountain

in the cloister, much carving of flowers and strange beasts.
Now the Church itself was surrounded on every side but
the notth by the cemetery, and there were many graves
there, both of monks and of laymen, and often the friends
of those, whose bodies lay there, had planted flowers about
the graves of those they loved. I remember one such parti-
cularly, for at the head of 1t was a cross of carved wood, and
at the foot of 1t, facing the cross, three tall sun-flowers ; then
in the midst of the cemetery was a cross of stone, carved
on one side with the Crucificion of our Lord Jesus Christ,
and on the other with Our Lady holding the Divine Child.

S P
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the west tront with my own hand )} beoeath me my sister
Margaret was carving at the flower-work, and the ltple
quatrefoils that carry the signs of the zodiac and emblems
of the months: now my sister Margaret was rather more
than twenty ears old‘ at lhat' time, and she was very beauti-

RREERNET R
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and I loved her very much, though I was not thinking of
her just then, as she stood beneath me carving. Now the
central porch was carved with a bas-relief of the Last Judg-
ment, and it was divided into three parts by horizontal bands
of deep flower-work. In the lowest division, just over the
doors, was carved The Rising of the Dead; above were
angels blowing long trumpets, and Michael the Archangel
weighing the souls, and the blessed led into heaven by
angels, and the lost into hell by the devil; and in the top-
most division was the Judge of the world.

All the figures in the porch were finished except one, and
I remember when 1 woke that morning my exuitation at the
thought of my Church being so nearly finished ; I remember,
too, how 2 kind of misgiving mingled with the exultation,
which, try all I could, I was unable to shake off; I thought
then 1t was a rebuke for my pride, well, perhaps it was.
The figure I had to carve was Abraham, sitting with a’blos-
soming tree on each side of him, holding in his two hands
the corners of his great robe, so that it made a mighty fold,
wherein, with their hands crossed over their breasts, were
the souls of the faithful, of whom he was called Father: I
stood on the scaffolding for some time, while Margaret’s
chisel worked on bravely down below. I took mine in my
hand, and stood so, listening to the noise of the masons
inside, and two monks of the Abbey came and stood below
me, and a knight, holding his little daughter by the hand,
who every now and then looked up at him, and asked him
strange questions. I did not think of these long, but began
to think of Abraham, yet I could not think of him sitting
there, quiet and solemn, while the Judgment-Trumpet was
being blown ; I rather thought of him as he looked when he
chased those kings so far; riding far ahead of any of his
company, with his mail-hood off his head, and lying in
grim folds down his back, with the strong west wind blow-
ing his wild black hair far out behind him, with the wind
rippling the long scarlet pennon of his lance; riding there
amid the rocks and the sands alone; with the last gleam of
the armour of the beaten kings disappearing behind the
winding of the pass; with his company a long, long way
behind, quite out of sight, though their trumpets sounded
faintly among the clefts of the rocks; and so I thought I
saw him, till in his fierce chase he leapt, horse and man, into
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We were by his bed-side, Margaret and I; I stood and
leaned over him, and my hair fell sideways over my face and
touched his face; Margaret kneeled beside me, quivering in
every limb, not with pain, I think, but ra;her shaken by a
passion of earnest prayer. After some time (I know not
how long), I looked up from his face to the window under-
neath which he lay; I do not know what time of the day it
was, but I know that it was a glorious autumn day, a day
soft with melting, golden haze: a vine and a rose grew
together, and trailed half across the window, so that I could
not see much of the beautiful blue sky, and nothing of town
or country beyond ; the vine leaves were touched with red
here and there, and three over-blown roses, light pink roses,
hung amongst them. I remember dwelling on the strange
lines the autumn had made in red on one of the gold-green
vine leaves, and watching one leaf of one of the over-blown
roses, expecting it to fall every minute; but as I gazed, and
felt disappointed that the rose leaf had not fallen yet, I felt
my pain suddenly shoot through me, and I remembered what
I had lost; and then came bitter, bitter dreams,—dreams
" which had once made me happy,—dreams of the things I
had hoped would be, of the things that would never be
now; they came between the fair vine leaves and rose
blossoms, and that which lay before the window ; they came
as before, perfect in colour and form, sweet sounds and
shapes. But now in every one was something unutterably
miserable; they would not go away, they put out the steady
glow of the golden haze, the sweet light of the sun through
the vine leaves, the soft leaning of the full blown roses. I
wandered in them for a long time; at last I felt a hand put
me aside gently, for I was standing at the head of—of the
bed; then some one kissed my forehead, and words were
spoken—I know not what words. The bitter dreams left
me for the bitterer reality at last; for I had found him that
morning lying dead, only the morning after I had seen him
when he had come back from his long absence—1 had
found him lying dead, with his hands crossed downwards,
with his eyes closed, as though the angels had done that for
him; and now when I looked at him he still lay there, and
Margaret knelt by him with her face touching hi§: she was
not quivering now, her lips moved not at all as they had
done just before; and so, suddenly those words came to my
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mind which she bad spoken when she kissed me, and whict
at the time I bhad only heard with my outward heanng, for
she had said, “Walter, farewell, and Chnst keep you; by
for me, T must be with hum, for so I promised him last nigh
that I would never leave him any more, and God will le
me go.” And venly Margatet and Amyot did go, and lef
me very lonely and sad

1t was Jjust beneath the westernmost arch of the nave
there I carved their tomb- I was 2 long tume carving 1t, ]
did not think I should be so long at first, and I said, “1
shall die when I have finished carving it,” thanking tha
would be a very short time.  But so it happened after I hac
carved those two whom I loved, lying with clasped hand:
like husband and wife above thewr tomb, that I could no
%C! Jeave carving it; and so that I might be near them ]
Jecame a monk, and used to sit n the chorr and sing, think
ing of the time when we should all be together agan, Anc
2s T had time I used to g0 to the westernmaost arch of the
nave and work at the tomb that was there under the great
sweeping arch; and in process of time I raised a marble
canopy that reached quite up to the top of the arch, and ]
painted it too as fair as 1 could, and carved it all about witk
wany flowers and histories, and in them 1 carved the face:
of those 1 had kpown on earth (for I was not as one or
e21th now, but seemed quite away out of the world). And a
carved, sometimes the monks and other people too woulk
€ome and gaze, and watch how the flowers grew ; and some:
DS too a3 they gazed, they would weep for pity, knowing
how all had been. So my hfe passed, and I lived m tha
abbey for twenty years after he died, till one morning, quit
€arly, when they came into the church for matims, they founc

me lying dead, with isel i hand, underneath the
tast inf s ;o';;, my chisel in my hand, underneal
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We were by his bed-side, Margaret and I; I stood and
leaned over him, and my hair fell sideways over my face and
touched his face; Margaret kneeled beside me, quivering in
every limb, not with pain, I think, but rather shaken by a
passion of earnest prayer. After some time (I know not
how long), I looked up from his face to the window under-
neath which he lay; I do not know what time of the day it
was, but I know that it was a glorious autumn day, a day
soft with melting, golden haze: a vine and a rose grew
together, and trailed half across the window, so that I could
not see much of the beautiful blue sky, and nothing of town
or country beyond; the vine leaves were touched with red
here and there, and three over-blown roses, light pink roses,
hung amongst them. I remember dwelling on the strange
lines the autumn had made in red on one of the gold-green
vine leaves, and watching one leaf of one of the over-blown
roses, expecting it to fall every minute; but as I gazed, and
felt disappointed that the rose leaf had not fallen yet, I felt
my pain suddenly shoot through me, and I remembered what
I had lost; and then came bitter, bitter dreams,-——dreams

. which had once made me happy,—dreams of the things I
“had hoped would be, of the things that would never be
ow; they came between the fair vine leaves and rose
ossoms, and that which lay before the window ; they came
‘as before, perfect in colour and form, sweet sounds and
shapes. But now in every one was something unutterably
miserable ; they would not go away, they put out the steady
glow of the golden haze, the sweet light of the sun through
the vine leaves, the soft leaning of the full blown roses. I
wandered in them for a long time; at last I felt a hand put
me aside gently, for I was standing at the head of—of the
bed; then some one kissed my forehead, and words were
spoken—I know not what words. The bitter dreams left
me for the bitterer reality at last; for I had found him that
morning lying dead, only the morning after I had seen hi
when he had come back from his long absence—I h;
found him lying dead, with his hands crossed downw-:;
with his eyes closed, as though the angels had done <
him ; and now when I looked at him he still lay */ ;
Margaret knelt by him with her face touching:i 2 =8
not quivering now, her lips moved not at'"'j
done just before; and so, suddenly thosr ™
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carved those two whom I foved, fjng wich €l B3y
ke hushand and wife above thewr tomb, that [ ex= =23
yet leave carving it; and so that I mizhe be ez Seer T
became a monk, and used to 51t 1n the chor =d &ny, 2%
ing of the time when we should all be together a2
a8 T had time I used to go to the westermmest axct
nave and work at the tomb that wis there voder 22 ez,
sweeping arch; and in process of time I raised 2 maxils
canopy that reached quite up to the top of theares, 222 T
painted it too as fair as I could, and carved it all abexs wesk
many fowers and histones, and 10 them 1 carved the fagey
of those I had known on earth (for I was ot as o= ez
carth now, but seemed quite away out of the world). And as
1 carved, sometimes the monks and other people toa would
:iume and gaz‘cx,‘ and waéchhhow the Bowers grew; and sorme-

mes 100 a3 they gazed, they would weep for pity, knowize
bow ail bad been. So my life passed, E.ud Iphzvye‘d m zh.%u
abbey for tweaty years after he dued, tll one mornizg, quite
eadly, when they came into the church for mauns, they found

me lying dead, with my chisel
125t Wy of the tomb, y chisel in wy hand, underneath the




LINDENBORG POOL®

1 rEAD once in lazy humour Thorpe’s “ Northern Mytho-
logy,” on a cold May night when the north wind was blowing ;
in lazy humour, but-when I came to the tale that is here
amplified there was something in it that fixed my attention
and made me think of it; and whether I would or no, my
thoughts ran in this way, as here follows.

So I felt obliged to write, and wrote accordingly, and by
the time I bad done the grey light filled all my room; so I
put out my candles, and went to bed, not without fear and
trembling, for the morning twilight is so strange and lonely.
This is what I wrote.

Yes, on that dark night, with that wild unsteady north
wind howling, though it was Maytime, it was doubtless dis-
mal enough in the forest, where the boughs clashed eerily,
and where, as the wanderer in that place hurried along,
strange forms half showed themselves to him, the more fear-
ful because half seen in that way: dismal enough doubtless
on wide moors where the great wind had it all its own way:
dismal on the rivers creeping on and on between the marsh-
lands, creeping through the willows, the water trickling
through the locks, sounding faintly in the gusts of the wind.

Yet surely nowhere so dismal as by the side of that
still pool.

I threw myself down on the ground there, utterly ex-
hausted with my struggle against the wind, and with bearing
the fathoms and fathoms of the heavily-leaded plumb-line
that lay beside me.

Fierce as the wind was, it could not raise the leaden waters
of that fearful pool, defended as they were by the steep banks
of dripping yellow clay, striped horribly here and there with
ghastly uncertain green and blue,

1 See Thorpe's * Northern Mythology,"” vol. ii. p. 214.
' g



Lindenborg Pool 151

‘They said no man could fathom it; and yet all round the
edges of it grew a rank crop of dreary reeds and segs, some
round, some flat, but aone ever flowering as other things
Rowered, never dying and being renewed, but alnays the
same stiff array of unbroken reeds and segs, some round,
some flat  Hard by me were two trees leafless and ugly,
made, it seemed, only for the wind to go through with a wild
sough on such nights as these; and for a mile from that
place were no other trees.

True, I could not see all this at that tume, then, in the
dark might, but I knew well that 1t was all there; for much
had I studied this pool 1n the day-trume, trying to learn the
secret of it, many hours I had spent there, happy with a
kind of happioess, because forgetful of the past. And even
ot ¥ uovu Suipuip i SULIGNING. St S
. ’ - te
just taken by the wind, knocking against each other, the flat
ones scraping all along the round ones? Could I not hear,
moreovet, the slow tnekling of the land-spnngs through the
clay banks?

The cold, chill horror of the place was too much for me;
T had never been there by mght before, nobody bad for
quite 2 long time, and now to come on such a mght! If
there had been any moon, the place would have looked more
as it did by day, besides, the moon shiming on water 1s
always so beautiful, on any water even. 1if 1t had beun star-
light, onc could have looked at the stars and thought of the
time when those fields were fertile and beautifu) {for such a
time was, I am sure), when the cowslips grew among the
grass, and when there was promuse of yellow-waving comn
stained with poppies ; that time which the stars had seen,
but which we had never scen, which even they would never
see again—past ttme !

Ah't what was that which touched my shoulder?—Yes, 1
see, only a dead leaf —Yes, to be here on thus eighth of May
too of all nights 1o the year, the mght of that awful day
when ten years ago I slew him, not undeservedly, God
knows, yet how dreadful 1t was'—Another leaf! and an-
other |—8trange, those trees have been dead this bundred
years, I should thimk, How sharp the wind 1s too, just as if
1 were moving along and meeting it ,—whv. T am moviar}
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what then, I am not there after all ; where am I then? there
are the trees ; no, they are freshly-planted oak saplings, the
very ones that those withered last-year's leaves were blown
on me from.

I have been dreaming then, and am on my road to the
lake : but what a young wood ! I must have lost my way;
I never saw all this before. Well—I will walk on stoutly.

May the Lord help my senses! I am 77ding /—on a mule;
a bell tinkles somewhere on him; the wind blows something
about with a flapping sound : something? in Heaven’s name,
what? My long black robes.—Why-—when I left my
house I was clad in serviceable broadcloth of the nineteenth
century.

I shall go mad—I am mad—1I am gone to the Devil—
1 have lost my identity ; who knows in what place, in what
age of the world I am living now? Vet I will be calm;
I have seen all these things before, in pictures surely, or
something like them. I am resigned, since it is no worse
than that. I am a priest then, in the dim, far-off thirteenth
century, riding, about midnight I should say, to camry the
blessed sacrament to some dying man. ‘

Soon I found that I was not alone; a man was riding clos
to me on & horse ; he was fantastically dressed, more so than
usual for that time, being striped all over in vertical stripes
of yellow and green, with quaint birds like exaggerated storks
in different attitudes counterchanged on the stripes ; all this
I saw by the lantern he carried, in the light of which his
debauched black eyes quite flashed. On he went, unsteadily
rolling, very drunk, though it was the thirteenth century, but
being plainly used to that, he sat his horse fairly well.

I watched him in my proper nineteenth-century character,
with insatiable curiosity and intense amusement ; but as a
quiet priest of a long-past age, with contempt and disgust
enough, not unmixed with fear and anxiety.

He roared out snatches of doggrel verse as he went along,
drinking songs, hunting songs, robbing songs, lust-songs, in
a voice that sounded far and far above the roaring of the
wind, though that was high, and rolled along the dark road
that his lantern cast spikes of light along ever so far, making
the devils grin: and meanwhile I, the priest, glariced from
him wrathfully every now and then to That which I carried
very reverently in my hand, and my blood curdled with
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shame and indignation ; but being a shrewd priest, I knew
well enough that a sermon would be utterly thronn away on
2 man who was drunk every day in the year, and, more
especially, very drunk then. So I held my peace, saying
only under my breath

#Dixit insipiens in corde suo, Non est Deus. Corrupti sunt
et abom’mab.res facts sunt in studns suis; non est qu faciat
bonum, non est usque ad unum: sepulchrum patens est guttur
eorum ; hingwms sws dolose agebant, venenum aspidum sub labus
eorum.  Dominum non invocaverunt ; ilic trepidaverunt timore,
ubj non erat timor.  Quis dabit ex Sion salutare Israel?”

and so I went on, thinking too at times about the man who
was dying and whom T was soon to see: he had been a bold
bad plundering baron, but was said lately to have altered his
way of lfe, having seen a miracle or some such thing; he
had departed to keep a tournament near his castle lately, but
had been brought back sore wounded, so this drunken ser-
vant, with some difficulty and much ble merriment,
had made me understand, and now lay at the point of death,
brought about by unskilful tending and such bke. Then 1
oS e e e b

S \ . .
same, actually the same as the face of my enemy, slain that
very day ten years ago? I did not hate him, either that
man or the baron, but 1 wanted to see as litle of lim as
postn"zle, ‘am"l I hoped that the ceremony would soon be over,

. tall
i ) r too
drunk to take much notice of me, only once, as he was
singing some doggrel, hike this, I think, making allowances
for change of language and so forth .
*The Duke went 10 Treves
On the first of November ;

His wife stay d at Bonn—
Let me sce, I remember

. “When the Duke came back
“To look for his wife,
We came from Cologne,
And took the Duke's lfe}
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**We hung bim mid high
Between spire and pavement,
From their mouths dropp’d the cabbage
Of the carles in amazement.”

t Boo—hoo! Church-rat! Church-mouse! Hilloa, Priest!
have you brought the pyx, eh?”

From some cause or other he seemed to think this an
excellent joke, for he almost shrieked with laughter as we
went along; but by this time we bad reached the castle.
Challenge, and counter-challenge, and we passed the outer-
most gate and began to go through some of the courts, in
which stood lime trees here and there, growing green tenderly
with that Maytime, though the north wind bit so keenly.

How strange again! as I went farther, there seemed no
doubt of it; here in the aftertime came that pool, how I
knew not ; but in the few moments that we were riding from
the cuter gate to the castle-porch I thought so intensely over
the probable cause for the existence of that pool, that (how
strange !) I could almost have thought I was back again
listening to the oozing of the land-sprngs through the higt
clay banks there. I was wakened from that, before it grev
too strong, by the glare of many torches, and, dismounting
found myself in the midst of some twenty attendants, wit’
flushed faces and wildly sparkling eyes, w“ " ‘they wer
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the heavy hangings ; once several people at ence, seemingly
quite by zccident, drew aside almost all the veils from the
i

Znd ehnind c omAlore mavrmpeiza of mawsanscome

yourself Iike a man.”

“ Ah, sharp one,” thought I, the author, * where are you
at Jast? try to pray as a test—Well, well, these things are
strangely like devils.—O man, you have talked about bravery
often, now is your time to practise it: once for all trust in
God, or 1 fear you are lost.”

Moreover it increased my horror that there was no appear-
ance of 2 woman in all these rooms ; and yet was there not?
there, those things—I looked more intently ; yes, no doubt
they were women, but all dressed like men ;—what a ghastly

lace |

“O man} do your duty,” my angel s2id; then in spite of
the bloodshot eyes of man and woman there, in spite of their
bold looks, they quailed before me.

1 stepped up to the bedside, where under the velvet cover-
1id lay the dying man, his small sparkling eyes only (but
dulled now by comng death) showing above the swathings.
I was about to kneel down by the bedside to confess him,
when one of those—things—called out (now they bad just
been whispering and sniggenng together, but the prest in
his righteous, brave scorn would nat look at them; the
humbled author, half fearful, half trustful, dared not): so one
called out:

*Sir Priest, for three days our master has spoken po
articulate word ; you must pass over all particulars, ask for
a siga only.”

Such a'strange ghastly suspicion flashed across me just
then; but I choked 1t, and 2sked the dying man if he re-
pented of his sins, and if he belivsed all that was pecessary
to salvation, and, if so, to make a sign, if be were able: the
man moved z little and groaned; so I took it for a sign, as
he was déarly incapable either of speaking or moving, and
accordingly began the service for the administration of the _
wacraments ; and as T began, those behind me and through
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all the rooms (I know it was through all of them) began
to move about, in a bewildering dance-like motion, mazy and
intricate; yes, and presently music struck up throngh all
those rooms, music and singing, lively and gay; many of the
tunes I had heard before (in the nineteenth century); I
could have swom to half a dozen of the potkas.

The rooms grew fuller and fuller of people; they passed
thick and fast between the rooms, and the hangings were
continually rustling ; one fat old man with a big belly crept
under the bed where 1 was, and wheezed and chuckled there,
laughing and talking to one who stooped down and lifted up
the hangings to look at him.

Still more and more people talking and singing and laughing
and twirling about, till my brain went round and round, and
I scarce knew what I did; yet, somehow, I could not leave
off; T dared not even lock over my shoulder, fearing lest I
should see something so horrible as to make me die.

So I got on with the service, and at last took the Pyx, and
took thereout the sacred wafer, whereupon was a deep silence
through all those rooms, which troubled me, I think, more
than all which had gone before, for I knew well it did not
mean reverence.

I held it up, that which I counted so holy, when lo ! great
laughter, echoing like thunder-claps through all the rooms,
not dulled by the veiling hangings, for they were all raised up
together, and, with a slow upheaval of the rich clothes among
which he lay, with a sound that was half snarl, half grunt, with
helpless body swathed in bedclothes; a huge swine that I had
been shriving tore from me the Holy Thing, deeply scoring
my hand as he did so with tusk and tooth, so that the red
blood ran quick on to the floor.

Therewithal he rolled down on to the floor, and lay there
helplessly, only able to roll to and fro, becanse of the
swathings.

Then rigbt madly skirled the intolerable laughter, rising to
shrieks that were fearfuller than any scream of agony I evef
heard ; the hundreds of peaple through all those grand rooms
danced and wheeled about me, shrieking, hemming me in
with interlaced arms, the women loosing their long hair and
thrusting forward their horribly-grinning unsexed faces toward
me till I felt their hot breath.

Oh{ how I hated them alli almost hated all mankind for
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their sakes ; how I longed to get right quit of all men; among
whom, as it seemed, all sacredest things even were made
a mock of. I looked about me fiercely, I sprang forward,
and clutched a sword from the gilded belt of one of those
who stood near me; 'l!; savage blows that threw the blood

LA VY

enough, because of my passion. )

1 was out in the courtyard, among the lime trees soon, the
north wind blowing freshly on my heated forehead in that
dawn. The outer gate was locked and bolted; I stooped
and maised 2 great stone and sent it at the lock with all my
strength, and I was stronger than ten men then; iron and
oak gave way before it, and through the ragged splinters I
tore in reckless fury, like a wild horse through a hazel hedge.

And no one had pursued me. I knelt down on the dear
green turf outside, and thanked God with streaming eyes for
my deliverance, praying Hum forgiveness for my unwilling
share 1n that mght's mockery.

Then I arose and tumned to go, but even as I didso I
heard a roar as if the world were coming in two, and looking
toward the castle, saw, not a castle, but a great clovd of
white lime-dust swaying this way and that in the gusts of the
wind.

Then while the east grew bright there arose a hissing,
gurgling noise, that swelled into the roar and wash of many
waters, and by then the sun had nsen a deep black lake lay
before my feet.

And this is how I tned to fathom the Lindenborg Pool



A DREAM

1 preaMep once, that four men sat by the winter fire
talking and telling tales, in a house that the wind howled
round.

And one of them, the eldest, said: ““When I was a boy,
before you came to this land, that bar of red sand rock,
which makes a fall in our river, had only just been formed ;
for it used to stand above the river in a great cliff, tunnelled
by a cave about midway between the green-growing grass
and the green-flowing river; and it fell one night, when you
had not yet come to this land, no, nor your fathers.

“Now, concerning this cliff, or pike rather (for it was a
tall slip of rock and not part of a range), many strange tales
were t0ld ; and my father used to say, that in his time many
would have explored that cave, either from covetousness
{expecting to find gold therein}, or from that love of wonders
which most young men have, but fear kept them back.
Within the memory of man, however, some had entered,
and, so men said, were never seen on earth again; but my
father said that the tales told concerning such, very far from
deterring him (then quite 2 youth) from the quest of this
cavern, made him all the more earnestly long to go; so that
one day in his fear, my grandfather, to prevent him, stabbed
him in the shoulder, so that he was obliged to keep his bed
for long; and somchow he never went, and died at last with-
out ever having seen the inside of the cavern.

¢ My father told me many wondrous tales ahout the place,
whereof for a long time I have been able to remember
nothing ; yet, by some means or another, a certain story
has grown up in my heart, which I will tell you some-
thing of: a story which no living creature ever told me,
though I do not remember the time when I knew it not.
Yes, I will tell you some of it, not all perhaps, but as much

as T am allowed to tell”
1358
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1 fle, leaning over the
The man stopped and pondcreg awf‘l‘lig {-n T s 2
fire where the flames slept under "h.° o He spok‘e again pre-
01d sman, and bis bair was quite white that in SOme WaF,
senly. “ And T bave fu}ued xom.e:ln:bc:, e story T
bow 1 know not, 1 am mixed up W % 2t the i
going to tell you” Again heh wa:,dﬂ:d Ec;?dd l::is kr.ec?
bendiog his head down till his beat ed°“ {for be bad
sousing himself, said in a changed voice - ay
%fe?u' spcﬂki%rs dreamily hitherto): * TE;‘ smxc’f’ﬂ(’f’:é
old house that you all know, with the limes 2 “i“- g
befote it, and the double line of very old Y":;‘f ]
up from the gateway-tower to the porch—you ':h ow
one will ive there now because it is 30 eerie; 2nd how even
e e
the ford fud drought up from a boy, &s he was the arphzfx of
a kinsman who haad fallen in combat in his quasel l\snr,
as the young knight and the young lady were both bearrifal
2and brave, and Joved beauty and good things ardestly, it was
natural enough that they should discover zs they grew op
that they were in love with one another ; and afterwards, ay
they weat on loving one another, it was, alas' rot zrnatura)
that they should sometimes have half-quarrels, very few 204
far between fndeed, and slight to lookers-on, even while they
lasted, but nevertheless witensely bitter and ushappy to the
principal partics thereto. 1 suppose their love then, whas-
ever 1t has grown 1o since, was not so al-sbsorbing as to
merge all differences of opinion and feebng, for 2gam there
were such differences then  So, upon a time 1t happened,
just when a great war had arisen, and Lawrence {for that was
the knight’s name) was sitting and thinking of war, and his
depanure from home, sitting there 1a a very grave, almost
& stern mood, that Ella, his betrothed, came , gay and
sprightly, in a humour that Lawrence often enough couid
il understang, and this nme liked less than ever, yet the
hare sight of her made him yeam for her full heart, which he
w18 not 10" have yet; so he caught her by the hand, and
tried to draw ber down 10 him, but she let her hand he,loosc .
in his, ind did not answer the pressure in which his heart
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flowed to hers; then he arose and stood before her, face te
face, but she drew back a little, yet he kissed her on th
mouth and said, though a rising in bis throat almost choket
his voice, ¢ Ella, are you sorry 1 am going?’ ‘¢ Yea,’ she said
‘and nay, for you will shout my name among the sword
fiashes, and you will fight for me” Ves, he said, “for love
and duty, dearest.’ ¢ For duty? ah! I think, Lawrence, i
it were not for me, you would stay at home and watch the
clouds, or sit under the linden-trees singing dismal love
ditties of your own making, dear knight: truly, if you tum
out a great warrior, I too shall live in fams, for I am cer-
tainly the making of your desire to fight.” He let drop his
haunds from her shoulders, where he had laid them, and said,
with a faint flush over his face, ‘ You wrong me, Ella, for,
though I have never wished to fight for the mere love of
fighting, and though,’ (and here again he flushed a little)
“and though I am not, I well know, so free of the fear of
death as a good man would be, yet for this duty’s sake,
which is really a higher love, Ell, love of God, I trust I
would risk life, nay honour, even if not willingly, yet cheer-
fully at least.” ¢Still duty, duty,’ she said; you lay, Law-
rence, as many people do, most stress on the point where
you are weakest ; moreover, those knights who in time past
have done wild, mad things merely at their ladies’ word,
scarcely did so for duty; for they owed their lives to their
country surely, to the cause of good, and should not have
risked them for a whim, and yet you praised them the other
day? ‘Did I#’ said Lawrence; ¢ well, and in a way they were
much to be praised, for even blind love and obedience is
well; but reasonable love, rensonable obedience is so far
better as to be almost a different thing; yet, I think, if the
knights did well partly, the ladies did altogether ill: for if
they had faith in their lovers, and did this merely from a
mad longing to see them do “noble” deeds, then had they
but little faith in God, Who can, and at His good pleasure
does give time and opportunity to every man, if he will but
watch for it, to serve Him with reasonable service, and gain
love and all noble things in greater measure thereby: but if
these ladies did as they did, that they might prove their
knights, then surely did they lack faith both ih God and
man. I do not think that two friends even could live to-
gether on such terms but for lovers—ah! Ella, Eila, why



A Dream 161

i !

2t me? on this day, almost the fast, we shal

ﬂi{ﬁ;{%ﬁ s[':g tong 3 Fila, your face is changed, your eyes

S Sl el her. ood Lord) ¢ Law-

. ks, *dare you,

. . * the red prke?

. ! your c%uxz;ige-'

be was startled WhEn e Saw sy wed how the fiery

\?\?o(slh:ushed up to his fochesd, then sank to his heart

acain, and s fece became s pale as the face of a desd

mant he Jooked at her and said, *Ves, Ella, I will go

now; for whay matter where I go?” He turned and moved

towasd the dooe; he was almost gone, when that evil spint

\eft her, and she cried out aloud, passionately, eagerly:

+lawrence, Lawrence, come back once more, 1f only to

strike me dead with your kmightly sword’  He hem_mtc_d,

wavered, turned, and in another moment she was lying in
his arms weeping into his hais,

#¢And yet, Ella, the spoken word, the thought of onr
hearts cannot be recalled, I must go, and go this mght too,
only promise one thing’ *Dearest what? you are always
righti’ *Love, you moust promase that if I come not agam
by te-morraw at moonnse, you will go to the red pike, and,
having entered the cavern, go where God leads you, and
seek me, and never leave that quest, even if it end nos bug
with death! ¢ Lawrence, bow your heart beats| poor heart !

soul, ot body and souf will die’ They sat sslent, and the
birds sang in the garden of llies beyond, then sad Ella
2gain; *Moseover, Jet us pray God to give us longer Tife, so
that if our natural Iives are short for the accotphishment of
ib“ quest, we may have more, yea, even many mote lives.’
He will, my Eila’ said Lawrence, ‘and I think, nay, I am
i“:t_l_h{} our wish ywill bu‘ granted; and 1, too, will add a

meet, bowever long the tune be before our meeting,’ she

e Y she
;:ud d 30 they knelt down and prayed, haad fast loclg}ed in
!n} ”mamume; anq afterwards they sat in that chamber
acing the east, hard by the garden of hlies ; and the sun
L
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fell from his noontide light gradually, lengthening the
shadows, and when he sank below the sky-line all the sky
was faint, tender, crimson on a ground of blue; the crimson
faded too, and the moon began to rise, but when her golden
rim first showed over the wooded hills, Lawrence arose;
they kissed one long trembling kiss, and then he went and
armed himself ; and their lips did not meet again after that,
for such a long, long time, so many weary years; for he had
said : ¢ Ella, watch me from the porch, but touch me not again
at this time ; only, when the moon shows level with the lily-
heads, go into the porch and watch me from thence.’

# And he was gone;—you might have heard her heart
beating while the moon very slowly rose, till it shone through
the rose-covered trellises, level with the lily-heads; then she
went to the porch and stood there,—

« And she saw him walking down toward the gateway tower,
clad in his mail coat, with a bright, crestless helmet on his head,
and his trenchant sword newly grinded, girt to his side; and
she watched him going between the yew-trees, which began
to throw shadows from the shining of the harvest moon.
She stood there in the porch, and' round by the corners of
the eaves of it loocked down towards her and the inside
of the porch two serpent-dragons, carved in stone; and on
their scales, and about their leering eyes, grew the yellow .
lichen ; she shuddered as she saw them stare at her, and
drew closer toward the half-open door; she, standing there,
clothed in white from her throat till over her feet, altogether
ungirdled ; and her long yellow hair, without plait or band,
fell down behind and lay along her shoulders, quietly, because
the night was without wind, and she too was now standing
scarcely moving a muscle.

. ' She gazed down the line of the yew-trees, and watched
how, as he went for the most part with a firm step, he yet
shrank somewhat from the shadows of the yews; his long
brown hair flowing downward, swayed with him as he walked ;
and the golden threads interwoven with it, as the fashion was
with the warriors in those days, sparkled out from among it
now and then; and the faint, far-off moonlight lit up the
waves of his mail coat; he walked fast, and was disappearing
in the shadows of the trees near the moat, but turaed before
he was quite lost in them, and waved his ungauntletted hand ;
then she heard the challenge of the warder, the falling of the
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drawbridge, the swing of the heavy wicket-pate on its binges;
and, into the “ ight "u llé'hls,.ﬂgd a P L' g '{haLdows of

-
« . . . . . . !
that same raiment that she had wom on the night before,
and went toward the nver and the red pike,

“The broad moon shone right over it by the time she came
to the river; the pike rose up from the other side, and she
thought at first that she would hase to go back again, cross
.
silver over the dark green water: she landed beneath the
shadow of that great pile of sandstone, whete the grass grew
green, and the flowers sprang fair night up to the foot of the
bare barren rock; it was cut m many steps tll it reached
the cave, which was overhung by creepers and matted grass ;
the stream swept the boat downwards, and Ella, her heart
beating so as almost to stop her breath, mounted the steps
slowly, slowly. She reached at last the platform below the
cave, and turning, gave a long gaze at the moonlt country;
*her last,’ she smid ; then she moved, and the cave hid her as
the water of the warm seas close over the peatl-diier

¢ Just so the night before had 1t dden Lawrence And
they never came back, they two ‘—ncver, the people say. 1
wonder what their love has grown to now; ah! they love,
T know, but cannot find each other yet. I wonder also if
they ever will”

So spoke Hugh the whitehaired  But he who sat over
against hum, a soldier as 1t seemed, black-bearded, with wild
grey eyes that his great brows hung over far; he, while
the others sat shil, awed by some vagne sense of spirits
being very near them, this man, Giles, cried out—'* Never?
old Hugh? it is not so —Speak! I cannot tell you how it
happened, but I know it was not so, not so :—speak quick,
Hugh! tell usall, all!” Lo
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“Wait a little, my sop, wait,” said Hugh; “the people
indeed said they never came back again at all, but I, but
I—Ah! the time is long past over.” So he was silent, and
sank his head on his breast, though his old thin lips moved,
as if he talked softly to himself, and the light of past days
flickered in his eyes.

Meanwhile Giles sat with his hands clasped finger over
finger, tightly, “till the knuckles whitened;” his lips were
pressed firmly together ; his breast heaved as though it would
burst, as though it must be rid of its secret. Suddenly he

rang up, and in a voice that was a solemn chant, began :
“In full daylight, long ago, on a slumberously-wrathful,
thunderous afternoon of summer” ;—then across his chant
ran the old man’s shrill voice : ¥ On an October day, packed
close with beavy-lying mist, which was more than mere
autumn-mist” :—the solemn stately chanting dropped, the
shrill voice went on; Giles sank down again, and Hugh
standing there, swaying to and fro to the measured ringing of
his own shrill voice, his long beard moving with him, said :—

“QOn such a day, warm, and stifiing so that one could
scarcely breathe even down by the sea-shore, I went from
bed to bed in the hospital of the pest-laden city with my
soothing draughts and medicines. And there went with
me a holy woman, her face pale with much watching; yet
1 think even without those same desclate lonely watchings
her face would still have been pale. She was not beautiful,
her face being somewhat peevish-looking ; apt, she seemed,
to be made angry by trifles, and, even on her errand of
mercy, she spoke roughly to those she tended :—no, she was
not beautiful, yet I could not help gazing at her, for her
eyes were very beautiful and looked out from her ugly face
as a fair maiden might look from a grim prison between the
window-bars of it.

““So, going through that hospital, I came to a bed at last,
whereon lay one who had not been struck down by fever or
plague, but bad been smitten through the body with a sword
by certain robbers, so that he had narrowly escaped death.
Huge of frame, with stern suffering face he lay there; and
1 came to him, and asked him of his hurt, and how he fared,
while the day grew slowly toward even, in that pegt-chamber
looking toward the west; the sister came to him soon and
knelt down by his bed-side to tend him.
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“0 Christ] As the sun went down on that dim misty
day, the cddouds and the thickly-packed mist cleared off,
to let him shine on us, on that chamber of woes and bitter
unpurifying tears; and the sunlight wrapped those two, the
sick nan and the minstering woman, shone on them-—
changed, changed otterly. Good Lord! How was I struck
dumb, nay, almost blinded by that change; for there—yes
there, while no man but 1 wondered; there, instead of the
unloving nurse, knelt 2 wonderfully beautiful majden, clothed
all in white, and with long golden harr down her back
Tendetly she gazed at the wounded man, as her hands were
put about his head, bfting 1t up from the pillow but 2 very
little ; and he no longer the gnm, strong wounded man, but
fair, and 1n the first bloom of youth , a bright polished helmet
crowned his head, a mal coat flowed over his breast, and his

together agan, Ella, love, how long will it be now before
the last tme of all?’  ‘Long,’ she said, ‘but the years pass;
talk no more, dearest, but let us think only, for the time is
short, and our bodies call up memones, change love to
better even than it %as in the old ume'

“Silence so, while jon myght count a hundred, then
with a great sgh: ‘Farewcll, Ella, for long,’—* Farewell,
Lawrence,’ and the sun sank, all was as before

“But 1 stood at the foot of the bed pondenng, til the
sister coming to me, sud- * Master Physician, this 1s no
time for dreamung, act—the panents are waiung, the fell
sickness grows worse 10 this hot close air, {eed’—(and she
swung open the casement), ‘the outer air 1s no fresher than
the air insde, the wind blows dead towards the west,
coming from the stagnant marshes, the sea1s like a stagnant
pool too, you can scarce hear the sound of the long, low
surge breaking® I turned from ber and went up fo the
sick man, and sad, ‘S Konght, mospite of all the sick-
ness about you, you yoursclf better strangely, and another
month will see you with your sword gt to your side
again!  4Thanks, kind master Hugh,' be sud, but im-
patiently, as 1f his mund were on other things, and he turned
1 his bed away from me restlessly

*And tll late that mght I winstered to the sick 1 that
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hospital; but when I went away, I walked down to the sea,
and paced there to and fro over the hard sand: and the
moon showed bloody with the hot mist, which the sea would
not take on its bosom, though the dull east wind blew it
onward continually. I walked there pondering till a noise
from over the sea made me turn and look that way; what
was that coming over the sea? Laus Deo! the WEST WIND:
Hurrah! I feel the joy I felt then over again now, in all its
intensity. How came it over the sea? first, far out to sea,
so that it was only just visible under the red-gleaming moon-
light, far out to sea, while the mists above grew troubled,
and wavered, a long level bar of white; it grew nearer
quickly, it rushed on toward me fearfully fast, it gathered
form, strange, misty, intricate form—the ravelled foam of
the green sea; then oh! hurrah! I was wrapped in it,—the
cold salt spray~—drenched with it, blinded by it, and when I

"could see again, I saw the great green waves rising, nodding

and breaking, all coming on together; and over them from
wave to wave leaped the joyous WEST WIND ; and the mist
and the plague clouds were sweeping back eastward in wild
swirls; and right away were they swept at last, till they
brooded over the face of the dismal stagnant meres, many
miles away from our fair city, and there they pondered
wrathfully on their defeat.

“But somehow my life changed from the time when I
beheld the two lovers, and I grew old quickly.” He ceased;
then after a short silence said again; * And that was long
ago, very long ago, I know not when it happened.”

So he sank back again, and for a while no one spoke;
till Giles said at last:

“Once in full daylight I saw a vision, while I was waking,
while the eyes of men were upon me: long ago on the after-
noon of a thunderous summer day, I sat alone in my fair
garden near the city; for on that day a mighty reward was
to be given to the brave man who had saved us all, leading
us so mightily in that battle a few days back; now the very
queen, the lady of the land, whom all men reverenced almost
as the Virgin Mother, so kind and good and beautiful she
was, was to crown him with flowers and gird a sword about
him; after the ‘Te Deum’ had been sung for the victory,
and almost all the city were at that time either in the
Church, or hard by it, or else were by the hill that was near
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the river where the crowning was to be: but I sat alonc in
the garden of my house as I said; sat grieving for the loss
of my brave brother, who was slain by my side in that same
fight.

g“l sat beneath an elm tree; and as I sat and pondered
on that still, windless day, I heard suddenly a breath of air
rustle through the boughs of the elm I looked up, and my
heart almost stopped beating, 1 knew not why, as I watched
the path of that breeze over the bowing lilies and the rushes
by the fountain; but when I looked to the place whence
the breeze had come, I became all at once aware of an
appearance that told me why my heart stopped beating.
Ah! there they were, those two whom before I had but
seen in dreams by might, now before my waking eyes in
broad daylight. One, a knight (for so be scemed), with
long hair mingled with golden threads, flowing over his
mail coat, and 2 bright crestless helmet on his head, his face
sad-looking, but calm, and by his side, but not touching
him, walked a wondrously farr maiden, clad in white, her
eyelids just shadowing her blue eyes: her arms and hands
sceming to float along wath her as she moved on quickly,
yet very softly; great rest on them both, though sorrow
gleamed through 1t.

“When they came opposite to where I stood, these two
stopped for a while, being 1n nowise shadowy, as 1 have
heard men say ghosts are, but clear and distinct. They
stopped close by me, as I stood motionless, unable to pray;
they turned to each other, face to face, and the maiden said,
¢ Love, for this our last true meeting before the end of all,
we need a witness; let this man, softened by sorrow, even
as we are, go with us.'

“1 never heard such music as her words were; though
I used to wonder when I was young whether the angels in
heaven sung better than the chonsters sang tn our church,
and though, even then the sound of the triumphant hymn
came up to me in a breath of wind, and floated round me,
making dreams, in that moment of awe and great dread, of
the old long-past days in that old church, of her who lay
under the pavement of it; whose sweet voice once, once
long ago, once only to me—yet 1 shall sec ber again.” He
became silent as he said this, and no man cared to break in
upon his thoughts, secing the choking movement in his
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hospital; but when I went away, I walked down to the sea,
and paced there to and fro over the hard sand: and the
moon showed bloody with the hot mist, which the sea would
not take on its bosom, though the dull east wind blew it
onward continually. I walked there pondering till 2 noise
from over the sea made me turn and look that way; what
was that coming over the sea? Laus Deo! the WEST WIND :
Hurrah! I feel the joy I felt then over again now, in all its
intensity. How came it over the sea? first, far out to sea,
so that it was only just visible under the red-gleaming moon-
light, far out to sea, while the mists above grew troubled,
and wavered, a long level bar of white; it grew nearer
quickly, it rushed on toward me fearfully fast, it gathered
form, strange, misty, intricate form—the ravelled foam of
the green sea; then oh! hurrah!{ I was wrapped in it,—the
cold salt spray-—drenched with it, blinded by it, and when I
could see again, I saw the great green waves rising, nodding
and breaking, all coming on together; and over them from
wave to wave leaped the joyous WesT WIND; and the mist
and the plague clouds were sweeping back eastward in wild
swirls; and right away were they swept at last, till they-
brooded over the face of the dismal stagnant meres, many
miles away from our fair city, and there they pondered
wrathfully on their defeat.

“But somehow my life changed from the time when I
beheld the two lovers, and I grew old quickly.” He ceased;
then after a short silence said again; “ And that was long
ago, very long ago, I know not when it happened.”

So he sank back again, and for a while no one spoke;
till Giles said at last:

“Once in full daylight I saw a vision, while I was waking,
while the eyes of men were upon me: long ago on the after-
noon of a thunderous summer day, I sat alone in my fair
garden near the city; for on that day a mighty reward was
to be given to the brave man who had saved us all, leading
us so mightily in that battle a few days back; now the very
queen, the lady of the land, whom all men reverenced ‘almost
as the Virgin Mother, so kind and good and beautiful she
was, was to crown him with flowers and gird a sword about
him; after the ‘Te Deum’ had been sung for the victory,
and almost all the city were at that time either in the
Church, or hard by it, or else were by the hill that was near
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the river where the crowning was to be: but I sat alone in
the garden of my house as I said; sat grieving for the loss
of my brave brother, who was slain by my side in that same
fight.

g“I sat beneath an elmtree; and as I sat and pondered
on that still, windless day, I heard suddenly a breath of air
rustle through the boughs of the elm. I looked up, and my
heart almost stopped beating, I knew not why, as 1 watched
the path of that breeze over the bowing lilics and the rushes
by the fountain; but when I looked to the place whence
the breeze had come, I became all at once aware of an
appearance that told me why my heart stopped beating.
Aht there they were, those two whom before I had but
seen in dreams by might, now before my waking eyes in
broad daylight. One, a knight (for so he scemed), with
long hair mingled with golden threads, flowing over his
mail coat, and a bnght crestless helmet on his head, his face
sad-looking, but calm; and by his side, but not touching
him, walked a wondrously fair maiden, clad in white, her
eyelids just shadowing her blue eyes: her arms and hands
sceming to foat along with her as she moved on quickly,
yet very softly; great rest on them both, though sorrow
gleamed through 1t,

“When they came opposite to where I stood, these two
stopped for a while, being in nowise shadowy, as I have
heard men say ghosts are, but clear and distinct, They
stopped close by me, as I stood motionless, unable to pray;
they turned to each other, face to face, and the maiden suid,
*Love, for this our last true meeting before the end of all,
we need & witness; let this man, softened by sorrow, even
s we are, go with us.’

“1 never heard such music as her words were; though
I used to wonder when I was young whether the angels m
heaven sung better than the chonsters sang in our church,
and though, even then the sound of the tnumphant hymn
came up to me in a breath of wind, and floated round me,
making dreams, in that moment of awe and great dread, of
the old long-past days in that old church, of her who lay
under (he. pavement of it; whose sweet voice once, once
Jong ago, once only to me—yet I shall see her again” He
became silent as he said this, and no man cared to break in
upon his thoughts, secing the choking movement in s
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hospital ; but when I went away, I walked down to the sea,
and paced there to and fro over the hard sand: and the
moon showed bloody with the hot mist, which the sea would
not take on its bosom, though the dull east wind blew it
onward continually, I walked there pondering till a noise
from over the sea made me turn and look that way ; what
was that coming over the sea? Laus Deo! the WEST WIND !
Hurrah! 1 feel the joy I felt then over again now, in all its
intensity, How came it over the sea? first, far out to sea,
so that it was only just visible under the red-gleaming moon-
light, far out to sea, while the mists above grew troubled,
and wavered, a long level bar of white; it grew nearer
quickly, it rushed on toward me fearfully fast, it gathered
form, strange, misty, intricate form—the ravelled foam of
the green sea; then oh! hurrah! I was wrapped in it,—the
_cold salt spray—drenched with it, blinded by it, and when 1
could see again, 1 saw the great green waves rising, nodding
and breaking, all coming on together; and over them from
wave to wave leaped the joyous WEST WiND; and the mist
and the plague clouds were sweeping back eastward in wild
swirls; and right away were they swept at last, till they
brooded over the face of the dismal stagnant meres, many
miles away from our fair city, and there they pondered
wrathfully on their defeat.

“But somehow my life changed from the time when I
beheld the two lovers, and I grew old quickly.” He ceased;
then after a short silence said again; “And that was long
ago, very long ago, I know not when it happened.”

So he sank back again, and for a while no one spoke;
till Giles said at last:

“Once in full daylight I saw a vision, while I was waking,
while the eyes of men were upon me: long ago on the after-
noon of a thunderous summer day, I sat alone in my fair
garden near the city; for on that day a mighty reward was
to be given to the brave man who had saved us all, leading
us so mightily in that battle a few days back; now the very
queen, tt}e %ady of the land, whom all men reverenced almost
as the Virgin Mother, so kind and good and beautiful she
was, was to crown him with flowers and gird a syord about
him; after the *Te Deum’ had been sung for the victory,
and almost all the city were at that time either in the
Church, or hard by it, or else were by the hill that was near
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the river where the crowning was to be: but I sat alone in
the garden of my house as I said; sat gricving for the loss
of my brave brother, who was slain by my side in that same
fight.

“1 sat beneath an elmtree; and as I sat and pondered
on that still, windless day, I heard suddenly a breath of air
rustle through the boughs of the elm. I looked up, and my
heart almost stopped beating, I knew not why, as I watched
the path of that breeze over the bowing lilics and the rushes
by the fountain; but when I looked to the place whence
the breeze had come, I becamc all at once aware of an
appearance that told me why my heart stopped beating.
Ah| there they were, those two whom before 1 had but
scen in dreams by night, now before my waking eyes in
broad daylight, One, a knight (for so he scemed), with
long hair mingled with golden threads, flowing over his
mail coat, and a bnght crestless helmet on his head, his face
sad-looking, but calm, and by his side, but not touching
him, walked a wondrously fair maiden, clad in white, her
eyelids just shadowing her blue cyes. her arms and hands
sceming to float along with her as she moved on quickly,
yet very softly; great rest on them both, though sorrow
gleamed through 1t

“When they came opposite to where I stood, these two
stopped for a while, being in nowisc shadowy, as I have
heard men say ghosts are, but clear and distinct. They
stopped close by me, as I stood motionless, unable to pray;
they tumned to exch other, face to face, and the maiden £aid,
¢ Laove, for this our last true mecting before the end of all,
we need a witness; let this man, softened by sorrow, even
2s we are, go with us.’

“I never heard such music 23 her words were; though
I vied to wonder when I was young whether the anzels in
heaven sung better than the chonsters sang in our ehurch,
and though, even then the sound of the tnumpbaat bymn
came up to me in a breath of wind, and fleatd round ms,
making dreaxs, in that moment of awe and great dread, of
the old leng-past dayy in that old church, of her who Ly
under the pavement of 12; whene swert voice crre, e,
long agn,%once cnly to me—yet I ahall see baz gz | ¥
became silone 21 he s2id this, and 1o rman cared o brmak
vpon Lis thoughty, sesing the choking mover <
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iver where the qémingwg to be: but 1 sat alpne in

&: l;.udcn of my house as 1 said; sat S““,"’B.fmtb‘he lns:
of my brave brother, who was slain by my side in that sam
ﬁgh‘i sat beaeath an elmtree; and as I sat and poodered
on that still, windless day, I heard suddenly a breath of air
Tumie through the boughs of theelm. 1 looked up, and my
heart almost stopped beating, I knew not why, as I watched
the path of that breeze aver the bowing hilies and the rushes
by the fountain; but when I locked to the place whence
the breeze had come, 1 became all ar once aware of an
appearance that told me why my heart stopped beating.
Ah1{ there they were, those two whom bel‘ore_l had but
seen in dreams by night, now before my waking eyes in
broad daylight.  One, 2 knight (for so he seemed), with
fong fait’ mingled with golden theeads, flowing over his
mail ¢oat, and a bricht eeacelace fatomas o B2 8 S0 F
sad-looking, but . - . .
him, walked a wt . Co
eyelids just shadowing her blue eyes: her arms and bands
seeming to float afong with her as she moved on quickly,
yet very softly; great rest on them both, though sorrow
gleamed through it. 3

#When they came opposite to where 1 stood, these two
stopped for a while, betng in nowise shadowy, as I have
heard men say ghosts ate, but clear and distinct. They
stapped close by me, as 1 staod motionless, unable to pray;
they turned to each other, face to face, and the maiden said,
! Lowe, for this our last true Meeting before the end of al),
we need a witness; let this man, softened by SOTIOW, even
as we are, go with s,

*1 never heard such music as her words were, though
1 used to wonder when I was young whether the angels i
heaven sung better than the choristers sang in our church,
and though, even then the sound of the tnumphant hyos
Qme up to me in a breath of wind, and floated tound me,
making dreams, in that moment of awe and great dread, of
the ofd long-past dags in that old chureh, of her who lay
under the pavement of it; whose sweer voice once, onew
fang ag0,"once only to me—yet 1 shall see her agam ™ He
became silent a8 he said this, and 0o man cared to break m
cpon bis thooghts, secing the choking movement m his
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throat, the fierce clenching of hand and foot, the stiffening
of the muscles all over him ; but soon, with an upward jerk
of his head, he threw back the long elf locks that had fallen
over his eyes while his head was bent down, and went on
as before: . .

“The knight passed his hand across his brow, as if to
clear away some mist that had gathered there, and said, ina
deep murmurous voice, ‘Why the last time, dearest, why
the last time? « Know you not how long a time remains yet?
the old man came last night to the ivory house and told me
it would be a hundred years, ay, more, before the happy
end.” ‘So long, she said; ‘so long; ah! love, what things
words are; yet this is the last time; alas! alas! for the
weary years ! my words, my sinl’ ‘O love, it is very terrible;
he said ; ¢ I could almost weep, old though I am, and grown
cold with dwelling in the ivory house: O, Ella, if you only
knew how cold it is there, in the starry nights when the north
wind is stirring ; and there is no fair colour there, naught but
the white ivory, with one narrow line of gleaming gold over
every window, and a fathom’s-breadth of burnished gold
behind the throne.  Ella, it was scarce well done of you to
send me to the ivory house’ ‘Is it so cold, love?’ she
said, ‘I knew it not; forgive me! but as to the matter of a
witness, some one’we must have, and why not this man?’
* Rather old Hugh,’ he said, ‘or Cuthbert, his father ; they
have both been witnesses before’ ¢Cuthbert, said the
maiden, solemnly, ‘has been dead twenty years; Hugh
died last night.” (Now, as Giles said these words, care-
lessly, as though not heeding them particularly, a cold
sickening shudder ran through the other two men, but he
noted it not and went on.) **This man then be it said
-the knight, and therewith they turned again, and moved on
side by side as before; nor said they any word to me, and
yet I could not help following them, and we three moved on
together, and soon I saw that my nature was changed, and
that I was invisible for the time, for, though the sun was
high, I cast no shadow, neither did any man that we past
notice us, as we made toward the hill by the riverside.

* And by the time we came there the queen was_ sitting at
the top of it, under a throne of purple and gold, with a great
band of knights gloriously armed on either side of her ; and
their many banners floated over them. Then I felt that
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those two had left me, and that my own sight visible nature
was returned ; yetstill did I fuel strange, and asif I belonged
not wholly to this earth. And I heard one say, in 4 low
yoice to his fellow, ¢ Sce, Sir Giles is here after all ; ‘)jcr, h‘ow
« Wt T el et TR sl Loty
noble stranger knight, our deliverer.” As be spoke, we heard
a great sound of trumpets, and therewithal a long linc of
kmights on foot wound up the hill towards the throne, and

. . . u P o u !
golden armour; himself clad in the rent mail and tattered
surcoat he had wom on the battleday; bareheaded, too;
for, in that fierce fight, in the thickest of 1, just where he
rallied our men, one smote off his helmet, and arnother,
coming from behind would have slan him, but that my
lance bit into his breast.

“So, when they had come within some twenty paces of
the throne, the rest halted, and he went up by hunself toward
the queen; and she, taking the golden hilted sword in her
left hand, with her nght hand caught hum by the wnst, when
he would have knelt to her, and held bim so, tremblingly,
and cried out, ‘ No, no, thou noblest of all knights, kneel
not to me: have we not heard of thee even before thou
camest hithcr? how many widows bless thee, how many
orphans pray for thee, how many happy ones that would be
widows and orphans but for thee, sing to thewr children, sing
to their sisters, of thy flashing sword, and the heart tnar
guides it]  And now, O noble one! thou hast dore the very
noblest deed of all, for thou hast kept grown m:n from
weeping shameful tears! Oh truly! the great st I can do
for thee 15 very little, yet, see this sword, goldea 1 od, and
the stones flash out from 1.’ (then she huzg u f’n—ndhf:\

*and see this wrcath of hlies and roses for thy head,
no whiter than thy pure heart, roses no tenderer thal
true love; and here, before all these my subjects, f
thee, noblest, in my arms, so, so.” Ay, truly 1t was st

enough! those two were together again ; not the quern'
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the stranger knight, but the young-seeming knight and the
maiden I had seen in the garden. To my eyes they clung
together there ; though they say, that to the eyes of all else,
it was but for 2 moment that the queen held both his hands
in hers; to me also, amid the shouting of the multitude,
came an undercurrent of happy song: ‘Oh! truly, very
truly, my noblest, a hundred years will not be long after
this) ¢ Hush! Ella, dearest, for talking makes the time
speed ; think only. ) )

“ Pressed close to each other, as I saw it, their bosoms
heaved—but I looked away-—alas! when I looked again, I
saw naught but the stately stranger knight, descending, hand
in hand, with the queen, flushed with joy and triumph, and
the people scattering flowers before them,

“And that was long ago, very long ago” So he ceased;
then Osric, one of the two younger men, who had been
sitting in awe-struck silence all this time, said, with eyes that
dared not mect Giles’s, in a terrified half whisper, as though
he meant not to speak, “How long?"” Giles tumed round
and looked him full in the face, till he dragged his eyes up
to his own, then said, “ More than a hundred years ago.”

* So they all sat silent, listening to the roar of the south-
west wind ; and it blew the windows so, that they rocked in
their {frames,

“Then suddenly, as they sat thus, came a knock at the
door of the house; so Hugh bowed his head to Osric, to
signify that he should go and open the door; so he arose,
trembling, and went.

*“And as he opened the door the wind blew hard against
him, and blew something white against his face, then blew it
away again, and his face was blanched, even to his lips; but
he plucking up heart of grace, Iooked out, and there he sarw,
standing with her face upturned in speech to him, a wonder-
fully beautiful woman, clothed from her throat till over her
feet in long white raiment, ungirt, unbroidered, and with a
long veil, that was thrown off from her face, and hung from
her head, streaming out in the blast of the wind ; which veil
was what had struck against his face: beneath her veil her
golden hair streamed out too, and with the veil, so that it
touched his face now and then. She was very fair, but she
did not look young either, because of her statue-like features.
She spoke to him slowly and queenly; ¢I pray you give me
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shelter in your house for an hoer, that I may rest, ard so gc
on my Jovmey agiin! He was w0 much termified to 2nswer
in words, and so only bowed his bead; and she swept past
him in stately wise 10 the To0m where the othess say, erd ke
follawed her, trembling.

A cold shiver ran through the other wmen when she
entered and bowed low to them, and they turned deadly
pale, but dared not move; 2ad there she sat while they
gazed at her, sitting there and wondering at her beauty, which
seemed to grow every minute; though she was plainly not
young, oh no, but rather sery, very old, who could say bow
old? there she sat, and her long, long hair swept dowa in
oné curve fram ber head, and just touched the floor. Her
face had the tokens of a deep somow on i, 2h! a mighty
sorow, yet not 30 mighty as that it might war her inefable
laveliness ; that sorrow-mark seemed to gather too, and at
last the gloriously-slow music of her words Bowed from her
Iips: * Friends, has one with the appearance of a youth come
here fately; one with long brown hair, interwoven with
thresde Af mnfd Bamee o Jac o £ PR
. B . -
Aaies as ne moves; have you seen sucl one, ve
beautiful?! ’ ¥ B w one, very

“Then withal as they shook their heads fearfully in
ff;l"r' a gxex:\( sigh rose up from her heart, and she said;

en must § go away again present, t zht i
was t‘hedlz\st nigght of:a’il.a'b F o and et T thaught it
nd so0 she sat awhile with her head restin,
hand; after, she arose as if abont to go, and nﬁngg E:
glorions head round to thank the master of the house; and
they, stmngely enough, though they were temfied a’g her
§;§l;§me, were yet gneved when they saw that she was

“Just then the wind sose ugher than ey
through the roar of it they could all hear pL:e,:‘ne];v :e{;izhy -
at the door sgain; 50 the lady stopped when she heaxdx}g
and, turning, lodked full in the face of Horman thaoms e
who theregpon, being
to the door; and s
strong against Bim ; wu iv uicw w0 bts tace, 50 28 to bl
bim, tresses of soft brown hair mingled with g'litteringzh?gg:
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of gold; and blinded so, he heard some one ask him musi-
~ cally, solemnly, if a lady with golden hair and white raiment
was in that house; so Herman, not answering in words,
because of his awe and fear, merely bowed his head ; then
he was ware of some one in bright armour passing him, for
the gleam of it was all about him, for as yet he could not see
clearly, being blinded by the hair that had floated about
him. .

“ But presently he followed him into the room, and there
stood such an one as the lady had described ; the wavering
flame of the light gleamed from his polished helmet, touched
the golden threads that mingled with his hair, ran along the
rings of his mail. ’

“They stood opposite to each other for a little, he and
the lady, as if they were somewhat shy of each other after
their parting of a hundred years, in spite of the love which
they had for each other; at last he made one step, and took
off his gleaming helmet, laid it down softly, then spread
abroad his arms, and she came to him, and they were clasped
together, her head lying over his shoulder; and the four men
gazed, quite awe-struck.

J“And as they gazed, the bells of the church began to
ring, for it was New-Year's-eve; and still they clung to-
gether, and the bells rang on, and the old year died.

 And there beneath the eyes of those four men the lovers
slowly faded away into a heap of snow-white ashes. Then
the four men kneeled down and prayed, and the next day
they went to the priest, and told him all that had happened.

“ So the people took those ashes and buried them jin their
church, in a marble tomb, and above it they caused to be
carved their figures lying with clasped hands; and on the
sides of it the history of the cave in the red pike.

**And in my dream I saw the moon shining on the tomb,
throwing fair colours on it from the painted glass; till a
sound of music rose, deepened, and fainted ; then I awoke.”

** No memory labours longer from the deep
Gold mines of thought to lift the hidden ore
That glimpses, movins up, thaa I from sleep
To gather and tell o'er
Each little sound and sight,” ¢



GERTHA'S LOVERS

CHAPTER 1
®BY THE RIVER

» All thocghu, all passions, all delights,
Whatever surs thas mortal frame,
All are tat tunisters of love,
And feed hus sacred flame.”
CoLERIDGE.

Lowg ago thert was 2 land, never mind where or when, 2
far country and good to live 1n, nch with wealth of golden
corn, beantiful with many woods, watered by great mvers,
and pleasant trickling steeams; moreover, one extrerity of
A S T S VAP DI SRS O SE b W
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one summer morming early, working with her needle, while
she thought of other matters as women use. She was the
daughter of a mere peasant, tiller of 1be kind sou, fisher in
the silver waters of the river that flowed down past his
cottage to the far-off aity; he lived from day to day seeing
few people, the one or two peighbours who lived in the
contages hard by, the priest of the httle hamlet, now and
then an artizan travelling in search of work; except, indeed,
when he went to the wars; for he was a fighting man,
were all the people of that country, when need way  His
wife was dead these five years, and his daughter alon: lived
with him ; yet she, though of such lowly parentage, was very
beautiful; nor merely so, but grand and queen-hke also ; such
4 woman as might inspire a whole people to any deed of wise
daring foz her love.

What d’xough!s were hers, a8 she sat working op that
fummer morming, the song of birds all about her, and the

+ lapping of the low, green nver waves on the white sand

i
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sounding fresh and pleasantly as the west wind blew them
towards her? What thoughts? Good thoughts, surely. For
the land wherein she dwelt—so fair a land, so small a land,
had never ceased to be desired by the tyrant kings who bore
rule round about. Always had they made war against it;
pever had tbey conquered, though sometimes they were
seemingly victorious in a scattered fight here and there,
through sheer force of numbers; for the dwellers in that
good land were of a different race to the lazy, slavish people
who dwelt about them. Many 2 song Gertha could sing you
of how, long, and long ago, they came from a land far over
the sea, where the spow-laden pine-forests, weird halls of
strange things, hang over the frozen waters for leagues, and
leagues, and leagues along the coasts that were the cradles of
mighty nations. Sailing over the sea then, long ago, with
their ships all a-blaze with the steel that the heroes carried,
they came to this land with their wives and children, and
here made desperate war with the wild beasts, with savage
swamps, dragon-inhabited, daring famine, and death in all
ugly shapes.

And they grew and grew, for God favoured them; and
those who dwelt nearest to the “Savage Land,” as it used
to be called, grew more and more like the strangers,
and their good rule spread; and they had a mighty faith
withal that they should one day ring the world, going west-
ward ever till they reached their old home in the east, left
now so far behind. Judge, therefore, whether the tyrant
kings feared these free, brave men! Judge whether, grow-
ing more and more cruel as they grew more and more
fearful, they strained the chain over the miserable millions
of their subjects so that with many it grew intolerable,
and was broken asunder; so that, both in well-doing and in
wrong-doing, God’s kingdom spread.

Think what armies went up against the good land; what
plains and valleys were sown with swords and spears and
helmets, and the bomes of valiant men; and from being
nameless once, only thought of as the place where such
and such a tree grew very plenteous, where such a river
ran, became now to be remembered to all time, nor to be
forgotten in eternity. t

Think of the desperate fights, in treacherous slippery
fords, where the round stones rolled and shifted beneath
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the hurtied trampling of men, fighting for life, and more
than life, amid the plash of the reddened waters in the
raw, gusty tnilight of the February mornings; or in close
woods, little Iighted up by the low sun just going to sink
when the clouds looked thunderous in the summer even-
ings; or with shouts from crag to crag of the great slate-
cliffs, with wrathful thundering of rocks down into the
thronged pass below, with unavailing arrow-flights, because
arrows cannot pierce the mountains, or leap about among
the clefts of the rocks where the mountaineers stand, fiercely
joy ous.

! )Think too of the many heads, old and young, beautiful
and mean, wept over, not joyously indeed ; nay, who knows
with what agony, yet at least with love unflecked by any
wandering mote of the memory of shame or shrinking;
think of the many who, though they fought not at al] with
spear or sword, yet did, indeed, bear the brunt of many
a battle in patiently waiting through heart-sickening watch-
ings, yet never losing hope, 1n patiently bearing unutterable
misery of scparation, yet never losing faith

Had not Gertha then enough to think of, as she sat
working hard by where the water lapped the white sand?
For this people were so drawn together, that through the
love they bore to one another sprung terrible deeds of
heroism, any one of which would be enough for a life-time’s
thought ; :J’mosl every man of that nation was a hero and
a fit companion for the angels; and the glory of their fathers,
and how themselves might do deeds that would not shame
them, were the things that the men thought of always, and
the women, for their part, looked to become wives to brave
men, mothers to brave sons.

So now Gertha was singing rough spirit-stirring songs of the
deeds of old, and thinking of them, too, with all her heart as
she sung. Why she, weak woman as she was, had not she
scen the enemies' ships hauled up on the island bank yonder,
and burned there? Were not the charred logs, which once,
painted red and black, used to carry terror to the peaceful,
slothful people of the islands, mouldering therc yet, growr;
over by the long clinging briony?  Did not her eyes flash,
her brow &nd checks flush with triumph, her heart swell and
heave beneath her breast, when the war-music grew nearerand
louder every moment ; and when she saw at Jast the hittle band
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part somewhat, as if he were striving to say something which
would not leave his heart; but the great man's eyes were
large and serenc, his lips full, his forchead clear, broad, and
white; his companion was sallow, his forchead lower and
rather narrow, his whole face drawn into wrinkles that came
not by age, for he was no older than the other.

They past as they had come, and when the last note of
their horns had died away, Gertha went about her household
duties; yet all that day, whatever she might do, however
much she tried to beat the phantom down, that stately man
with the golden hair floated always before her eyes.

Evening now, the sun was down, the hunt had swept away
past the cottage again, though not within sight of it, and the
two knights having lost therr compamons were rding on
slowly, their tired horses hanging down their heads.

“Sire, where are we going to?” said the small dark man;
#1 mean to say where past that beech-tree? the low swinging
boughs of which will hit you about the end of the nose, 1
should think. Ah! his head goes down, somewhat in good
time; he has escaped the beech-bough.”

But the other answered no word, for he did not hear his
friend speak, he was singing softly to himself:

L S

He sang this twice or thrice with his head sunk down
towards the saddlebow, while the other kmght gazed at
him with 2 sad half smule, half sncer on his lips and eyes;
then with a sigh he tumed him about and said, “ Pardon,
Leuchnar, you said something I did not hear; my mind was
not in this wood, but somewhere else, I know not where.
Leuchnar, we shall not find the hunt to-mght; let us, let us
seck rest at that cottage that we passed this momning; it
scems o be the only house near ”

“Yea, my Lord Olaf,” sard Leuchnar, smiling again in
that bitter, way, when he saw 1n spite of the twilight, both
of the sunken tun and of the thuck beech-wood, 2 great
blush come over Olaf’s face.

“Yea, for why should we not?” and as he said this,

M

L



178 Early Romances

he fairly burst out into strange explosive laughter, that did
not sound merry, yet was not repulsive, but sad only; for
Leuchnar was thinking of the ways of man, and founfl muph
to amuse him therein ; yet his laughter sounded sad in spite
of himself, for he was not one who was made to laugh, some-
how; but what specially made him laugh now was this, that
neither of them had forgotten that hour in the morning, and
the maiden sitting alone near the river: each of them, as
they burst through the greenest glades of the forest, with
cry of hound and sound of horn, had, according to his
faith, visions of a dark-haired maiden, sitting and singing,
her eyes raised and fixed on one of them; also both wished
to go there again, and accordingly had been sad laggards
in the hunt, and had lost themselves, not very unwillingly,
perhaps; yet now neither liked 1o confess his longing to the
other; Leuchnar would not even do so to himself, and for
these reasons he laughed, and his laugh sounded strange
and sad. .

But Olaf knew that he was in love, and all day long he
had been nursing that love delightedly ; he blushed yet more
at Leuchnar’s laugh, for these two seldom needed to tell
each other their thoughts in so many words, and certainly
not this time. ¥e bowed his head downward in his con-
fusion so low, that his gold curls, falling forward, mingled
with the full black of his horse’s mane, and growled out
therefrom ;

“You are a strange fellow, Leuchnar, though a good one;
but we will go.”

“Yea, to the peasant’s cottage, my lord,” said Leuchnar,
with his head raised, bis eyes set straight forward, and his
lips curled into something much more like a sneer than a
smile; thereat Olaf with a spring sat upright in his saddle,
and glanced quickly on either side of him, as though some-
thing had stung him upawares ; afterwards they both turned
their horses’ heads aside, and rode slowly in the direction of
the cottage, Leuchnar singing in a harsh voice, “ The King
rode out in the morning early,”—* though the dew has fallen
1gz;11'p," he muttered ; whereat Olaf gave an uneasy side glance
it him.

And soon they heard again the lapping of the'river waves
o the sand of the silver bay, only lower than before, because
he wind had fallen. Then presently they drew rein before
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the cottage door, when the moon was already growing golden.
Sigurd, Gertha’s father, came to the door, and courtcously
held the stirrups of the knights while they dismounted, and
they entered, and sat down 10 such fare as the peasant had,
and Gertha served them. Dut they prayed her so to sit
down, thar at last it seemed discourteous to refuse them,
and she sat down timidly.

Then said Sigurd, when they had eaten enough, “T pray
you tell me, fair kights, what nens there 1s from the aty,
if you come from thence, for there is a rumour of war
hereabout, only uncertamn as yer.”

“ Nay, at the aity,” Leuchnar said, *there is certain news
conceming one war, and even beside this, rumours of a
great conspiracy between the surrounding rulers of slaves,
The Emperor says that this valley always belonged to him;
though, indeed, he was not very anxious for it when poisonous
swamps spread out on both sides of the niver here ; or rather
his ancestors Iaid no ¢lum to 1t; but now, at all events, he
is coming to take his own, 1f he can get 1it, coming by way
gt is his only way, poor fellowl) of the mountain passes.

nly, my lord Adolf 15 off to mect him with ten thousand

Iy b

i A 1P RS N OV

if he gets through the mountams i any other way than as
a prisoner or dead corpse.”

Sigurd and Olaf taughed gnimly at Leuchnar's concert, and
Gertha's eyes flashed; while both the kmights watched her
without sceing how matters went with each other  “Then,”
said Sigurd agam, ** Concerning the young king, far knights,
what is he?” Olaf’s eyes twinkled at the question, and
Leuchnar seeing that he wanted to answer, It him do so,
watching him the while with 2 quaint amused look on his
face. *“Why,” said Olaf, *he 1s counted brave and wise,
and being young, will, I hope, Ine long, but he 1s very
ugly.* 1{::: ‘hc turned, and looked at his friend with a
Pt PR S Hrtaaib
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to laugh any more, but grew stately and solem d rather
wilent t00; bur Lavchnar talked much with wud he
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seemed to her to be very wisc; yet she remembered not
what he said, scarcely heard it indeed, for,was not the KING
by her; the king of all that dear people; yet, above all,
whether the other were 50 or not, %er king?

Poor maid! she felt it was so hopeless; nay, she said to
herself, “ Even if he were to say he loved me, I should be
obliged to deny my love; for what would all the people say,
that the king of so great a nation should marry a peasant
girl, without learning or wealth, or wisdom, with nothing but
a pretty face? Ah! we must be apart always in this world.”

And Olaf, the king, said, * So Leuchnar loves her—and I
love her. Well, it will change his life, I think ; let him have
her; poor fellow! he has not got many to love him. Be-
sides, sheis a peasant’s daughter; I am a great king. Vet is
she nobler than I am, for all my kingship. Alas, I fear the
people, not for mysel, but for her; they will not understand
her nobility ; they will only see that which comes uppermost,
her seeming wisdom, her seeming goodness, which, perchance,
will not show to be so much greater than other women’s, as
the queen’s ought to do. Then withal to her, if, perchance,
at any time I am not quite sufficient to fill her heart, will
come a weariness of our palace life, a longing for old places,
old habits ; then sorrow, then death, through years and years
of tired pining, fought against, bravely indeed, but always a
terrible weight to such an one as she is. Yet, if I knew she
loved me, all this ought to be put aside ; and yet, why should
she love me? And, if she does not love me now, what hope
is there ; for how can we see each other any more, living such
different far apart lives? But for Leuchnar this is other-
wise ; he may come and go often. Then he is wiser; ah!
how much wiser than I am; can think and talk quite won-
derfully, while I am but a mere fighting-man ; how it would
change his life too, when he found any one to love him
infinitely, to think his thoughts, be one with him, as people
say. Yes, let Leuchnar have her.”

Those three so seeming-calm! what stormy passions, wild
longings, passed through their hearts that evening! Leuchnar
seeming-genial with his good friendly talk, his stories of brave
deeds, told as if his heart were quite in them; speaking so
much more like other men than his wont was; ye{) saying to
himself, ““ She must see that I love her; when since I can
remember have I talked so?” Poor fellow ; how should she
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or every dccd which that r:x»du.am knx~ht, Leucbmr, less
present than his own tales, was telling of ; wheneves danger
clung abolut the bm-c mn lhosc u!s, her heart beat far fmr‘

h b

of hcr d hero; she

often, :u her heart w:mucred even from lhosc tales, why she
did not fall down before him and win his love or die. How
then could she think of Leuchnar?  Yet Olaf did think of
him, saw well through all his talking what he was thinking
of ; and, for his own part, though he did not taik aloud, and
though even what he said to himsell had to do with that
sub):ct dearest to him, yet none the less even to himsell
choked down fiery longings, hardly, very hardly to be re-
strained.

He tried hard to throw himself into Leuchnar’s heart,
to think of the loneliness of the man, and his wonderful
power of concentrating every thought, every least spark of
passion, on some one thing, he remembered how in the
years past he had clutched so eagerly at knowledge; how
that knowledge had overmastered him, made him more
and more loncly year by year, made him despise others
because they did not xNow, he remembered, with a certam
parg, how Leuchnar even despised him for one time; yes,
he could bear just then to recall all the bitter memonies of
that time ; how he saw it creeping over his friend, how he
grw i esn oot Tasdioes was oM oo o oe - -a g0 surely;
R o e e -kehxssmm
H e - - himself the
while; he rcmembcrcd how Lcuchn;r came back to him
af(:mrds, when knowledge faled him; and yet how it was
never the same between them as 1t had been, he remem-
bered then many a fight wherein they rode side by side
together, Leuchnar as brave as he, yet ever with that weight
of sclfscorn upon him, that made him despise even hus
bravery; yhile Olaf rejoiced in his own, reverenced that of
others; then he remembered how he was made king, how the
love of his countrymen became from that ume much more of
a passion, true Jove, than it had been; and through all these
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scemed to her to be very wisc; yet she remembered not
what he said, scarcely heard it indeed, for.was not the KING
by her; the king of all that dear people; yet, above all,
whether the other were so or not, Aer king? i

Poor maid! she felt it was so hopeless; nay, she said to
herself, “ Even if he were to say he loved me, I should be
obliged to deny my love; for what would all the people say,
that the king of so great a nation should marry a peasant
girl, without learning or wealth, or wisdom, with nothing but
a pretty face? Ah! we must be apart always in this world.”

And Olaf, the king, said, “ So Leuchnar loves her—and I
love her. Well, it will change his life, I think; let him have
her; poor fellow! he has not got many to love him. Be-
sides, she is a peasant’s daughter; I am a great king. Yet is
she nobler than I am, for all my kingship. Alas, I fear the
people, not for myself, but for her; they will not understand
her nobility ; they will only see that which comes uppermost,
her seeming wisdom, her seeming goodness, which, perchance,
will not show to be so much greater than other women’s, as
the queen’s ought to do. Then withal to her, if, perchance,
at any time I am not quite sufficient to fill her heart, will
come a weariness of our palace life, a longing for old places,
olgd habits ; then sorrow, then death, through years and years
of tired pining, fought against, bravely indeed, but always a
terrible weight to such an one as sheis, Yet, if I knew she
loved e, all this ought to be put aside ; and yet, why should
she love me? And, if she does not love me now, what hope
is there ; for how can we see each other any more, living such
different far apart lives? But for Leuchnar this is other-
wise ; he may come and go often. Then he is wiser; ah!
how much wiser than I am; can think and talk quite won-
derfully, while I am but 2 mere fighting-man ; how it would
change his life too, when he found any one to love him
infinitely, to think his thoughts, be one with him, as people
say. Yes, let Leuchnar have her.”

Those three so seeming-calm! what stormy passions, wild
longings, passed through their hearts that evening! Leuchnar
seeming-genial with his good friendly talk, his stories of brave
deeds, told as if his heart were quite in them; speaking so
much more like other men than his wont was; yel saying to
himself, “ She must see that I love her; when since I can
remember have 1 talked so?” Poor fellow ; how should she
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know that ? his voice was to her as lhe.mx’ca of & dream,
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of every deed, which that far-chstant knight, Leuschrar, Jess
preseat than his own tales, was teling of; whenever danger|
clung about the brave 0 those tales, her heant beat for fear
of her golden-harred, broxd-forcheaded hero; she wondered
ofien, 21 her heart wandered even from thase tales, why she
did not fali down before him and win hus love or die.  How
then could she think of Leuchnar?  Yet QOlaf did think of
him, saw well through all hus talking what he was thinkisg
of ; and, for tus own part, thoush he did not talk aloud, and
though even what ke said to lumself had 1o do with that
subject dearest to him, yet nonc the less even to himself
choked down fiery longings, hardly, very bardly to be re-
strained.

e ined hard 1o throw humsel into Leuchnar's hear,
to think of the lonclness of the man, and his wonderful
power of concentraung every thought, every least spark of
passion, on some one thing, he remembered how in the
years past he had cluiched so eagerly av knowledze, how
that knowledge had overmastered him, made m rmore
and more lonely year by year, made him despise others
because they did not kxow, he remembered, with a certain
pang, how Leuchnar even despised ham for one time, yes,
he could bear just then to recall all the bitter memories of
that time ; how he saw 1t creeping over bus friend ; how be
saw it strupgled agamst, yet sull gaming, gaiming so surely;
he called to mind that day, when Leuchnar spoke his scorn
out opaly, bitterly despising his own pride and humself the
while; he remembered how Leuchnar came back to hun
afteswards, when krnowledge faded him, and vet how it was
never the same between them as 1t had been, he remem-
bered then many a fight wherem they rode side by side
together, Leuchnar as brave as he, yet eser with that wesght
of selfscom upon hum, that made him despise even hus
bravery; ¥hile Olaf rejoiced 10 hus own, reverenced that of
others; then he remembered how he was made king, how the
lave of his countrymen became from that nme much more of
a passion, true love, than 1t had been; aadth  ~hall these
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things he tried to be Leuchnar, as it were ; not such a hard
thing for him ; for, through his unselfishness, he had gained
that mighty power of sympathy for others, whicl_a no fiercest
passion can altogether put aside, even for the time. So he,
too, had his thoughts, not easily to be read by others, not to
be expressed by himself.

So the night passed; and they went to rest, or what
‘seemed so, till they were wakened very early in the morning
by the sound of a trumpet ringing all about the wooded
river-shore ; the knights and Sigurd rose and went forth
from the cottage, knowing the trumpet to be a friendly one;
and presently there met them a band of knights fully armed,
who drew rein when they saw them.

“King Olaf,” said their leader, an old, white-haired knight,
“thank God we have found you! When we reached the
palace last night, after having lost you, there were waiting
for us ambassadors, bringing with them declarations of war
from the three Dukes and King Borrace; so now, I pray
you, quick back again! I have sent all about for men, but
the time presses, and there is a credible report that King
Borrace has already begun his march toward the plain; as
for the three Dukes (whom may the Lord confound!), Lord
-, Hugh's army will account for them, at any rate to hold them
" *in check till we have beaten King Borrace; but for him we .
must march presently, if we mean to catch him ; only come
King Olaf, and all will be well.”

Then knelt Sigurd before the king, as he stood with eyes
flashing, and cheek flushing, thinking how God’s foes were
hastening on to their destruction ; yet for all his joy he longed
to see Gertha, perhaps for the last time ; for she was not there,
neither did she come at Sigurd’s call.

So the King smiled sorrowfully when Sigurd made excuse
for her, saying that she feared so great a man as the King;
he could not help wishing she loved him, even though he
meant to give her up : so he said; he could not acknowledge
to the full what a difference her love would make to him.

Then would he have given Sigurd presents of money and
jewels, but Sigurd would not take them; only at the last,
being constrained, he took the King’s dagger, hilted with
curiously-wrought steel.

Then they all rode away together; Barulf, the old man, by
the King’s side, and talking eagerly with him concerning the
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ward and shining grimly from under his heavy brows like
ent-house roofs. )

Olaf took him by the arm and gripped him hard ; but he
tore it away fiercely ; he flung himself down before Olaf’s feet. .

“King Olaf,” he said passionately, *“I will not go, I will
stay here then, if you look at me like that—with your broad
white forehead and golden locks—you I will die here if 1
cannot live till I meet the enemy.”

Olaf stooped to raise him up, but he drew farther back
from him ; then said, still kneeling :

“No word—no word yet, king, from you—was it not
cnough, Olaf, that you should take care of me, and love me
in the days before youn were king—me, a lonely discontented
man, a black spot in the clear whiteness of the most loving
people of the earth? was it not enough that, on the day when
all the people shouted for Olaf, calling him the wisest and
the best, you, with the crown yet on your bead, the holy oil
not dry there, should take me by the hand, and say to all
the knights and ail the people, whom you loved so, whom
I (God help me!) loved not; ¢behold Leuchnar, my friend,
who has given me all the wisdom I ever had?’ Ah, king!
had you looked on me at that moment and seen even then
my curling lips saying to my false heart, ‘I am so much
wiser than these simple ones!’—but your clear eyes only
looked straight forward, glancing over the heads of the
people that was dear to you, despised by me. Was it not
enough, King Olaf, that you, as the days passed, still keeping
me the nearest to you, still asking me concerning everything,
should be beginning to thaw my hard heart and to shake my
faith in the faithlessness of Adam’s sons? were not these
things enough, that you also, first of all finding pretences to
mar the nobleness of your sacrifice even to your own heart,
should give your love up to me, not as I do now to you,
noisily, but quietly, without a word spoken ; then afterwards,
when you saw with what base eagerness I caught at that love
given up by you, and fearing terrible things for my wretched
soul if this went on, stopped me, like my guardian angel,
just now when I was sneaking off like a thief in the night,
and perhaps now-—God help me! God help mel—have
perhaps even made me do one thing in the whold course of
my life which it is good to have done in His eyes?”

Then, as he knelt there, like a man before the presence of
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« His face was not like the face of 2 man who is going to do
what he thinks wrong : I fear lest he go as my ambassador—
nay, do I fear? Yet surely that will be the best way to speed
his own wooing—Q Gertha! Gertha!—perhaps the sword:
will cut this knot so close ssound up together now ; yet I will
not pray for that, only that Leuchnar may live.” .

Then presently he was in the midst of his lords. Oh
what 2 weary ride that was of Leuchnar’s! It was early
morning when he started, high noon by the time he drew
rein 2t the cottage door; and that joy which at first he had
in his noble deed faded from off his face as the sun rose
higher, even as the dew did from off the face of the meadows,
and when he dismounted 2t that house of Sigurd’s, his face
was woful and ghastly to look on.

He knocked at the door, then entered when no one
answered : he said out alond, though he saw no one there,
as if be distrasted his power to repeat that lesson got by heart
with such pain: I bear a2 message to the Lady Gertba.”

Only the cool duskiness of the heavy-shadowed oak beams
met his eye, only the echo of his own hollow voice, and the
chirp of the spartows, the scream of the swifts,—met his ear.

For Gertha was not within; but from the wood she had
seen the glimmer of his arms in the hot noontide, and came
down, stately and slow, unmoved to look on, but her heart
of hearts wavering within her with hope and fear and ecstasy
of love: perhaps (O poor heart, what wild hopel) it might
be the king.

She met him just at the door from whence he had turned
to seek her: he durst not meet ber eyes, those grand fire-orbs
that had pierced him through and through that other day ; if
he had looked up at her face he would have seen the dis-
appointment, the sickness of hope deferred, showing some-
fvh;t Cihere in spite of her efforts to keep the appearance of
it Dack

He, with his face turned away, said, in a hard voice as
before, 1 bear a message for the Lady Gertha” No blush
coloured her pale cheeks, no start or trembling went through
her grand form ; she still held that flower in her hand, hold-
ing it with queenly sway, for it fitted in her hand like 2
sceptre: she said gently, “If you want Lady Gertha, you
must go elsewhere, my lord; I am Sigurd the husbandman’s
daughter.”
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«But you are Gertha that we heard sing that day,” he said
fercely, and tuming bis eager eyes suddenly on her.

«Yea " she sajd, trembling a little now, and tuming even
paler ; for she saw how matters went with him, and feared,
not any violence from him, for she soon read him through

VT N e e abet b Lenld €1 Qs 2and hafane

her heart again, leaving her very lips grey. She paused a
moment, with her arms stretched straight down, and her
hands dlenched : she said, without looking up:

“Tell hum, ‘No’; X am too lowly, not wise enotgh, I
should shame him ; 1 will not be queen— But—"

‘What wild passions rushed throush poor Leuchnars heart?
how he fought with that Devil which bad looked hum steadily
in the face 50 long, ever since he was bom till now.

Cha chand tham 6T hafaey B Clob aemn it 03 3
. . . [ O

Her colour came 2gain as she looked him in the faee, put
very close to bers now, sa close that she felt his bresth tpon
it; she said ealmly, almost proudly, “ Yea, I love him; how
could it be otherwise ™

*“Same token thes, for Christ’s soke, quuck, Gentha! and
where will you be in the war ime2* ek

* My father goes with me to-morrow to the

Aunll 3t B Aomor” anneans oF mnes a1 D

ulyutleu sl 1ast,

“* Poor fnizht1” said Gertha, looking afer ki irying|;
“then he loves me too; it seems r:;gg mﬁ“ﬁ p‘.’ wl"izy'x’
such 2 noble knight is so miserable.® 7

Yet she did feel very bappy, and soon forgot poor Leachezr
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and his sorrows, who was riding meanwhile wildly through
the forest; yet, as he drew further from her, the madness of
his passion abated 2 little ; he gave his horse rest at last,
and, dismounting, lay down on the ferns by the side of the
forest-path, and there, utterly worn out in mind and body,
fell asleep ; a dreamless sleep it was at first, as deep as death
almost, yet, as it grew lighter, he fell to dreaming, and at
last woke from a dream wherein Gertha had come to him,
shrieked out that Olaf was slain, then thrown her arms about
his neck ; but, as he tried to kiss her, he awoke, and found
himself under the beech-boughs, his horse standing over him,
and the bridle, hanging loose from the bit, dangling about
his face ; for the horse doubted if he were dead.

He rose from that dream with a great wrench of his heart,
and, mounting, rode on soberly. The moon shone down on
him now, for he had slept far into the night. The stone-crop
was fading fast, and as he looked at it, he doubted whether
to curse it or bless it, but at last raised it to his mouth and
kissed it, knowing whose lips had touched it before, looking
half-fearfully over his shoulder as he did so; perhaps he
thought a httle also how Olaf’s face would flush into perfect
beauty for joy, when he saw it; for joy mixed with a certain
regret for himself.

So, when he reached the palace, quite late at night, when
the moon was already setting, he found Olaf standing in the
great hall alone, looking pale and wearied.

Leuchnar came quite close to him, and said, taking his
hand and smiling a sick smile: “Olaf, she sent you this,
kissing it.”

Olaf caught the faded flowers, kissed them a thousand
times, knelt, and held them against his heart, against his
forehead. He murmured—what words I know not, or,
knowing, shall not say; while Leuchnar stood by with that
old bitter smile on his lips. Poor fellow ! he had expected
sudden clasping of Olaf’s arms about him, praise for his
nobleness, consolation for his failure. Ah! did he not know
himself what a passion love was? Then why did he expect
from so true a man as Olaf protestation that he was the first
when truly he was but the second? O} you all know what
it is to be second in such a race; it is to be nowhere. Why
he, too, if he had been successful, would have forgotten Olaf,
and the way his sword flashed in the battle. It was only now
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in his disappointment that 4 certain natural instiact made
‘i cateh at all the love that came across him of whatsoever
Yind, That was why ke thought so wuch of Olaf now. Ves,
and in a little time he did think of all this, and smiled no
more. “Poor Leuchnacl” ke said to himself, “you must
be very far in the buckground now, know that for certain.
Then, did you not know all this when you knelt here some
twelve hours back? O foolish Leuchnar! yet, poor Leuch-
nar, too {

And he was now so far from smiling that, but for his
manhood, he would have wept for self-pity. Moreover,
Qlaf came to him and said, laying bis hands on his
shoulders, and leaning forward towards his face:

“Vau are the noblest of all men, and wil in nomse lose
your reward.”

And Leuchnar knew that, or he might have gone mad;
yet be prayed that s reward might be death presently, in
the joyous battle.

C ' 1o en —eat Wing Bomace;
: but a lntie
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Then that day, among the aspens, they Jjotsed battle,
CHAPTER 111
THE LIGHT OF ISKAEL

TN, in the midst of them, the old
v man
:g:ke, :u!:‘,if all the rest sat s;lem, some gazin?sgw:c;l)lyagg
beforg:them. some on the far dead king, that lay there
X ?.ar.hc bad. been slain with one wound that had gone
o
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cloth, purple, gold-starved, that he lay \ex'pono;n g":g'e lf:}rl?rl\'g
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, at his head, they had laid his sword and armour, the
m yet having that stone-crop in it, the ends of the statks
east; for all the rest had been shredded off in that fierce
t. Great waxen candles burned all about him; two
sts sat at the head and two at the foot of the bier,
1 in gorgeous robes of deep sorrowful purple, gold-
broidered ; for these men reverenced man’s body so, even
en the soul was not so near to it as it had been, that, in
se hours of doubt and danger, they thought the time well
nt in making the body of their king, of him the best and
st beautiful of all men, look as beautiful as God would ever
e dead bodies look,

S0, while some gazed on the ground, some on the fair
d king, none weeping, but all stern with thought ; for they
} to think of him as being present with them in their
ncil, not dead—while they gazed earnestly, the old man,
ulf, arose and said,

‘Sons of the men that go from east to west, and round
in to the east! I advise you this day to do such a deed
valour as you have never done yet. Death in God's
alf, on the side of your friends, is not hard to bear,
thers, even when it comes slow and lingering ; but how
rious to die in a great battle, borne down by over-many
s, to lie, never dead, but a living terror for all time to
d's enemies and ours, a living hope to the sons of God.
d to die altogether, beholding, between the sword-strokes,
- faces of dear friends all a-light with intensest longing—
10t that glorious1”

Their stern faces lighted up with flushing of cheek and
hing of eye as he spake; for in their hearts was fear of
nething far worse than dying on that field between the
ens with friends’ eyes upon them. But Barulf went on.
“Yet, brothers, not this I bid you do. I give, as my
wnsel, that we depart this night, taking with us nothing
t our arms, some small provision, and this dear dead thing
e : turn our backs upon the foe, and depart, that we may
ch the mother-city, where the women and children are;
11 think I have good reasons for this.”

* And how then shall we face the women and children?”
d a young man moodily. -

‘ Brother,” said Barulf, “will you be a coward, indeed,
m fear of being thought a coward? your heart does not
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counse} this, I know; and as for the women and children,
are they mere beasts, so as not to understand this? will
they not say rather? * These men are warriors, they cannot
fear death ; then are they the braver to be so faithful, to be
without fear of reproach for fear, so faithful to us above all
thingy ; we will love them all the more,’”
“But why should we not die here, fighting, Sir Barulf2"
said another; “are there not men left when we arc all dead ?”
“Yea, dear knight, men, but not men erough. Think
awhile—Adolf with his ten thousand men, and God’s snow
and storm that arc tens and tens of thousands, guard the
passes against the emperor. Good—they are enough as it
is; but take away half for the defence of the cities, the
mother-city above ail, which is the weakest, the most beau-
tifol, the fullest of women and children of all—und then
would five thousand be enough to guard those passes?
Even as it is, were not this summer a cold one and the snows
deep, the emperor might drive his serf-soldiers, with whip and
sword-point over our dead soldiers’ bodies : but suppose they
were lessened, our heroes would indeed die tn therr places,
and would doubtless slay many of the enemy, but suppose
they killed and wounded twice their own numbez, yet two
days afterwards some 200,000 men would be marching over
our land within fifty miles of the beautiful aty.

“ Again, Edwin and his 300 ships, dihgently sailing into
every nook and strait of the pirate 1sland, and every day and
night solemnly passing to and fro, with the whte red-crossed
P?m'f’ E:Ln‘afir mast-kh_egds, ‘guan;l the coast well, bat let

Wi "h
UEdvens, LU Dty BUTEACE S fed and black stip-sdes wooid
YV Nupei - SRR A - -
Xl ‘.
uie Lnllh Weu £HOUZL LOW aganst tne three Dukes; who
prowl always like accursed cowardly wolves as they ar,
gnashing their teeth when they think that therr ymmsc;
cannot [ast much fonger, not more than another mozth ; azd,
stamping on the ground, mvoke the devil, their n::*:'.:—
german, when they remember that not a blade of £ or
ear of com {5 left in the country behind them, laid waste as
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it was with fire, by the cruel fools as they marched: they,
howling too for very rage when they see the wains in long
lines entering Hugh's camp, and when they hear the merry
sound of the trumpets, mingled often with the chaunting of
the priests and the singing of men, singing about death that
isno death. Ah! they howl, the wolves disappointed enough
now; but suppose Hugh were to weaken his camp so as no
longer to be able to send out his swarm of light-armed, who
prevent the enemy from spoiling the yet unwasted country ;
then, also, no longer fearing an attack, the Dukes march
nearer to him, get themselves corn and wine, cut off his
supplies, march past him at last with their 50,000 men, not
easy to destroy tken. For cowards as the Dukes are, and
imbecile drivellers, knowing nothing of war, yet have they
along with them crafty captains, who, when their highnesses’
passions master them not, give good advice which is listened
to, and the commoner sort, though robbers by nature and
nurture, have yet a certain kind of courage, and much
strength in body and skill of arms.”

In all the warriors’ faces you might have seen a gloomy
conviction that his counsel was good; but they sat silent,
it seemed such a shame to turn and flee before this enemy
they had just beaten.

Yet never for 2 moment did they doubt but that their
people would in the end prevail over the enemies that
hemmed them in, whatever became of those zo,c00 left
alive there on the plain; and Barulf spoke to the better
part of all their hearts, when he said:

“Does it then seem 50 hard a thing to you, sons of the
men that go westward, that we, having fought for three days
such a battle as this, should have at last to turn and flee,
carrying our dead king with us? Oh! it is hard, very bitter
and cruel, brothers; yet is it God’s will, and in his sight,
doubtless, is as glorious as if we all died here in our places,
And 1 am well assured that this and all things else only
hasten us westward ; it cannot be in any of your hearts that
this people should fail. Nay, rather our sons’ sons in the
after-time will speak of these as glorious days in which the
nations hedged us about, but in which we prevailgd mightily
against them.— ¢

“But for another matter"—and as he spoke, the memory
came across him bitterly that the king they had chosen but
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two years since lay dead before them now: then his face
:hanged, and so it was with alt of them, now that they were
free to think of that loss; for, but a little time back, he had
been with them; even just now, as they talked in their old
way of fresh battles, and thought of the swinging of the
swords, he had almost seemed to be there alve; but

now—
One of the priests who sat by him had fallen asleep,
weavied out with tending the wounded and dying, and s
P R
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s e ' . man,
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great-eyed, thinking of his mother and sisters whom he had
left in a castle of the lowland country, had taken one long
yellow tress of the dead man’s hair, and was absently twining
1t about his fingers.
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dead, I must not leave this held, bury me just avoul wuele
the enemy makes lus last stand before he turns’  For you
T A e cvva af thae #hat the far sty

bend to my mouth’ So I bent, and he 's:ud, fawntly am

burriedly: *Unde my mail, and take the paper therg ang
give it to the lords and knights m council’ So I took a
paper from his breast over his heart, the spear had pierced
2t through, and had carried some of it into the wound, and
the trickling blood bad stamed 1t, I took 1t from off the
broken truncheon of the lance which was yet in the wound.
1 showed if to him, he bowed his head in token that all was
well, when he bad looked at 1t eagerly; then he said: ‘T
wish to go, draw out the truncheon, faithful and trpe ! ;;oor
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Still the candles flared and flickered in the gusts that
stirred the tent, for the wind was rising with the moon ; and
at last the one nearest the tent door was blown out by a
long blast, end the priest who had been sleeping awoke,
drew up his body with 3 start, trying to fix his blinded
Blinking eyes on S Barulf’s face, as waked men use to do.

Thereat suddenly Barulf sprung to his feet, as if he too
way waking from sleep, and cried out aloud :

“Rouse ye, lords and krights, that we may march te our
queent for, for my part, our queen she shall be; all he said
and did was right and troe when he was alive; and he was,
and is, the wisest of all men, and she too 15 a right noble
worman ; was it never told you, knights, how she saved her
father when king Dorraee’s men took him prisoner? What
say you, shal} she be our gueen?” .

And they all said “ Yex"

Then again said Barcif: “Urless lords Edwin, Hugh,
and Adolf gainsay it (as I bave no doubt they will not), God
save queen Gertha!”

Then they all stood ©p and said: “God save gueen
Gertha!”

And Barulf said : *“Send 2 berald round zbout the army to
proclaim Gertha quees, and %o bid all to be ready to march

— L

ramn Tefres ta - o€ the moon.  Cause also
. - - wer to be present, that

. . L}
- "« of the knights, Barulf

aliu LeuLLN dmovg e, uited up the bier whereon the
king lay, and they marched together towards the burial-
place; and the standard-bearer bore the great banner to fiap
above him, and the priests went before and after, chaunting ;
and a great body of kmzhrs and soldiers went with them 2s
they musched over the plam; and the great moon, risen now,
struck on their arms, threw the shadows of them weirdly on
the dead that ay so thick among the trees, looked down on
by the sammer moon, tustled over by the full-leaved aspens.
abontey :;;mt a full mﬂ:gotﬂl they came to 2 place Gy
ut wil n-trees, ot wh ey that
ha%beeni::zﬁébmkm ch the enezy pﬂ-“ P
Here thy boried him, standing about in 2 =g £
thick ranks as ever in t“ki' battle ; tearlessly 2ad "“"'fff
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they listened to the chaunting, they lifted up their voices,
and very musically their sorrow of heart was spoken.

“Listen!” said king Borrace’s men, when they heard the
singing; *Hark to the psalm-singing dogs! but by about
this time to-morrow they will be beginning to leave off singing
for good and all, for clearly the fools will wait to be killed,
and we shall kill them all, and then hurrah for plunder!”

But the next day about noontide, when they, (not hurrying
themselves, for they thought they were quite safe,) when
they reached the camp, behold it was empty, for they all
marched the night before, and were now still marching along
the dusty road leagues and leagues from that battle-field.

‘Whereon king Borrace, instead of pursuing them, returned
to his camp, where he gnashed his teeth for some half-hour
or 50, and held a great feast, he and his, and stayed on that
field for three days,—* To give his army rest,” he said.

CHAPTER IV
GERTHA THE QUEEN

AnD meantime how did it fare with Gertha?

The time passed slowly between hope and fear, and all the
time was weary with a sick longing that would have been no
less had he but gone out on a hunting expedition. She had
pity too for those who were sick with love and dread, and
all those who looked on her loved her.

Then one evening about sunsettime, as the nuns were
singing in their chapel and she with them, as the low sun
struck through the western window, and smote upon the
gold about the altar till it changed it to a wonderful crimson,
upon which the pale painted angels that flecked the gold
showed purer and paler than ever—there came, on that
sunset evening, far off and faint at first, across, over the
roofs of the houses up to the hill whereon the Abbey stood,
a sound of shouting mingled with the wailing of women, and
the still sadder and more awful wailing of the great trumpets,
which seemed to be the gathered sorrow from tht hearts of

the men, who themselves could not wail because of their
manhood.
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Tremblingly the nuns heard it, and their hymns fainted
and died, as that awful sound of the indignant sorrow of a
whole people going up to heaven rose and decpened, and
swept onward : and Gertha turned pale even to the lips, and
trembled too, at first, like an aspen-leaf, her heart beating
so the while that she could hear the throbbings of it; but
with 2 mighty effort she put back the trembling fever; she
said Iow to herself: * He is dead, and I must not die yet.”
Then she left her seat and walked, pale in her face like a
marble statue, up to the altar; she turned round and faced
the door and the sun, none hindenng her, for they said,
“'she waits for news about the battle.”

The sun was on her forehead at first 2s she stood still,
but it sank lower till it touched her lips, and they seemed
to quiver (though she held them still) in that flood of Light.

So she stood, when lo! the clash of arms in the vestibule,
and there entered armed knights without bowing to the altar
or ctossing themselves, Leuchnar first, then Barulf and some
twenty lords following him; the others gazed about con-
fusedly at first, but Leuchnar going before them all, walked
swiftly up to the place where Gertha stood, and fell before
her feet, spreading his arms out towards her as he did so,
and his iron armour rattled with strange echo about the
vaulted roof; she did not look at him, her eyes beheld
rather the far off battle-field, and Olaf lying there some-
where under the earth,

*Queen Gertha,” he began; but his voice failled him for
thronging memories; Sir Barulf and the others drew rever-
ently towards the two, and waited a hittle way off standing
in a half circle. he heaved a great sigh, then bent lower
yet, till his mail clinked agamnst the step whereon she stood,
then suddenly raised his passionate eyes to hers, and gazed
till she was forced to look on him both with heart and eyes.

She beheld him pityingly. he said again: “ Queen Gerthal”
(thereat she started) ** Queen Gertha, he 1s dead.”

“ O Lenchnar, I heard the trumpets sing 1t so, therefore
I stayed here for his message ; what is it?”

*That you must be Queen over us yet awhile, Lady
Gertha.” .

** Ah1%and must I be; may I not go to him at once? for
do you know, Leuchnar,” (and she stooped down low towards
him, and laid her hand on his head as he knelt) “do you
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by the wind: * Art thou not dead, then?” shouted Borrace
furiously, and with a great curse he drew the bolt.

The stone flew fiercely enough, but not towards Gertha;
it went sideways, and struck down two of Borrace’s own
lords, dashing the life out of the first and maiming the other
for life. Borrace flung on to his horse, howling out like a
mad dog, “Witch! Witch!” and like a man possessed
galloped toward the city as though he would leap wall and
ditch, screaming such mad blasphemy as cannot be written.

After him very swiftly galloped some fifty knights and
men-at-arms for his protection, and but just in time ; for one
of the city gates swung open, the drawbridge fell with a heavy
thump, and out rode a single knight armed with a northern
axe instead of a spear, slim in figure, but seeming to be good
at war. He dashed through the first few of Borrace’s horse-
men, who came up in scattered fashion because they had
been riding as in a race, unhorsing a man to right and left of
him as he passed through them, then made right at the
King ; as they met, Borrace struck out blind with rage at the
knight, who putting aside the heavy mace smote him on the
side of the helm, that he tumbled clean out of the saddle.

“Gertha! Gertha!” shouted the knight, and he caught

" Borrace’s horse by the bridle, and dashed off towards the
gate again, where in the flanking towers the archers stood
ready to cover his retreat; for some twenty yards as they
galloped furiously on, Borrace dragged in the stirrup, then
the stirrup-leather broke, and his horsemen seeing bim lie
still there, gave up the pursuit of the victorious knight, which
was the better advised, as the first flight of arrows from the
bowmen had already slain three outright, and wounded five,
and they were again getting their strings to their ears.

“Gertha! Leuchnar for Gertha!” rang from the knight
again, as he tumed just before he crossed the drawbridge ;
but the last of the enemies stood up in his stirrups and poised
his lance in act to throw; but before it left his hand an
arrow had leapt through his throat, and he fell dead.
“Gertha!” shouted the archer. And then again the draw-
bridge swayed up, letting little stones fall into the moat from
it, down rattled the portcullis, and the heavy gate swung to.

Then presently arose mightily the cry of # Gerthd! Gertha
the Queen!” )

But withal, when the pirates found that King Borrace was
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not slain, but only very much bruised, they advanced their
engines, and the catapults and balistz and rams shook the
wall, and made many sore cracks in the older parts, and the
arrows flew like hail, and the “cats,” great wooden towers
covered with skins to protect them from fire, began to rise
against the town,

Nevertheless, through all that weary day, though the de-
fenders were so few for th:: great length of wall, they fought

. u : '
right mad.

And all the while through the thunder of the balistz
stones against the wall, through the howling of the catapult
stones as they came among them into the aty, through the
gaunt uphftmg of the nusshapen rams, through the noise of
the sledge-hammers clamping thé iron bands of the cat-
towers, through the whur of arrows, through wounds and
weariness, and death of friends, stll rose the shout of
#Gertha! Gertha the Queen! Gertha!"

Guess whether many people lay awake that mght, or rther
whether any slept at all, save those who were utterly wearied
out by that day’s fighting or by their own restless excitement.
Many did not even try to sleep, but sat round about the cold
hearth telling stories, brave stories, mostly of the good old
times that were fathers to the good times new; or else they
would go about the walls in an eager fever to see what was
going on; and some there were who stood ail that mght by
the bed of some sorely wounded friend ; and some, mother,
lover, friend, stood also by bedsides holding the cold hands
with bitter thoughts that were hard to bear.

That night was dark, with much gusty wind and a dnzze
of rain, therefore, though it was August and the days long,
yet it was quite dark by mne o'clock, and a httle after
twilight the enemues’ petrarie left off playing, so that the
besieged had rest: but before daybreak the dnzzle had
changed to steady rain, the wind having fallen.

Even before dawn the camp was 2-stir, and two hours after-
wards the cat-towers were again building, and the battering
had begun again.

Ard so that day passed, through the rainy hours of it ; and
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flames to be seen in that quarter where Richard was to have
fired the great balistz® and the-rams and the raft for the
crossing of the moat; for, to leave Leuchnar about to do
something desperate, some of King Borrace’s men on that
side had heard a stir in the town, and the bravest of them
had gone to tell him: for at this time he was well nigh mad
with* his foil, and raged like the Devil himself, to whom
indeed he must have been nearly related, and the service of
telling him anything like bad news was indeed a desperate
one. However as I said, some brave men plucked up
heart of grace to go and tell him that the townsmen seemed
to be about to make a sally on that side of the camp.

He answered them first of all by throwing four javelins at
them, one after another ; for he had a sheaf of those weapons
put by his bedside for that very purpose; one of them was
wounded by this javelin-flight, the others by careful dodging”
managed to avoid him: then at last he listened to them,
and being rather sobered ordered 5ooo horsemen to fetch
a compass and charge Richard’s party in the rear when he
was well drawn out towards the baliste, which, as they were
larger on this side, (for it was on this side that the enemy
hoped most to make a breach,) were farther from the walls
that they might be out of the range of the townsmen’s engines.

So when Richard came out of the East Gate very softly,
this band of sooo men was quite close to him, and the
balist= were guarded by a great body of archers and slingers ;
and neither horsemen nor archers could be seen, because,
the night being gusty, the moon was at that time behind the
clouds: so then Rolf coming near to one of the great baliste
sent aside fifty men to fire it, who were straightway attacked
in front and flank by arrow-flights, so that all those who were
not armed in proof were either slain or too badly wounded
to retreat; the rest rode back in haste to the main body,
which had halted as soon as Richard saw how matters went :
then indeed would Sir Richard and all his men have died
without helping Gertha, or the People that went westward,
much, as men count help : but the Captain of those 5000
thought he would not attack Richard from behind, lest he
should ride down his own people in the darkness, who he
saw had already had some contest with the townsinen ; but
thinking that he would turn at once toward the townr meant
to fall on him as he retreated without order.
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But Richard, seeing well how things had really gone, turned
round to his men, and called out, *“Keep well together, 2nd
fight well for Gertha "—then, * Sound trumpets, and Richard
for Gertha!” So they dashed right at the camp at the gallop,
and entered it close to Bomace’s tent, where it was not deep
but straggling.

Now Borrace, thinking that nothing else could happen
but that the townsmen should all be slain close to the walls,
was standing near his tent, talking to some of his Captains,
and armed all save us helm; for be was now well, or nearly
well of his bruises, and intended to lead an attack the next
day. So there he stood, and four Captamns with him, he
twirling his mace about 1n his nervous excitement, and some-
times looking uneasily at those that stood by, as if he
thought they were getting something out of him. Judge of

'his astonishment when he heard Richard’s shout of “Gertha.”
and then the thunder of the horse-hoofs.

“Curse that witch!” he ground out from between his
teeth, “shall I never hear the last of her? only I think when
I have seen her well bumnt out of hand, after that »

*“For your life, my lord! for your Lfe! they are coming
this way, they will be over us in a minute!” and he turned
and ran, and ran well too, and Borrace also began to run,
and got clear out of the way of the main body, and would
have escaped but that a certan knight, espying him, and
knowing well the wvillainous wolf’s face of the man, as he
looked over his shoulder, under the clearing moon, turned
off a little and rode at him while he ran hke ten men,
crying out with a great laugh as he knocked him over,
“Twice, O King Borrace ! ”

And indeed King Borrace was not knocked over thrice,
for this time the bramns were fairly knocked out of his
smashed head by the great horse-hoofs, the kmght having
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came back 10 see first of all what had become of their Lord
and Mastgr, for they had seen him go over, and with very
mixed feélings. - They found hum as I sard with his brains
knockell out, and quite dead, whereat the first, Lord Robert,
Lifted his egebraws and gave 2 long whistle in utter astomishe
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But Richard, seeing well how things had really gone, turned
round to his men, and called out, *“Keep well together, and
fight well for Gertha "—then, * Sound trumpets, and Richard
for Gerthal” So they dashed right at the camp at the gallop,
and entered it close to Borrace's tent, where it was not deep
but straggling.

Now Borrace, thinking that nothing else could happen
but that the townsmen should all be slain close to the walls,
was standing near his tent, talking to some of his Captains,
and armed all save his helm, for he was now well, or nearly
well of his bruises, and intended to lead an attack the next
day. he stood, Captains with him, h

and then the thunder of the horse-hoofs

#Curse that witch!” he ground out from between his
teeth, *shall I never hear the last of her? only I think when
I have seen her well burnt out of hand, after that—"

*“For your life, my lord! for your ltfel they are coming
this way, they will be over us in a minute!” and he turned
and ran, and ran well too; and Borrace also began to run,
and got clear out of the way of the main body, and would
have escaped but that a certain kmght, espying him, and
knowing well the villanous wolf’s face of the man, as he
looked over his shoulder, under the cleanng moon, turned
off a lttle and rode at hum while he ran like ten men,
crying out with a great laugh as he knocked him over,
“Twice, O King Borrace!”

And indeed King Borrace was not knocked over thrice,
for this time the brams were fanly knocked out of his
smashed head by the great horse-hoofs, the kmght having
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came back to see first of all what had become of their Lord
and Master, for they had seen him go over, and with very
mixed feflings. - They found him as I said with his brains
knocked out, and quite dead, whereat the first, Lord Robert,
lifted his eyebrows and gave a long whistle in utter astonish-
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ment that so slight’a matter as a horse should have slain
him, for his head seemed to be solid and mostly of oak.
But Sebald, the second of them, lifted his foot and dug his
heel deep in the already fearfully lacerated face of the dead
tyrant, saying as he did so,

“Beast and devil, remember my sister! I told you then
1 would do this one time or other,” (and again he stamped,)
“said so openly, yet you took me into your service instead
of killing me as I hoped you would, madman that you were.”

For in his madness of half-satisfied vengeance it seemed to
him that he had slain him with his own hands; but suddenly
it came across him how it was, and he said:

“Yet, O God! to think that I am disappointed in my
revenge: yet still it is pleasant to do this, though another
man slew him ;” and again his heel came down on the dead
King’s wretched face: then he stooped down and put his’
hands to the warm blood that flowed from the wounds, and
raised them to his lips and drank, and the draught seemed
to please him.

Meanwhile Gherard, the third Captain, who had at first
stood still without saying a word and apparently in deep

. shoulder said savagely: “Fool! can’t you stop that play-
cting? Keep it till you are by yourself, for it is thrown

-~ away upon us, I can tell you; and don’t you see all of you
that this must not be known? quick! quick! help me to
carry him into the tent; here, Sebald, man, lift and quick—
ah!” he said, turning round and glancing about uneasily,
“where is Erwelt? but you carry him while J——>

And he darted off after the fourth Captain (Erwelt), who
had somehow disappeared, 2 man of mincing manners, very
elaborately dressed.

So Sebald and Robert, as they lifted the body, saw
Gherard as be ran in great bounds towards Erwelt; they
saw his hand slide down to his dagger, but there was no
weapon in the sheath; he ground his teeth with vexation,
but still went on till he had overtaken his man; then he
touched him on the shoulder and said: “Erwelt, I want to
speak to you” “Well,” said the other, “what is it?”
But his heart sank and he felt as if Death stodbd before
him, dart and all, as indeed he did, for Gherard was a very
strong man, and, as he saw Erwelt’s hand go down towards
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the dagger-hilt, he felled him with 2 quick blow between
the eyes, then before he could recover was kneeling on him ;
he dragged the broad double-edged dagger from iits jewelled
sheath, and buried it thrice in Erwelt’s breast, then drew it
across his throat from ear to ear; then, thrusting the dagger
back again into its sheath, after he had c:xrefully wiped it
on the white and blue velvet of the dead man’s dress, he
sprang up and ran back towards the King’s tent, leaving
the body to lie piteously under the moon which was shining
out from dark purple hollows between the clouds.

The light of 1t flashed on the poor fop's jewels, shene on
his upturned face and gashed throat and feeble nerveless
hands. How much more dreadful was that one corpse than
all the many, lying now nearer to the walls; than those even
who lay with ghastly breakings of the whole frame torn by
gre:\t stones, or slain by wounds that struck them hap»
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many more, many, very many of each sort, they were altogether
less hornible than this one corpse of a murdered man

The murderer found the others already in the tent, for
Robert had said: “Sebald, don’t let us see that, you and
I know nothing about it for the present ; for we must hold
together; and for my part I vote that we let Gherard work
for us, he is such a clever fellow.”

Sebald made no answer ; his eyes were dry, his throat was
dry, his heart was dry ‘wath intense thinking if by any means
he could extend his vengeance beyond the present world.
He thought of all the curses he had ever heard ; how meaning-
less and uninventive they all seemed when set beside his
hatred! he thought so that I know not into what uttermost
hell he had dragged his own heart; he certanly did not feel
as if he were on earth ; his head grew dizzy, he could scarcely
walk under his burden, but somehow between them they
managed to get the body nto the tent unperceived.

‘Then he thought: “T can bear this no longer, I must
think of something else just now; but I will make it the
work of my,whole life hereafter.”

So then” Gherard burst in, muttering from between his
teeth, “So much for one marplot:” and Sebald woke up
2nd was in the world again.

o
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So they began to talk, Robert sitting down and with his
elbow on the table, stroking his cheek with his open hand;
Sebald standing still, with knit brows, and blood-stained
hands crossed over his breast ; while Gherard walked up and
down, twisting his fingers together behind his back, bis cheek
all a-flush and his eyes glistening—and Erwelt lay stiffening
in the moonlight. So those three fell a-plotting.

Meanwhile such a hubbub and confuston had been going
on before the walls as if the fiends were loose; for the
archers, when Richard had passed beyond hope of pursuit,
having sent a few arrows info the darkness at nothing, turned
and looked about them.

Now they knew nothing at all concerning those horsemen
who had been sent to take Richard in the rear, so, seeing
some helmets glittering in the somewhat doubtful moonlight,
they advanced a little towards them, and, thinking as a
matter of course that they were from the town, sent two or
three flights of arrows among them as an experiment, getting
ready to run away in case they should be too many for them,
doing all this before the horsemen could shout out that they
were from the camp; and when they did so, the townsmen,
seeing clearly that Richard and his men were away, opened
a heavy fire on everything that they saw, and Borrace’s
archers believed that the horsemen lied, and still shot all
they might.

‘Whereon the horsemen changed their minds, and settled
that these were another band of men from the town whom
they had not counted on, and so charged with a good will,
especially as the long-bows and cross-bows and petrarie were
playing on them diligently from the city-walls,

Now the archers were more numerous than the horsemen,
and, though not so well armed, fought stoutly, throwing away
their bows and using their axes and swords, nor did they
find out their mistake till many were slain both of horsemen
and archers, and even then they were quite ready to go on
with that work from sheer rage and vexation of heart; but
restraining themselves, and being restrained by their leaders,
they got separated somehow, and marched back to their own
quarters, where one and all swore that they would stay, nor
move again that night for man or Devil, whateverhappened.

And so they fell to drinking all they might. <But Sir
Richard and all his, having won through the camp with but
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little opposition (for the enemy were all drawn off other-where,)
crossed the river that lay beyond, by a broad shallow ford
that he knew well, (higher up it passed by that cottage,) then
took mere bridle-ways and waggon-roads through the woods
that lay beyond the river, after he had told his men that he
intended making a ciremt and falling from behind on that
part of the camp where Leuchnar was. *For he is probably
hard pressed by this time,” said he, * the sortie being from
the first somewhat desperate and wild, though necessary.”
And he made this circuit lest he should be cut off before he
could reach Leuchnar; had he known that there would be
no pursuit, (there would have been but for Borrace's death,
and the happy clash between the horsemen and archersj—
had he known-all this he would certainly not have gone so
far about, or gone through such 1ntricate ways where the
men could not help straggling.

So the rain-drops fell in showers on their armour 2s they
passed, from the low tree-boughs brushed by their crests and
lowered spears; the moon flashed on the wet leaves that
danced in the rushing sea-wind; with whirr of swift wings
the wood-pigeon left the wood.

How bften had Richard wandered here in the past days!
what thoughts were his in those old times, of the glory of his
coming manhood ! what wonder at the stones of lovers that
he read, and therr deeds! what brave purposes never to be
fulfilled! yet he meant them then honestly enough, yet he
was to do one deed at the last if only one, that was some-
thing ; and as he thought this he straightway drove thoughts
of all other things from bis mind, and thought of what he
should do now.

He called a halt, and lstened ; then perceiving clearly
that there was no pursuit at all, he led his men out of the
woods, by a way he knew well, round toward Gate St. George,
but cautiously and quietly for fear of an attack from the camp.

Then after a while they halted again, and he heard the
noise of the irregular mz/z I have told you about, and could
scarce account for 1t; he heard the nose of the fight about
where Leuchnar was; and he heard withal another sound
that mada his heart beat with hope: it was a far-off sound
swelling and fainting in the nse and fall of the southwest
wind that blew from over the sez, the sound of triumphant
trumpets: he leaned forward from his saddle to listen better,

—
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and many a soldier’s eyes sparkled as he cried out suddeny,
# Victory! it is Edwin—quick to Leuchnar!” So away they
went toward Gate St. George at a smart pace. o

They drew rein when they came within a few minutes’
gallop from the camp that their horses might not go blown
into the battle, then advanced with as little noise as possible,
till they drew near and saw the enormous masses of the
enemy surging round something which they knew well to be
Lenchnar in a desperate case.

Then shouted their leader, *Richard! Richard for Gertha}l”
and with one mighty charge, which scattered the enemy to
right and left, they were buried in the enormous multitude
that was In vain striving to break Leuchnar’s array.

For he, trying to win his way back to the city that he might
sally out at the East Gate to the aid of Sir Richard, beset as
he thought he was, as he was doing this he was first cut off
from the city and driven back towards the camp, and then
surrounded.

Whereupon the horsemen having dismounted formed a
great square with closely planted shields, and long spears set
out like the teeth of a great beast, and on this square King
Borrace’s harsemen, that were King Borrace’s no more now,
had wasted their strength for long : for howsoever many men
of it were slain by the arrows and slings or by the hurfing of
the long lances, yet the living filled up the places of the
dead, and the square, though lessening every moment, was
not broken when Richard made that charge, and joined
Leuchnar : having hewn his way through with most of his
men to that square of serried spears,  Brother {” he shouted,
*hold out yet awhile, for Edwin is coming in triumph over
the sea, and we must live till then.”

So they joined their two bands, and made a thicker and
larger square than before, baving cleared a space by one or
two desperate charges, and soon the fight was fiercer than
ever,

But the men fell fast before the arrow-flights and they .
grew utterly wearied with standing there on foot ; in pauses
of the fight very anxiously did Richard and Leuchnar listen,
and they heard a snatch now and then of the dear_trumpet-
music, and hoped, or tried to hope: yet it seemed that they
must die before help came, the greater part at least, *

Then an amow whistled, and Leuchnar staggered and
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bowed forward; he was wounded, not mortally indeed, but it
dizzied and confused him. Almost at the same time the crowd -
opened, and there rose a shout of *Gherard! Gherard1”
Forthwith a fresh band of horsemen charged, all armed in
proof and splendidly mounted, with Gherard himself at the
head of them.

How it al} happened Richard scarce knew, but so it was
that they broke the ternble hedge of spears, and presently
each man found himself fighting separately or with cne or
two friends about lm, tired men too agamst fresh ones, men
on foot against horscmcn, angd all things seemed desperate.

Yet even then between all the clash of the battle Richard
‘neard the roor of the bells from all the belfnies and the
shouting of the peaple. Edwmn had landed. Then as he
thought of this he grew half mad to think that they should
die before the very eyes of thew frends, and shouted out
¢ Gertha! fight on, brave lads, and gather together all you
may {” He with some half-dozen of his own men tried to
gather others again, but, shile he struggled desperately, tus
great sword flashing this way and tbat, but nsing dulter from
every stroke because of the blood on it, he was suddenly
bome away, and Leuchnar beheld him atone amdst a tng
of foes, saw hus snord still flashing for a hittle, then saw him
fall with many wounds and lte dead, at peace at fast

He himself, though surrounded by a band of fnends, was
sorely wounded ; and, sick with pain and loss of biood, be
had nearly fainted ; and the few around him were fafling,
falling fast under axe and sword and spear, when lof the
gates open, and the cry of “ Edwin for Gertha '/ nngs all
about, thousands pour out of the great gates, over the bndge,
there is a sharp fight, and the bodies at least of Leuchnar
and Richard are rescued

For the pirates are driven back to therr camp not to stay
quiet there for long; for even as they stand at bay about
their tents the word goes that Borrace 1s slan, nor only 50;
the moon sinks, the cast begins to redden, and within an
hour after her setting many new spears fleck the clear hght;
the advanced guard of the Lord Hugh's victonous army who
have marshed mghtlong to come to the help of the fair
city.

Closc them all about, brave sons of the men that go west:
wadt Bomace o dend, Guernd 1 desd, Brwelt 1 deas,
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Sebald lies bleeding to death from four sore wounds, Roberx
fied soon, but was drowned in crossing the river.

The cats are on fire, the petrarize are in ashes, all the
camp is one blaze, everywhere the foe are throwing theirarms
away and crying for quarter, soon they are all slain, wounded,
or prisoners,

Meanwhile a messenger, pale and worn out, is brought to
Gertha, and kneels down before her feet ; he says, “Lady, 1
have a message for you.” (O Gertha! words spoken before.)

 Quick, good man,” she says, *for these things draw to an
end;” and a smile of quiet triumph passes across her pale face.

“Three days ago,” he says, “the Emperor strove to force
the passes ; he and three of his captains were slain, and my
Lord Adolf will be here soon.”

“Thank God!” she says, “but you, poor man, what
reward for you? ah! sleep has overmastered him:” for he
has fallen forward before her so that his head rests on her
feet; she touches him, takes his hand to raise him up ; it is
stone-cold, he is dead.

But for these men of King Borrace—Iet the wounded go

_to our hospitals that they may learn there something of love
“which they have not even dreamed about as yet; let the
slain be buried, and lie under the earth, under the grass
among the roots of the land they came to conquer : let the
prisoners depart unarmed, but with provisions for their
journey, let them cross the frontier, and never trouble the
good land more, lest a worse thing befall them,

CHAPTER V

WHAT EDITH THE HANDMAIDEN SAW FROM
THE WAR-SADDLE

AND in the fresh morning sat Gertha the Queen in the body,
while her spirit was a long way off, and round about her sat
the Lords and Knights with flushed joyful faces, she alone
pale though calm and serene, for she too was joyful. .
Then into the midst of the great hall they boresLeuchnar
dying from his many wounds, not in great pain, for his spirit
was leaving his body gently, as if he were wom out merely.
And Gertha rose from her throne and went to meet them
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that bore him, and there was a flutter along the tapestry that
the hall was hung with, as the wind rushed through the
opened door, and therewithal Gertha woke, her spirit came
again as if Olaf had sent it.

So she gazed at him as he had hoped she might, as a
Queen on her faithful subject : before this, often a certain
uneasy feeling, not pity exactly, used to come across her
when she saw him it used to seem such a hard thing to her
that it should be thus; it was just such a feeling as might
have turped to love with one less constant than Gertha: but
now even this was gone, and Leuchnar felt that it was so,
even by the look of her eyes upon um.

And be, rasing hunself, hardly said to her, *Queen
Gertha, I am come to say farewell for a little ”

“Poor Leuchnar, who loved me so!”

“'Nay,” he said, “happy Leuchnar, who loves you stilll
in the time to come it may be that lovers, when they bave
not all they wish for, mll say, *Oh! that we mught be as
Leuchnar, who died for Queen Gertha in the old time1’”

e True‘" she said, “farewell, Sir Leuchnar.”

3 L mm st byt Bpe hamd € 68 Happy Leuchnar,”
tuas,” and he fell

For a short time she stood, holding his dead hand, then
gently disengaged it and laid 1t with the other one, cmssmg
them downwards.

Then they carried him out agam silently; and again ran
that tremour through the gold wrought hangngs, and her
spirit had gone away again.

And within a while, as the great sun rose hugher, came
the sound of trumpets, and the roar of the bells from all
the belfries : Adolf was come.

How near the end drew.

That ide was dl loud} and very bright,
except that a soft haze had sprung up everywhere from the
moist earth, into which all things far and fair melted.

She came from the mdst of that knot of Lords that had
clustered about her, and with her dark barr loose, stood in
the balcopy above the people, and through the hearts of all
thrilled her clear speech,”

“God has been very good to us, friends, and we have
conquered, and now you must let me go as you promised.
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And you may grieve that I must go, and wish me back
often, but still I must go: it is not only because I wish to
go that T must Jeave you, but T cannot help it: I think, nay
am sure, that this also is best both for you and me. If I
were Queen much longer you would be disappointed with
me, yet would not say so, because you love me. _

«“Think now! I am but Gertha, the peasant’s daughter,
and I know it was only the spirit of your dead Lord working
in me that made you love me so. But if I were Queen for
long I should come to be only Gertha again; so I must go.
And if you will, let Barulf, who is old, but very wise, be King.”

There was sad silence for a little when she had finished,
then a confused sound of weeping, and sobs, and earnest
wishes went up towards the balcony, where she stood with
her arms lying down her side: already she looked as if she.
were a different kind of being from them: she said,

“Will you have Barulf for your King? if you will, say so
to pleasure me ; then farewell.”
. They shouted, “Barulf! God save King Barulf!” and
.o} even in that shout she had vanished, like an angel that
" “comes from heaven when God lends him, and goes to
heaven again when God calls him.

Gertha walked over the field of battle; no meadow of

sweet waving grass and lovely flowers, but something very
" horrible to gaze at, to pass over.

Yet she did not seem to take note of any of its horrors:
her handmaiden was with her; but when they came within
fifty yards of the aspen circle where he lay, she charged her
to stop, and watch all that came to pass there, that she

T 7 +allahe people hereafter.
wauajdmaiden sat down there on the mournful battle-
great war-saddle that bad been thrown down

AND in the fresh/hen she had kissed her, left her and walked
while her spirit waen-trees; she was clad in her old peasants’
“the Lords and Kii was quite without ornament of gold or
pale though calm avlack hair hung braided on either side of

fI‘hen into ‘the miabout her head was a garland of yellow
dying from his many such as he wore in his helmet that
was leaving his body gvhen she entered the circle of aspens

And Gertha rose froilence over all the earth, except that
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A Kine in the olden time ruled over a mighty nation: a
proud man he must have been, any man who was king of
that nation: hundreds of lords, each a prince over many
people, sat about him in the council chamber, under the dim
vault, that was blue like the vault of heaven, and shone with
innumerable glistenings of golden stars.

North, south, east, and west, spread that land of his, the
sea did not stop it; his empire clomb the high mountains,
and spread abroad its arms over the valleys of them; all
along the sea-line shone cities set with their crowns of towers

_ in the midst of broad bays, each fit, it seemed, to be a harbour
w»for the navies of all the world.
“# Inland the pastures and cornlands lay, chequered much
th climbing, over-tumbling grape-vines, under the sun that
crumbled their clods, and drew up the young wheat in the
spring time, under the rain that made the long grass soft and
fine, under all fair fertilising influences: the streams leapt
down from the mountain tops, or cleft their way through the
ridged ravines: they grew great rivers, like seas each one,

The mountains were cloven, and gave forth from their
scarred sides wealth of ore and splendour of marble; all
things this people that King Valdemar ruled over could do:
they levelled mountains, that over the smooth roads the
wains might go, laden with silk and spices from the sea:
they drained lakes, that the land might yield more and more,
as year by year the serfs, driven like cattle, but worse fed,
worse housed, died slowly, scarce knowing that they had
souls ; they builded them huge ships, and said that they were
masters of the sea too; only, I trow the sea was an unraly
subject, and often sent them back their ships cut into more
pieces than the pines of them were, when the adze first fell
upon them; they raised towers, and bridges, and marble
palaces with endless corridors rose-scented, and cooled with

welling fountains.
218
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They sent great armies and fleets to all the points of
heaven that the wind blows from, who took and burned
many bappy cities, wasted wany fields and valleys, blotted
out from the memory of men the pames of nations, made
theis men's lives a hopeless shame and misery to them, their
wamen's lives 2 disgrace, and then-~came home to have
flowers thrown on them in showers, to be feasted and called
heroes.

Should not then their king be prond of them? Moreover
they could fashion stone and brass jnto the shapes of men;
they could write books; they knew the names of the stars,
and their number ; they knew what moved the passions of
men in the hearts of them, and could draw you up cunningly,
catalogues of virtues and vices; their wise men could prove
to you that any be was true, that any truth was false, xil
your head grew dizzy, and your heart sick, and you almost
doubted if there were a God.

Should not then their king be proud of them? Their
men were strong in body, and moved about gracefully—
hke dancers; and the purple-black, scented bair of their
gold-clothed knights seemed to shoot out rays under the
blaze of light that shone like many suns in the king’s halls.
‘Their women's faces were very farr in red and whte, theit
skins fair and half-transparent like the marble of their moun-
tains, and their voices sounded hke the nsing of soft music
from step to step of their own white palaces.

Should not then their king be proud of such a people, who
seemed to help so in carrying on the world to its consummate
perfection, which they even hoped their grandchildren would
see?

Alas{ alas$ they were slaves—king and pnest, noble and
burgher, just as much as the meanest tasked serd, perhaps
more even than he, for they were so wilbngly, but he un-
willingly enough.

They could do everything but justice, and truth, and
mercy ; therefore God's judgments hung over their heads,
nat fallen yet, but surely to fall one tune or otber,

For ages past they had warred agmnst one people only,
whor thgy could not utterly subdue: a feeble people 1
numbers, dwelling in the very widst of them, among the
mountains; yet now they were pressing them close; acre
after acre, with seas of blood to purchase each acre, had
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been wrested from the free people, and their end seemed
drawing near; and this time the king, Valdemar, had
marched to their land with a great army, to make war on
them, he hoasted to himself, almost for the last time.

A walled town in the free land; in that town, a house
built of rough, splintery stones; and in a great low-browed
room of that house, a grey-haired man pacing to and fro
impatiently: *“Will she never come?” he says, “it is two
hours since the sun set; news, too, of the enemy’s being in
the land ; how dreadful if she is taken!” His great broad
face is marked with many furrows made by the fierce restless
energy of the man; but there is a wearied look on it, the
look of a man who, having done his best, is yet beaten ; he
seemed to long to be gone and be at peace: he, the fighter
in many battles, who often had seemed with his single arm
to roll back the whole tide of fight, felt despairing enough
now ; this last invasion, he thought, must surely quite settle
the matter ; wave after wave, wave after wave, had broken
on that dear land and been rolled back from it, and still the
hungry sea pressed on; they must be finally drowned in that
sea ; how fearfully they had been tried for their sins. Back
again to his anxiety concerning Cissela, his daughter, go his
thoughts, and he still paces up and down wearily, stopping
now and then to gaze intently on things which he had seen
a hundred times ; and the night has altogether come on.

At last the blast of a horn from outside, challenge and
counter-challenge, and the wicket to the court-yard is swung
open; for this house, being in a part of the city where the
walls are somewhat weak, 1s a little fortress in itself, and is
very carefully guarded. The old man’s face brightened at
the sound of the new comers, and he went toward the
entrance of the house where he was met by two young
knights fully armed, and a maiden. “ Thank God you are
come,” he says; but stops when he sees her face, which is
quite pale, almost wild with some somow. “The saints!
Cissela, what is it?” he says, * Father, Eric will tell you.”
Then suddenly a clang, for Eric has thrown on the ground a
richly-jewelled sword, sheathed, and sets his foot on it,
crunching the pearls on the sheath; then says, dinging up
his “head,~—* There, father, the enemy is in the la'md; may
that happen to every one of them! but for my parf I have
accounted for two already.” *Son Eric, son Eric, you talk
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for ever about yourself; quick, tell me about Cissela in-
stead: if you go on boasting and talking always about
yourself, you will come to no good end, son, after all.”
But as he says this, he smiles nevertheless, and his eyes

isten.

“Well, father, listen—such a strange thing she tells us,
not to be believed, if she did mot tell us herself; the
enemy has suddenly got generous, one of them at least,
which is something of a disappointment to me—ah { pardon,
about myself again; and that is about myself too. Well,
father, what am I to do?—But Cissela, she wandered some
way from her maidens, when—ah ! but I never could tell a
story properly, let her tell it herself; here, Cissela I—well,
well, I see she is better employed, talking namely, how
should I know what! with Siur in the window-seat yonder—
but she told us that, as she wandered almost by herself, she
presently heard shouts and saw many of the enemy’s knights
riding quickly towards her, whereat she knelt only and
praged to God, who was very gracious to her; for when, as
she thought, something dreadful was about to happen, the
chief of the knights (a very noblelooking man, she said)

[ * eamestly into her face,

LU - her own home, and ber
. 1 him where she dwelt
and her rame; and withal he sent three kmghts to escort
her some w2y toward the city; then he turned and rode
away with all his knights but those three, who, when they
knew that he had quite gome, she says, began to talk
horribly, saying things whereof in her terror she under-
stoed the import only: then, before worse came to pass
came 1 and slew two, as 1 said, and the other ran away
“lustily with a good courage;’ and that 15 the sword of one
of the shin knights, or, as one might rather call them,
rascally caniffs.”

The old man’s thoughts seemed to have gone wandering
after his son had fnished; for he said nothing for some
time, but at last spoke dejectedly.

' Erfic, brave son, when 1 was your age I too hoped,
and my hapes are come to this at last; you are blind in
your h(ip:.ful youth, Eric, and do not see that this king
{for the king it certainly was) will crush us, and not the
less surely because he is plainly not ungenerous, but rather
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been wrested from the free people, and their end seeméd
drawing near; and this time the king, Valdemar, had
marched to their land with a great army, to make war on
them, he boasted to himself, almost for the last time..

A walled town in the free land; in that town, a house
built of rough, splintery stones; and in a great low-browed
room of that house, a grey-haired man pacing to and fro
impatiently: *“Will she never come?” he says, “it is two
hours since the sun set; news, too, of the enemy'’s being in
the land ; how dreadful if she is taken!” His great broad
face is marked with many furrows made by the fierce restless
energy of the man; but there is a wearied look on it, the .
look of a man who, having done his best, is yet beaten ; he
seemed to long to be gone and be at peace: he, the fighter
in many battles, who often had seemed with his single arm
to roll back the whole tide of fight, felt despairing enough
now ; this last invasion, he thought, must surely quite settle
the matter ; wave after wave, wave after wave, had broken
on that dear land and been rolled back from it, and still the
hungry sea pressed on; they must be finally drowned in that
sea ; how fearfully they had been tried for their sins. Back
again to his anxiety concerning Cissela, his daughter, go his
thoughts, and he still paces up and down wearily, stopping
now and then to gaze intently on things which he had seen
a hundred times ; and the night has altogether come on.

At last the blast of a horn from outside, challenge and
counter-challenge, and the wicket to the court-yard is swung
open; for this house, being in a part of the city where the
walls are somewhat weak, is a little fortress in itself, and is
very carefully guarded. The old man's face brightened at
the sound of the new comers, and he went toward the
entrance of the house where he was met by two young
. knights fully armed, and a maiden. “ Thank God you are
come,” he says; but stops when he sees her face, which is
quite pale, almost wild with some sorrow. “The saints!
Cissela, what is it?” he says, * Father, Eric will tell you.”
Then suddenly a clang, for Eric has thrown on the ground a
richly-jewelled sword, sheathed, and sets his foot on i,
crunching the pearls on the sheath; then says, dinging up
his ‘head,—* There, father, the enemy is in the land ; may
that happen to every one of them! but for my parf I have
accounted for two already.”” “Son Eric, son Eric, you talk
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on that dear land and been rolled back from it, and still the
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marched to their land with a great army, to make war on
them, he boasted to himself, almost for the last time.

A walled town in the free land; in that town, a house
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seemed to long to be gone and be at peace: he, the fighter
in many battles, who often had seemed with his single arm
to roll back the whole tide of fight, felt despairing enough
now ; this last invasion, he thought, must surely quite settle
the matter ; wave after wave, wave after wave, had broken
on that dear land and been rolled back from it, and still the
hungry sea pressed on; they must be finally drowned in that
sea ; how fearfully they had been tried for their sins. Back
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a good, courteous knight. Alas! poor old Gunnar, broken
down now and ready to die, as your country is! How
often, in the olden time, thou used’st to say to thyself,
as thou didst ride at the head of our glorious house, ‘this
charge may finish this matter, this battle must’ They
passed away, those gallant fights, and still the foe pressed
on, and hope, too, slowly ebbed away, as the boundaries
of our land grew less and less: behold this is the last
wave but one or two, and then for a sad farewell to name
and freedom. Yet, surely the end of the world must
come when we are swept from off the face of the earth.
God waits long, they say, before he avenges his own.”

. As he was speaking, Siur and Cissela came nearer to
him, and Cissela, all traces of her late terror gone from
her face now, raising her lips to his bended forehead,
kissed him fondly, and said, with glowing face,

* Father, how can I help our people? Do they want
deaths? I will die. Do they want happiness? I will live
miserably through years and years, nor ever pray for death.”

Some hope or other seemed growing up in his heart,
and showing through his face; and he spoke again,
putting back the hair from off her face, and clasping it
about with both his hands, while he stooped to kiss her.

“God remember your mother, Cissela! Then it was
no dream after all, but true perhaps, as indeed it seemed
at the time; but it must come quickly, that woman’s
deliverance, ot not at all. When was it that I heard that
old tale, that sounded even then true to my ears? for we
have not been punished for nought, my son; that is not
God’s way. It comes across my memory somehow, mingled
in a wonderful manner with the purple of the pines on
the hill-side, with the fragrance of them borne from far
towards me; for konow, my children, that in times past,
long, long past now, we did an evil deed; for our fore-
fathers, who have been dead now, and forgiven so long
ago, once mad with rage at some defeat from their enemies,
fired a church, and burned therein many women who had
fled thither for refuge; and from that time a curse cleaves
to us. Only they say, that at the last we may be saved
from utter destruction by a woman; I know fot. Gad
grant it may be so.” .

Then she said, * Fatber, brother, and you, Siur, come
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with me to the chapel; I wish you to witness me make
an_oath.”

Her face was pale, her lips were pale, her golden hair
was pale; but not pale, it seemed, from any sinking of
blood, but from gathering of intensest light from some-
where, her eyes perhaps, for they appeared to bum
inwardly.

They followed the sweeping of her purple robe in silence
through the low heavy-beamed passages: they entered the
little chapel, dimly lighted by the moon that night, as it
shone through one of the three arrow-slits of windows at
the east end. There was little wealth of marble there, I
trow ; hittle time had those fighting men for stone-smoothing.
Albett, one noted many semblances of flowers even in the
dim halflight, and here and there the faces of ERAVE men,
roughly cut enough, but grand, because the hand of the
carver had followed his loving heart. Neither was there
gold wanting to the altar and its canopy; and above the
low pillars of the nave hung banners, taken from the foe
by the men of that house, gallant with gold and jewels,

She walked up to the altar and took the blessed book of
the Gospels from the left s:de of 1t; then knelt in prayer
for 3 moment or two, while the three men stood behind
her reverently. When she rose she made a sign to them,
and from their scabbards gleamed three swords in the
moonlight; then, whie they held them aloft, and pomted
toward the altar, she opened the book at the page whereon
was painted Christ the Lord dying on the cross, pale against
the gleaming gold: she said, 1n 2 firm vorce, “ Christ God,
who diedst for all men, so help me, as I refuse not life,
happiness, even honour, for this people whom I love.”

‘Then she kissed the face so pale agamnst the gold, and
knelt again.

But when she had fisen, and before she could leave the
space by the altar, Swr had stepped up to her, and seized
her hurnedly, folding both his arms about her, she let her-
self he held there, ber bosom against his; then he held her
away from him a little space, holding her by the arms near
the shouldgr; then he took her bands and lad them across
his shoulders, so that now she held him.

And they said nothing; what could they say? Do you
know any word for what they meant?
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a good, courteous knight. Alas! poor old Gunnar, broken
down now and ready to die, as your country is! How
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charge may finish this matter, this battle must’ They
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him, and Cissela, all traces of her late terror gone from
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kissed him fondly, and said, with glowing face,

* Father, how can I help our people? Do they want
deaths? I will die. Do they want happiness? I will live
miserably through years and years, nor ever pray for death.”

Some hope or other seemed growing up in his heart,
and showing through his face; and he spoke again,
putting back the hair from off her face, and clasping it
about with both his hands, while he stooped to kiss her.

“God remember your mother, Cissela! Then it was
no dream after all, but true perhaps, as indeed it seemed
at the time; but it must come quickly, that woman’s
deliverance, or not at all. When was it that I heard that
old tale, that sounded even then true to my ears? for we
have not been punished for nought, my son; that is not
God’s way. It comes across my memory somehow, mingled
in a wonderful manner with the purple of the pines on
the hill-side, with the fragrance of them borne from far
towards me; for know, my children, that in times past,
long, long past now, we did an evil deed; for our fore-
fathers, who have been dead now, and forgiven so long
ago, once mad with rage at some defeat from their enemies,
fired a church, and burned therein many women who had
fled thither for refuge; and from that time a curse cleaves
to us. Only they say, that at the last we may be saved
from utter destruction by 2 woman; I know fot. God
grant it may be so,” .

Then she said, “Father, brother, and you, Siur, come
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And the father and brother stood by, looking quite awe-
struck, more so they seemed than by her solemn oath.
Till Siur, raising his head from where it lay, cried out
aloud: “May God forgive me as I am true to her! hear
you, father and brother? ” .

Then said Cissela: “May God help me in my need, as I .
am true to Siur.” '

And the others went, and they two were left standing
there alone, with no little awe over them, strange and shy as
they had never yet been to each other. Cissela shuddered,
and said in a quick whisper: *Siur, on your kneesi and
pray that these oaths may never clash.”

“ Can they, Cissela? ” he said.

“0 love,” she cried, “you have loosed my hand; take
it again, or I shall die, Siur!”

He took both her hands, he held them fast to his lips,
to his forehead; he said: “No, God does not allow such
things ; truth does not lie; you are truth; this need not be
prayed for.” ’

She szid; *“Oh, forgive me! yet—yet this old chapel is
damp and cold even in the burning summer weather. O
knight Siur, something strikes through me; I pray you kneel
and pray.”

He looked steadily at her for a long time without answer-
ing, as if he were trying once for all to become indeed one
with her; then said: *Yes, it is possible; in no other way
could you give up everything.”

Then he took from off his finger a thin golden ring, and
broke it in two, and gave her the one half, saging: “When
will they come together?”

Then within a while they left the chapel, and walked as in
a dream between the dazzling lights of the hall, where the
knights sat now, and between those lights sat down together,
dreaming still the same dream each of them; while all the
knights shouted for Siur and Cissela. Even if a man had
spent all his life looking for sorrowful things, even if he
sought for them with all his heart and soul, and even though
he had grown grey in that quest, yet would he have found
nothing in all the world, or perhaps in all the sfars either,
50 sorrowful as Cissela, N

They had accepted her sacrifice after long deliberation;
they had arrayed her in purple and scarlet, they had crowned
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her with gold wrought about with jewels, they had spread
abroad the veil of her golden hair; yet now, as they led
her forth in the midst of the band of knights, her brother
Eric holding fast her hand, each man felt like a murderer
when he beheld her face, whercon was no tear, wherein was
no writhing of muscle, twitching of nerve, wherein was no
sorrow-mark of her own, but only the sorrow-mark which
God sent her, and which she must perforce wear,

Yet they had not caught eagerly at her offer, they had said
at first almost to a2 man. “Nay, thuis thing shall not be, let
us die zltogether rather than this” Yet as they sat, and
snd this, to each man of the council came foating dim
memories of that curse of the bumed women, and its remedy;
to many it ran rhythmically, an old song better known by
the music than the words, heard once and again, long 2go,
when the gusty wind overmastered the chestnut-boughs, and
strewed the smooth sward with their starleaves.

Withal came thoughts to each man, partly selfish, partly
wise and just, concerming his own wife and cluldren, con-
cerning children yet unborn, thoughts too of the glory of
the old name; all that had been suffered and done that the
glorious free land mught yet be a nation,

And the spirit of hope, never dead but sleeping only, woke
up within their hearts. * We may yet be a people,” they said
to themselves, *1f we can but get breathing ime "

And as they thought these things, and doubted, Siir rose
up in the midst of them and said: “ You are nght in what
you think, countrymen, and she 1s right, she 1s altogether
good and noble; send her forth.”

Then, with one look of utter despair at ber as she stood
statue-like, he left the council, lest he should fall down and
die in the midst of them, he said ; yet he died not then, but
lived for many years afterwards.

But they rose from their seats, and when they were armed,
and she royally arrayed, they went with her, leading her
through the dear streets, whence you always saw the great
pine-shadowed mountains, she went away from all that was
dear to her, to go and sit a crowned queen n the dreary
marble paljce, whose outer walls rose right up from the
weary-heafted sea.  She could not think, she durst not; she
feared, if she did, that she would curse her beauty, almost
curse the name of lave, curse Siur, thaugh she kaew he was
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And the father and brother stood by, looking quite awe-
struck, more so they seemed than by her solemn oath.
Till Siur, raising his head from where it lay, cried out
aloud: “May God forgive me as I am true to her! hear
you, father and brother? ” X

Then said Cissela: “May God help me in my need, as I
am true to Siur.” .

And the others went, and they two were left standing
there alone, with no little awe over them, strange and shy as
they had never yet been to each other. Cissela shuddered,
and said in a quick whisper: “Siur, on your knees! and
pray that these oaths may never clash.”

“ Can they, Cissela? ” he said.

%O love,” she cried, “you have loosed my hand; take
it again, or I shall die, Siur!”

He took both her hands, he held them fast to his lips,
to his forehead; he said: **No, God does not allow such
things; truth does not lie; you are truth; this need not be
prayed for.” ’

She said; “Oh, forgive me! yet—yet this old chapetl is
damp and cold even in the burning summer weather. O
knight Siur, something strikes through me; 1 pray you kneel
and pray.”

He looked steadily at her for a long time without answer-
ing, as if he were trying once for all to become indeed one
with her; then said: “Yes, it is possible; in no other way
could you give up everything.”

Then he took from off his finger a thin golden ring, and
broke it in two, and gave her the one half, saying: “When
will they come together?

Then within a while they left the chapel, and walked as in
a dream between the dazzling lights of the hall, where the
knights sat now, and between those lights sat down together,
dreaming stifl the same dream each of them; while all the
knights shouted for Siur and Cissela. Even if a man had
spent all his life looking for sorrowful things, even if be
sought for them with all his heart and soul, and even though
he had grown grey in that quest, yet would he have found
nothing in all the world, or perhaps in all the sfars either,
s0 sorrowful as Cissela. ¢

They had accepted her sacrifice after long deliberation,
they had arrayed her in purple and scarlet, they had crowned
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her with gold wrought about with jewels, they had spread
abroad the veil of her golden hair; yet now, as they led
her forth in the midst of the band of knights, her brother
Eric holding fast her hand, each man felt like a murderer
when he beheld her face, whereon was no tear, wherein was
no writhing of muscle, twitching of nerve, wherein was no
sorrow-mark of her own, but only the somow-mark which
God sent her, and which she susf perforce wear.

Yet they had not caught eagerly at her offer, they bad said
at first almost to 2 man . * Nay, this thing shall not be, let
us die altogether rather than this” Yet as they sat, and
said this, to cach man of the council came floating dim
memories of that curse of the burned women, ang its remedy;
to many it ran thythmically, an old song better known by
the music than the words, heard once and again, long ago,
when the gusty wind overmastered the chestnut-boughs, 2nd
strewed the smooth sward with theur starleaves

Withal came thoughts to each man, partly selfish, partly
wise and just, concerning his own wife and children, con-
ceming children yet unborn, thoughts too of the glory of
the old name; all that had been suffered and done that the
glorious free land might yet be a nation.

And the spirit of hope, never dead but sleeping only, woke
up within their hearts - ** We may yet be a people,” they said
to themselves, “1f we can but get breathing time *

LYo e 55, and doubted, Siur rose

“You are nght in what
R . . s right ; she 15 altogether
good and noble; send her forth.”

Then, with one look of utter despair at her as she stood
statue-like, he left the council, lest he should fall down and
die in the midst of them, he said ; yet he died not then, but
lived for many years afterwards.

But they rose from their seats, and when they were armed,
and she royally arrayed, they went with her, leading her
through the dear streets, whence you always saw the great
pine-shadowed mountains, she went away from all that was
dear to her, to g0 and sit a crowned queen in the dreary
marble palgce, whose outer walls rose rght up from the
weary-heafted sea.  She could not think, she durst not; she
feared, if she did, that she would curse her beauty, almost
curse the name of love, curse Siur, though she knew he was
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And the father and brother stood by, looking quite awe-
struck, more so they seemed than by her solemn oath.
Till Siur, raising bis head from where it lay, cried out
aloud: “May God forgive me as I am true to her! hear
you, father and brother?”

Then said Cissela: “May God help me in my need, as 1
am true to Siur.” ~

And the others went, and they two were left standing
there alone, with no little awe over them, strange and shy as
they had never yet been to each other. Cissela shuddered,
and said in a quick whisper: * Siur, on your knees! and
pray that these oaths may never clash.”

“ Can they, Cissela?” he said.

%O love,” she cried, “you have loosed my hand; take
it again, or I shall die, Siurt”

He tock both her hands, he held them fast to his lips,
to his forehead; he said: ‘“No, God does not allaw such
things ; truth does not lie; you are truth; this need not be
prayed for,” ’

She said; “Oh, forgive me! yet—yet this old chapel is
damp and cold even in the burning summer weather. O
knight Siur, something strikes through me; 1 pray you kneel
and pray.”

He looked steadily at her for a long time without answer-
ing, as if he were trying once for all to become indeed one
with her; then said: “Ves, it is possible; in no other way
could you give up everything.”

Then he took from off his finger a thin golden ring, and
broke it in two, and gave her the one half, saying: “When
will they come together?”

Then within a while they left the chapel, and walked as in
a dream between the dazzling lights of the hall, where the
knights sat now, and between those lights sat down together,
dreaming still the same dream each of them; while ail the
knights shouted for Siur and Cissela. Even if a man had
spent all his life looking for sorrowful things, even if he
sought for them with all his heart and soul, and even though
he had grown grey in that quest, yet would he have found
nothing in all the world, or perhaps in all the stars either,
so sorrowful as Cissela .

They bad accepted her sacrifice after long deliberation,
they had arrayed her in purple and scarlet, they had crowned
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ke with gold wrought about with jewels, they had spread
abroad the veil of her golden hair; yet now, as they led
her forth in the midst of the band of knights, her brother
Enc holding fast her hang, each man felt like 2 murderes
when he beheld her face, whereon was no tear, wherein was
no writhing of muscle, twitching of nerve, wherein was no
sorrow-mark of her own, but only the sorrow-mark which
God sent her, and which she must perforce wear,

Vet they had not caught eagerly at her offer, they had said
at first almost to 2 man: “Nay, this thing shall not be, let
us die altogether rather than this”” Yet as they sat, and
said this, to each man of the council came floating dim
memories of that curse of the burned women, and its remedy;
to many it ran thythmically, an old song better known by
the music than the words, heard once and agam, Jong ago,
when the gusty wind d the ch houghs, and
strewed the smooth sward with their star-leaves,

Withal came thoughts to eack man, partly selfish, partly
wise and just, concermng his own wife and chuldren, con-
cerning childeen yet unborn, thoughts too of the glory of
the old name; all that had been suffered and done that the
glorious free land mught yet be 2 nation.

And the spirit of hape, never dezd but sleeping only, woke
up within there hearts. ** We may yet be a people,” they said
to themselves, * if we can but get breathing time ®

Ang as they thought these things, and doubted, Swur rose
up in the midst of them and sard: * You are nght in what
you think, countrymen, and she 1s right , she 15 altogether
good and noble; send her forth”

Then, with one look of utter despair at her as she stood
statue-like, he left the couna, fest he should fall down and
die in the midst of them, he said ; yet he died not then, but
lived {or many yeats afterwards

But they rose from their seats, and when they were armed,
and she royally arrayed, they went with her, leading her
through the dear streets, whence you always saw the great
pine-shadowed mountans, she went away from all that was
dear to her, to go and sit a crowned queen in the dreary
marble palzce, whose outer walls rose nght up from the
weary-heafted sea.  She could not think, she durst not; she
feared, if she did, that she would curse her beauty, almost
curse the name of love, curse Siur, though she knew he was
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And the father and brother stood by, looking quite awe-
struck, more so they seemed than by her solemn oath..
Till Siur, raising his head from where it lay, cried out
aloud: “May God forgive me as I am true to her! hear
you, father and brother?” .

Then said Cissela: “May God help me in my need, as I
am true to Siur.”

And the others went, and they two were left standing
there alone, with no little awe over them, strange and shy as
they had never yet been to each other. Cissela shuddered,
and said in a quick whisper: *“Siur, on your knees! and
pray that these oaths may never clash.”

“ Can they, Cissela? ” he said.

“ QO love,” she cried, “you have loosed my hand; take
it again, or I shall die, Siur!”

He tock both her hands, he held them fast to his lips,
to his forehead; he said: *“No, God does not allow such
things ; truth does not lie; you are truth; this need not be
prayed for.” '

She said; “Oh, forgive me! yet—yet this old chapel is
damp and cold even in the burning summer weather. O
knight Siur, something strikes through me; I pray you kneel
and pray.”

He looked steadily at her for a long time without answer-
ing, as if he were trying once for all to become indeed one
with her; then said: ““VYes, it is possible; in no other way
could you give up everything.”

Then he took from off his finger a thin golden ring, and
broke it in two, and gave her the one half, saying: “When
will they come together ?”

Then within a while they left the chapel, and walked as in
a dream between the dazzling lights of the hall, where the
knights sat now, and between those lights sat down together,
drcaming still the same dream each of them; while all the
knights shouted for Siur and Cissela. Even if a man had
spent all his life looking for sorrowful things, even if he
sought for them with all his heart and soul, and even though
he had grown grey in that quest, yet would he have found
nothing in all the world, or perhaps in all the sfars either,
so sorrowful as Cissela. ‘

They had accepted her sacrifice after long deliberation,
they had arrayed her in purple and scarlet, they had crowned
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her with gold wrought about with jewels, they had spread
abroad the veil of her golden hair; yet now, as they led
her forth in the midst of the band of knights, her brother
Eric holding fast her hand, each man felt like a murderer
when he beheld her face, whereon was no tear, wherein was
no writhing of muscle, twitching of nerve, wherein was no
sorrow-mark of ber own, but only the sorrow-mark which
God sent her, and which she musf perforce wear,

Vet they had not caught eagerly at her offer, they had said
at first almost to a man: “‘Nay, this thing shall not be, let
vs die altogether rather than this” Yet as they sat, and
said this, to each man of the counul came floating dim
memories of that curse of the bumed women, and its remedy;
to many it ran rhythmically, an old song better known by
the music than the words, heard once and again, long 2go,
when the gusty wind ov d the ¢h boughs, and
strewed the smooth sward with their starleaves.

Withal came thoughts to each man, pastly selfish, partly
wise and just, concerming his own wife and children, con-
cerning children yet unborn; thoughts too of the glory of
the old name; all that had been suffered and Qone that the
glorious free land mught yet be a nation.

And the spint of hope, never dead but sleeping only, woke
up within their hearts. # We may yet be a people,” they said
to themselves, “if we can but get breathing time ”

And as they thought these things, and doubted, Siur rose
up in the midst of them and said: * You are right in what
you think, countrymen, and she is right ; she 15 altogether
good and noble; send her forth”

Then, with one look of utter despair at her as she stood
statue-like, he left the council, lest he should fall down and
die in the midst of them, he smd; yet he died not then, but
lived for many years afterwards.

But they rose from their seats, and when they were armed,
and she royally arrayed, they went with her, leading her
through the dear streets, whence you always saw the great
pine-shadowed mountans, she went away from all that was
dear to her, to go and sit a crowned queen in the dreary
marble paljee, whose outer walls rose nght up from the
weary-heafted sea.  She could not think, she durst not; she
feared, if she did, that she would curse her beauty, almost
curse the name of love, curse Siur, though she knew he was
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right, for not slaying her; she feared that she might curse
God. .
So she thought not at all, steeping her senses utterly in
forgetfulness of the happy past, destroying all anticipation of
the future : yet,as they left the city amid the tears of women,
and fixed sorrowful gaze of men, she turned round once, and
stretched her arms out involuntarily, like a dumb senseless
thing, towards the place where she was born, and where her
life grew happier day by day, and where his arms first crept
round about her.

She turned away and thought, but in a cold speculative
manner, how it was possible that she was bearing this sorrow;
as she often before had wondered, when slight things vexed
her overmuch, how people had such sorrows and lived, and
almost doubted if the pain was so much greater in great
sorrows than in small troubles, or whether the nobleness
only was greater, the pain not sharper, but more lingering.

Halfway toward the camp the king’s people met her; and
over the trampled ground, where they had fought so fiercely
but 2 little time before, they spread breadth of golden cloth,
that her feet might not touch the arms of her dead country-
men, or their brave bodies.

. And so they came at last with many trumpet-blasts to the

king’s tent, who stood at the door of i, to welcome his bride
that was to be: a noble man truly to look on, kindly, and
genial-eyed ; the red blood sprang up over his face when she
came near; and she looked back no more, but bowed before
him almost to the ground, and would have knelt, but that
he caught her in his arms and kissed her; she was pale ngf
more now ; and the king, as he gazed delightedly at her, di
not notice that sorrow-mark, which was plain enough to her
own people.

So the trumpets sounded again one long peal that seemed
to make all the air reel and quiver, and the soldiers and lords
shouted: “ Hurrah for the Peace-Queen, Cissela 1

“ Come, Harald,” said a beautiful golden-haired boy to one
who was plainly his younger brother, “Come, and let us
leave Robert here by the forge, and show our Jady-mother
this beautiful thing. Swect master armourer, farefrell.”

* Are you going to the queen then? * said the armourer,

“Yea," said the boy, looking wonderingly at the strong
craftsman’s eager face,
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' But, pay; let me look at you awhile longer, you remind
me so much of one I loved long ago in my own land. Stay
awhile till your other brother goes with you.”

“Well, I will stay, and think of what you have been
telling me; I do not feel as if I should ever think of any-
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of dreams. A gallant dream it was he dreamed ; for he saw
himself with his brothers and friends about hitm, seated on a
throne, the justest king in all the earth, his people the
lovingest of all people- he saw the ambassadors of the
restored nations, that had been unjustly dealt with long
ago; everywhere love, and peace if possible, justice and truth
at all events.

Alas| he knew not that vengeance, so long delayed, must
fall at last in his lifetime; he knew not that 1t takes longer
to restore that whose growth has been through age and age,
than the few years of 2 life-ume, yet was the reality good,
if not as good as the dream

Presently his twin-brother Robert woke him from that
dream, calling out ““Now, brother Svend, are we really ready;
see here ] but stop, kneel first, there, now am I the Bishop.”

. And he pulled his brother down on to his knees, and put
on his head, where 1t fitted loosely enough now, hanging
down from left to nght, an wron crown fantastically wrought,
which he himself, having Just fimshed 1, had taken out of
the water, cool :md dnppmg
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it some day.”
“Yea,” said the other: “but 1t 1s a poor thing ; better let
Siur put 1t 1n the furnace again and make 1t into sword hilts.”
Thereupon they began to go, Svend holding the crown in
his hand? but as !hey were going, Stur called out: “ Yet wll
Isell nty daggerata price, Prince Svend, even as you wished
at first, rather than give it you for nothing.”
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«Well, for what?” said Svend, somewhat shortly, for he
thought Siur was going back from his promise, which seemed
ugly to him. .

% Nay, be not angry prince,” said the armourer, *only I
pray you to satisfy this whim of mine; it is the first favour I
have asked of you: will you ask the fair, noble lady, your
mother, from Siur the smith, if she is happy now?”

“ Willingly, sweet master Stur, if it pleases you; farewell.”

And with happy young faces they went away ; and when
they were gone, Siur from a secret place drew out various
weapons and armour, and began to work at them, having
first drawn bolt and bar of his workshop carefully.

Svend, with Harald and Robert his two brethren, went
their ways to the queen, and found her sitting alone in 2 fair
court of the palace full of flowers, with a marble cloister
round about it; and when she saw them coming, she rose
up to meet them, her three fair sons.

Truly as that right royal woman bent over them lovingly,
there seemed little need of Siur's question.

So Svend showed her his dagger, but not the crown; and
she asked many questions concerning Siur the smith, about
his way of talking and his face, the colour of his hair even,
till the boys wondered, she questioned them so closely, with
beaming eyes and glowing cheeks, so that Svend thought he
had never before seen his mother look so beautiful.

Then Svend said: “And, mother, don’t be angry with
Siur, will you? because he sent a message to you by me.”

“ Angry!"” and straightway her soul was wandering where her
body could not come, and for a moment or two she was living
as before, with him close by her, in the old mountain land.

“Well, mother, he wanted me to ask you if you were
happy now.”

“Did be, Svend, this man with brown hair, grizzled as
you say it is now? Is his hair soft then, this Siur, going

down on to his shoulders in waves? and his eyes, do they
glow steadily, as if lighted up from his heart? and how does
he speak? Did you not tell me that his words led you,
whether you would or no, into dreamland? Ah well! teli
him I am happy, but not so happy as we shall be, as we
were. And so you, son Robert, are getting to be quite a
cunning smith ; but do you think you will ever beat Siur?”

“ Ah, mother, no,” he said, “ there is something with him
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that makes him scem quite infinitely beyond all other
workmen I have ever heard of,”

Some memory cotming from that dreamland smote upon
her heart more than the others; she .blushed like a young
gitl, and said hesitatingly :

“Does he work with his left hand, son Robert; for I bave
heard that some men do s0?” But in her heart she remem-
bered how once, long ago in the old mountain country, in
het father's house, some one had said that only men who
were bomn so, conld do cunmingly with the left hand; and
how Siur, then quite a boy, had sud, “Well, I will lry "
and how, in a month or two, he had come 1o her with an
armlet of silver, very curiously wrought, which he had done
with bis own Ieft hand.

So Robert said: * Yea, mother, he works with hus left

* Canrnot I then ?” and this more when he does smith’s work
in metal than when be works in marble; 2nd once I heard
him say when he did so, * I wonder where my first left hand
work is; ab{ I bide my time.! I wonder also, mother, what
he meant by that”

She answered no word, but shook hes arm free from its
broad sleeve, and something glittered on 1t, near her wrist,
something wrought out of silver set with guamnt and up-
couthly-cut stones of little value.

In the council chamber, among the lords, sat Svend and
his six brethren; he chief of all 1n the wielding of sword or
axe, in the government of people, in drawing the love of men
and women to him, pcrfcct n facc and body, in msdam

s=d stememtbopes cored et Yim sat Robert, cunning in
L ass, all things could he
- the sweep of an angel’s

wings down to the sllppm" of a little field-mouse from under
the sheaves in the harvest-time. Then there was Harald,
who knew conceming all the stars of heaven and flowers of
earth : Riehard, who drew men's beants from their bodiés,
with the words that swung to and (o 1n his glorious thymes:
William, to whom the air of heaven seemed a servant when
the harp-strings quivered undemeath his fingers : there were

| p——
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the two sailor-brothers, who the year before, young though -
they were, had come back from a long, perilous voyage, with
news of an island they had found long and long away to the
west, larger than any that this people knew of, but very fair
and good, though uninhabited. - L .

But now over all this noble brotherhood, with its various
gifts hung one cloud of sorrow; their mother, the Peace-
Queen Cissela was dead, she who had taught them truth and
nobleness so well ; she was never to see the beginning of the
end that they would work; truly it seemed sad,

" There sat the seven brothers in the council chamb.er,
waiting for the king, speaking no word, only thinking
drearily; and under the pavement of the great church
Cissela lay, and by the side of her tomb stood two men,
old men both, Valdemar the king, and Siur.

So the king, after that he had gazed awhile on the carven
face of her he had loved well, said at last:

“ And now, Sir Carver, must you carve me also to lie
there.” And he pointed to the vacant space by the side of
the fair alabaster figure.

“#Q king,” said Siur, “except for a very few strokes on
: steel, I have done work now, having carved the queen there;
1 cannot do this thing for you.”

What was it sent a sharp pang of bitterest suspicion through
the very heart of the poor old man? he looked steadfastly
at him for 2 moment or two, as if he would know all secrets;
he could not, he had not strength of life enough to get to
the bottom of things; doubt vanished soon from his heart
and his face under Siur'’s pitying gaze; he said, * Then per-
haps I shall be my own statue,” and therewithal he sat down
on the edge of the low marble tomb, and laid his right arm
across her breast; he fixed his eyes on the eastern belt of
windows, and sat quite motionless and silent ; and he never
knew that she loved him not.

But Siur, when he had gazed at him for awhile, stole
away quietly, as we do when we fear to awaken a sleeper;
and the king never turned his head, but still sat there, never
moving, scarce breathing, it seemed.

‘Siur stood in his own great hall (for his house aas large),
he stood before the dais, and saw a fair sight, the work of
his own hands. <

For, fronting him, against the wall were seven thrones,
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and behind them a cloth of samite of purple wrought with

maldan etnee nd oA amence faree skt to left with long
e . . - with melancholy,

- . .. - nd opposite each

* ought wonderfully

in bright steel, except that on the breast of each suit wasa
face worked marvellously in enamel, the face of Cissela in a
glory of golden hair; and the glory of that gold spread away
from the breast on all sides, and ran cunningly along with
the steel rings, in such a way as 1t is hard even to imagine:
moreover, on the crest of each helm was wrought the
pheenix, the never-dying bird, the only creature that knows
the sun; and by each suit lay a gleaming sword terrible to
look at, steel from pommel to pownt, but wrought along the
blade in bumished gold that outflashed the gleam of the
steel, was written in fantastic letters the word ** Westward.”

So Siur gazed till he heard footsteps coming; then he turned
tomeet them  And Svend and his brethren sat silent in the
council chamber, tll they heard a great noise and clamour
of the people anse through all the streets, then they rose to
see what it might be. Meanwhile on the low marble tomb,
under the dim sweeping vault sat, or rather lay, the king;
for, though his right arm still lay over her breast, his head
had fallen forward, and rested now on the shoulder of the
wmarble queen. There he lay, with strange confusion of his
scarlet, gold-wrought robes; silent, motionless, and dead.
"The seven brethren stood together on 2 marble terrace of the
royal palace, that was dotted about on the balusters of it with
white statues: they were helmetted, and armed to the testh,
only over their armour great black cloaks were thrown.

Now the whole great terrace was a-sway with the crowd of
nobles and princes, and others that were ncither nobles or
princes, but true men only, and these were helmetted and
wrapped in black cloaks even as the pninces were, only the *
crests of the princes’ helms were wrought wonderfully with
that bird, the phenix, all flaming with new power, dying
because its old body is not strong enough for 1its new-found
power: and those on that terrace wha were unarmed had
T e e e POt

no fear or rage, scarcely even any anxiety, but calm, brave
joy seemed to be on all.
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the two sailor-brothers, who the year before, young though
they were, had come back from a long, perilous voyage, with
news of an island they had found long and long away to the
west, larger than any that this people knew of, but very fair
and good, though uninhabited.

But now over all this noble brotherhood, with its various
gifts hung one cloud of sorrow; their mother, the Peace-
Queen Cissela was dead, she who had taught them truth and
nobleness so well ; she was never to see the beginning of the
end that they would work; truly it seemed sad.

There sat the seven brothers in the council chamber,
waiting for the king, speaking no word only thinking

drearily; and under the pavement < . '3 great church -
Cissela lay, and by the side of her - - tood twa o
old men both, Valdemar the king, =
So the kmg, after that he had & -on the ¢
face of her he had loved well, said - .
“And now, Sir Carver, must - me also .-
there.” And he pointed to the . ~ by the =

tha fair alahactar Smara
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and behind them 2 cloth of samite of purple wrought with
golden stars, and bamred across from right to left with leng
b A Tel vt v -ywith melancholy,
b ' o = nd opposite each
' . ' - ought wonderfully
in bright steel, except that on the breast of each suit was 2
face worked marvellously in enamel, the face of Cissela in a
glory of golden hair; and the glory of that gold spread away
from the breast on all sides, and ran cunningly along with
the steel rings, n such a way as 1t is hard even to imagine:
moreover, on the crest of each helm was wrought the
pheenix, the never-dying tird, the only creature that knows
the sun, and by each smit lay a gleaming sword terrible to
look at, steel from pommel to pont, but wrought along the
blade in burmshed gold that outflashed the gleam of the
steel, was wntten in fantastic letters the word ** Westward.”

So Siur gazed till he heard footsteps comng;; then he turned
to meet them. And Svend and his brethren sat silent in the
council chamber, ull they heard a great noise and clamour
of the people anse through all the streets; then they rose to
see what it might be. Meanwhile on the low marble tomb,
under the dim sweepmng vault sat, or rather lay, the king;
for, though tis right arm still lay over her breast, hus head
had fallen forward, and rested now on the shoulder of the
matble queen. There he lay, with strange confusion of his
scarlet, gold-wrought robes; sient, motionless, and dead.
The seven brethren stood together on 2 marble terrace of the
royal palace, that was dotted about on the balusters of it with
white statues: they were helmetted, and armed to the teeth,
only over their armour great black cloaks were thrown.

Now the whole great terrace was a-sway with the crowd of
nobles and pnnces, and others that were neither nobles or
princes, but true men only, and these were helmetted and ~
wrapped n black cloaks even as the princes were, only 17
crests of the princes’ jiflms were wrought wonderfullr *
that bird, the pheenix, all flaming with new powe N
because its old body is not strong enough for ite” z}'/
power: and those on that terrace who wefg/

anxious faces, some frarful, some stormy wi* o2 bs
disappointment ; but among the faces of 9,«.%0
though here and there you might ser” 5, wed,

no fear or rage, scarcely even any »
joy seemed to be on all.
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than death, or mere pain, howsoever fierce—these saw all
the ships go out of the harbour merrily with swelling sail
and dashing oar, and with joyous singing of those aboard;
and Svend’s was the last of all.

Whom they saw kneel down on the deck unhelmed, then
all sheathed their swords that were about him; and the
Prince Robert took from Svend’s hand an iron crown fan-
tastically wrought, and placed it on his head as he knelt;
then he continued kneeling still, till, as the ship drew further
and further away from the harbour, all things aboard of her
became indistinct.

And they never saw Svend and his brethren again.

Here ends what William the Englishman wrote; but
afterwards (in the night-time) he found the book of a certain
chronicler which saith:

“In the spring-time, in May, the gzoth year from the
death of Svend the wonderful king, the good knights,
sailing due eastward, came to a harbour of a land they
knew not: wherein they saw many goodly ships, but of a
strange fashion like the ships of the ancients, and destitute
of any mariners: besides they saw no beacons for the
guidance of seamen, nor was there any sound of bells or
singing, though the city was vast, with many goodly towers
and palaces. So when they landed they found that which
is hardly to be believed, but which is nevertheless true:
for about the quays and about the streets lay many people
dead, or stood, but quite without motion, and they were
all white or about the colour of new-hewn freestone, yet
were they not statues but real men, for they had, some of
them, ghastly wounds which showed their entrails, and the
structure of their flesh, and veins, and bones.

“Moreover the streets were red and wet with blood, and
the harbour waves were red with it, because it dripped in
great drops slowly from the quays. .

“Then when the good knights saw this, they doubted
not but that it was a fearful punishment on this people
for sins of theirs; thereupon they entered into a church of
that city and prayed God to pardon them; afterwerds, going
back to their ships, sailed away marvelling. ¢

“And I John who wrote this history saw all this with
mine own eyes.”



THE HOLLOW LAND

A TALE
+ We fiad In ancieat story wonders many told,

CHAPTER 1
STRUGGLING IN THE WORLD

Do you know where 1t 1s—the Hollow Land ?

I have been looking for 1t now so long, trying to find it
again—the Hollow Land—for there I saw my love first,

T wish to tell you how I found 1t first of 2ll, but I am old,
my memory fails me  you must wait and let me think if I
perchance can tell you how 1t happened.

Yea, in my ears 1s a fused notse of trumpet-bl
singing over desolate moors, 1n my ears ang eyes a clashing
and clanging of horse-hoofs, a nnging and ghttering of steel ,
drawn-back lips, set teeth, shouts, shneks, and curses

How was it that no one of us ever found it t:ll that day?
for it is near our country. but what time have we to lock
for it, or any good thing; with such biting carking cares
hemming us in on every sitde—cares about great things~—
mighty things: mghty things, O my brothers! or rather
Lttle things enough, 1f we only knew 1t

Lives past in turmoil, in making one another unhappy;
in bitterest misunderstanding of our brothers’ hearts, making
those sad whom God has not made sad,—alas, alas! what
chance {or any of us 1o find the Hollow Land ? what time
even to iook for it?

Yet who has not dreamed of 1t? Who, half miserable yet
the while, for that ke knows ¢ 13 but 2 dream, has not felt

s
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whistle answered me from within, which I in my tum
answered ; then the wicket opened, and a monk came out,
holding a lantern. He seemed yet in the prime of life, and
was a tall, powerful man. He held the lantern to my face,
then smiled, and said, * The banners hang low.” 1 gave the
countersign, “The crest is lopped off.” * Good my son,”
said he ; ““the ladders are within here. I dare not trust any
of the brethren to carry them for you, though they love not
the witch either, but are timorsome.”

“ No matter,” I said, “ I have men here.” So they entered
and began to shoulder the tall ladders: the prior was very
busy.  You will find them just the right length, my son,
trust me for that” He seemed quite a jolly, pleasant man,
I could not understand his nursing furious revenge ; but his
face darkened strangely whenever he happencd to mention
her name,

As we were starting he came and stood outside the gate,
and putting his lantern down that the light of it might not
confuse his sight, looked earnestly into the night, then said :
“The wind has fallen, the snow flakes get thinner and smaller
every moment, in an hour it will be freezing hard, and will
be quite clear; everything depends upon the surprise being
complete ; stop a few minutes yet, my son.” He went away
 chuckling, and returned presently with two more sturdy
3 monks carrying something: they threw their burdens down
before my feet, they consisted of all the white albs in the
abbey : “ There, trust an old man, who has seen more than
one stricken fight in bis carnal days; let the men who scale
the walls put these over their arms, and they will not be seen
in the least. God make your sword sharp, my son.”

So we departed, and when I met Armald again, he said,
that what the prior had done was well thought of; so we
agreed that I should take thirty men, an old squire of our
house, well skilled in war, along with them, scale the walls
as quietly as possible, and open the gates to the rest.

I set off accordingly, after that with low laughing we had
put the albs ali over us, wrapping the Iadders also in white.
‘Then we crept very warily and slowly up the wall; the moat
was frozen over, and on the ice the snow lay q_uite thick;
we all thought that the guards must be careless enough,
when they did not even take the trouble to breaksthe ice
in the moat. So we listened—there was no sound at all,
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the Christmas midnight mass had long ago been over, it
was nearly three o'clock, and the moon began to clear,
there was scarce any snow falling now, only a “fake or two
from some low hurrying cloud or other: the wind sighed
gently about the round towers there, but it was bitter cold,
for it had begun to freeze agiin: we lLstencd for some
minutes, about a quarter of an hour I think, then at a
sign from me, they mised the ladders carefully, mufiled as
they were at the top with swathings of wool, I mounted
first, old Squwe Hugh followed last; noiselessly we as.
cended and soon stood altogether on the walls; then we
carc[ul]y lowered the ladders again with long ropes; we
got our swords and axes from out of the folds of our
priests’ raiments, and set forward, til we reached the first
tower along the wall; the door was open, in the chamber
at the top there was a fire slowly smouldening, nothing else ;
we passed through 1t, and began to go down the spiral
staircase, I first, with my axe shortened in my hand.—
“What if we were surprised there,” I thought, and I
longed to be out 1n the air agmn,—* What of the door
were fast at the bottom.”

As we passed the second chamber, we heard some one
within snoring loudly: I looked in quietly, and saw a
big man with long black hair, that fell off his pilow and
swept the ground, lying snonng, with his nose turned up
and his mouth open, but he scemed so sound asleep that
we did not stop to shy him.—Praise be '—the door was
open, without even a whispered word, without a pause, we
went on along the streets, on the side that the drift had
been on, because our garments were white, for the wind
being very strong all that day, the houses on that side had
caught in therr comices and carvings, and on the yough
stone and wood of them, so much snow, that except here
and there where the black walls grinned out, they were quite
white ; no man saw us as we stole along, noiselessly because
of the snow, till we stood within 100 yards of the gates and
their house of guard. And we stood because we heard the
voice of some one singing :

. +Queen Mary's crown was gold,
King Joseph's crown was Brea,
. But Jesus’ crown was diamond
That Ut up all the bed
AMaria Vieginis”
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So they had some guards after all; this was clearly the
sentinel that sung to keep the ghosts off—Now for a
fight.—We drew nearer, a few yards nearer, then stopped
to free ourselves from our monks' clothes.

** Ships sail through the Heaven
With red banners dress'd,
Carrying the planets seven
To see the white breast
Marie Virginis”

Thereat hé must have seen the waving of some alb or
other as it shivered down to the ground, for his spear fell
with a thud, and he seemed to be standing open-mouthed,
thinking something about ghosts; then, plucking up heart
of grace, he roared out like ten bull-calves, and dashed
into the guard-house.

We followed smartly, but without hurry, and came up to
the door of it just as some dozen half-armed men came
tumbling out under our axes: thereupon, while our men slew
them, 1 blew a great blast upon my horn, and Hugh with
some others drew bolt and bar and swung the gates wide open.

Then the men in the guard-house understood they were
taken in a trap., and began to stir with great confusion;
so lest they should get quite waked and armed, I left Hugh
at the gates with ten men, and myself led the rest into that
house. There while we slew all those that yielded not,
came Arnald with the others, bringing our horses with
them: then all the enemy threw their arms down. And
we counted our prisoners and found them over fourscore;
therefore, not knowing what to do with them (for they were
too many to guard, and it seemed unknightly to slay them
all}, we sent up some bowmen to the walls, and turning our
prisoners out of gates, bid them run for their lives, which
they did fast enough, not knowing our numbers, and our
men sent a,few flights of arrows among them that they
might not be undeceived.

Then the one or two prisoners that we had left, told us,
when we had crossed our axes over their heads, that the
people of the good town would not willingly fight us, in that
they hated the Queen; that she was guarded at the palace
by some fifty knights, and that beside, there were ho others
to oppose us in the town: so we set out for the*palace,
spear in hand.

»
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We had not gone far, before we heard some knights
coming, and soon, in 2 tum of the long street, we saw
them riding towards us; when they caught sight of us
they seemed astonished, drew rein, and stood in some
confusion.

We did not slacken our pace for an instant, but rode right
at them with a yell, to which I lent myself with all my

eart.

After all they did not run away, but waited for us with
their spears held out; I missed the man I had marked,
or hit him rather just on the top of the helm; he bent
back, and the spear slipped over his head, but my horse
still kept on, and I felt presently such a crash that T reeled
in my saddle, and felt mad. He had lashed out at me
with his sword as I came on, hitting me in the ribs (for
my arm was faised), but only flathngs.

1 was quite wild with mage, I lumed, almost fell upon
him, caught him by the neck with both hands, and threw
him under the horse-hoofs, sighing with fury: I heard
Amald’s voice close to me, “ Well fought, Floman”. and I
saw his great stern face bare among the iron, for he had
made a vow in remembrance of that blow always to fight
unhelmed; I saw his great sword swinging, 0 wide gyres,
and hissing as it started up, just as if 1t were alive and
Liked it.

So joy filled all my soul, and I fought with my heart, ull
the big axe I swung felt like nothing but a little hammer
in my h:md except for xts bitterness : and as for the enemy,
they . - e e e

for t Y " . . -
they L - .
there.

Then at last we came to the palace, where some grooms
and such like kept the gates armed, but some mn, and
some we took prisoners, one of whom died for sheer terror
in our hands, bemg stricken by no wound - for he thought
we would eat him,

These pd we ioned g the queen, and
50 entered,the great hall.

There *Arnald sat down in the throne on the dais, and
lsid his* naked sword before him on the table : and on each
side of him sat such knights as there was room fo and the
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others stood round about, while I took ten men, and went
to look for Swanhilda. -

1 found her soon, sitting by herself in a gorgeous cham-
ber, I almost pitied her when I saw her looking so utterly
desolate and despairing; her beauty too had faded, deep
lines cut through her face. But when I eatered she knew
who 1 was, and her look of intense hatred was so fiend-like,
that it changed my pity into horror of her.

“Knight,” she said, “who are you, and what do you
want, thus discourteously entering my chamber?”

“1 am Florian de Lilils, and I am to conduct you to
judgment.”

She sprung up, “ Curse you and your whole house,—
you I hate worse than any,—girl’s face,~—~gnards | guards!”
and she stamped on the ground, her veins on the forehead
swelled, her eyes grew round and flamed out, as she kept
crying for her guards, stamping the while, for she seemed
quite mad. .

Then at last she remembered that she was in the power
of her enemies, she sat down, and lay with her face between
her hands, and wept passionately.

* Witch,”—I1 said between my closed teeth, **“will you |
come, or must we carry you down to the great hall ?”

Neither would she come, but sat there, clutching at her
dress and tearing her hair.

Then 1 said, “* Bind her, and carry her down.” And they
did so.

I watched Arnald as we came in, there was no triumph on
his stern white face, but resolution enough, he had made up
his mind.

They placed her on a seat in the midst of the hall over
against the dais. He said, * Unbind her, Florian.” They
did so, she raised her face, and glared defiance at us all, as
though she would die queenly after all.

Then rose up Amald and said, “ Queen Swanhilda, we
judge you guilty of death, and because you are a queen and
of a noble house, you shall be slain by my knightly sword,
and I will even take the reproach of slaying a woman, for no
other hand than mine shall deal the blow.”

Then she said, “O false knight, show your warrant from
God, man, or devil.” «

“ This warrant from God, Swanhilda,” he said, holding up
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his sword, “listen 1 —fifteen years ago, when I was just win-
ning my spurs, you struck me, disgracing me before all the
people ; you cursed me, and meant that curse well encugh.
Men of the house of the Lilies, what sentence for that ?”

“Death!” they said.

¢ Listen I—afterwards you slew my cousin, your husband,
treacherously, in the most cursed way, stabbing him in the
throat, as the stars in the canopy above him looked down
on the shut cyes of him. Men of the house of the Lily,
vhat sentence for that?”

“Deatht” they sad.

* Do you hear them, Queen? thers is warrant from man;
for the dewal, I do not reverence him enough to take war.
rant from him, but, as I look at that face of yours, I think
that even he has left you”

And indeed just then all her pride seemed to leave her,
she fell from the charr, and wallowed on the ground moan-
ing, she wept like a child, so that the tears lay on the o2k
floor; she prayed for another month of life; she came to
me and kneeled, and kissed my feet, and prayed pitensly,
so that water ran out of her mouth.

But I shuddered, and drew away; it was like having an
adder about one; 1 could have pitied her had she died
bravely, but for one like her to whine and whine “pah t—

Then from the dais rang Amald's voice terrible, much
changed.  “Letthere be 2n end of all this”  And he took
his sword and strode throogh the hall towards her; she rose
from the ground and stood up, stooping 2 hitle, her head
sunk betwren her shoulders, her black eyes tumed up and
gleaming, like a tigress about to spnng. When he came
within some six paces of her something in his eye daunted
her, or perhaps the flashing of his terrible sword in the
torch-light ; she threw her arms up with 2 great shriek, and

ed screaming about the hall.  Amald's lip never once
curled with any scorn, no line in his face changed: he said,
“ Bring her here ang bind ber.”

But when one came up to her to lay hold on her she first
of all ran at him, hitting with her head in the belly. Then
while he stood doubled up for want of breath, and staring
with his head up, she caught his sword from the girdle, and
cut him acvoss the shoulders, and many others she wounded
sorely before they took her. ~
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Then Arnald stood by the chair to which she was bound,
and poised his sword, and there was a great silence.

Then he said, “ Men of the House of the Lilies, do you
justify me in this, shall she die?” Straightway rang a
great shout through the hall, but before it died away the
sword had swept round, and therewithal was there no such
thing as Swanhilda left upon the earth, for in no battle-field
had Arnald struck truer blow., Then he turned to the few
servants of the palace and said, * Go now, bury this accursed
woman, for she is a king's daughter.” Then to us ali, * Now
knights, to horse and away, that we may reach the good town
by about dawn.” So we mounted and rode off,

What a strange Christmas-day that was, for there, about
nine o'clock in the morning, rode Red Harald into the good
town to demand vengeance ; he went at once to the king,
and the king promised that before nightfall that very day the
matter should be judged; albeit the king feared somewhat,
because every third man you met in the streets had a blue
cross on his shoulder, and some likeness of a lily, cut out
or painted, stuck in his hat; and this blue cross and lily
were the bearings of our house, called “ De Liliis.” Now
we had seen Red Harald pass through the streets, with a
white banner borne before him, to show that he came
peaceably as for this time; but I trow he was thinking of
other things than peace.

And he was called Red Harald first at this time, because
over all his arms he wore a great scarlet cloth, that fell in
heavy folds about his horse and all about him. Then, as he
passed our house, some one pointed it out to him, rising
there with its carving and its barred marble, but stronger
than many a castle on the hill-tops, and its great overhanging
battlement cast a mighty shadow down the wall and across
the street ; and above all rose the great tower, our banner
floating proudly from the top, whereon was emblazoned on a
white ground a blue cross, and on a blue ground four white
lilies. And now faces were gazing from all the windows, and
all the battlements were thronged; so Harald turned, and
rising in his stirrups, shook his clenched fist at our house;
natheless, as he did so, the cast wind, coming down the
street, caught up the corner of that searlet cloth anfl drove it
aver his face, and therewithal disordering his long blatk hair,
well nigh choked him, so thathe bit both his hair and that cloth.
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So from base to cope rose a mighty shout of triumph and
defiance, and he passed on.

Then Amald caused it to be cried, that all these who
loved the good House of the Lilies should go to mass
that morning in Saint Mary’s Church, hard by our house.
Now this church belonged to us, and the abbey that served
it, and always we appointed the abbot of it on condition
that our trumpets should sound all together when on high
masses they sing the “Glona in Excelsis” It was the
largest and most beaunful of all the churches in the town,
and had two exceeding bigh towers, which you could see
from far off, even when you saw not the town or any of
its other towers. and in one of these towers were twelve
great bells, named after the twelve Apostles, one .name
being wrtten on_each one of them; as Peter, Matthew,
and 50 on; and in the other tower was one great bell only,
much larger than any of the others, and which was called
Mary. Now this bell was never rung but when our house
was in great danger, and it had this legend onat, “ When Mary
rings the carth shakes;” and indeed from this we ook our
war cry, which was, *Mary rings;” somewhat justifiably
SE B R, ki

So Arpald gave me mn charge to tell the abbot to cause
Mary to be tolled for an hour before mass that day.

The abbot leaned on my shoulder as I stood within the
tower and looked at the twelve monks laying their hands to
the ropes.  Far up in the dimness I saw the wheel before it
began to swing round about; then 1t moved a litle; the
twelve men bent down to the earth and a roar rose that
shook the tower from base to spire-vane backwards and
forwards swept the wheel, as Mary now looked doswnwards
towards earth, now looked up at the shadowy cone of the spire,

Vee i PAStrie e

his sh(uxl'dcr, and many a time, as he walked toward the good
town, he tightened the belt that went about his waist, that
he might stride the faster, 5o long and funously did Mary toll.
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And before the great bell, Mary, had ceased ringing, all
the ways were full of armed men.

But at each door of the church of Saint Mary stobd a row
of men armed with axes, and when any came, meaning to go
into the church, the two first of these would hold their axes
(whose helves were about four feet long) over his head, and
would ask him, “Who went over the moon last night?”
then if he answered nothing or at random. they would bid
him turn back, which he for the more part would be ready
enough to do; but some, striving to get through that row of
men, were slain outright ; but if he were one of those that
were friends to the House of the Lilies he would answer to
that question, * Mary and John.”

By the time the mass began the whole church was full,
and in the nave and transept “thereof were three thousand
men, all of our house and all armed. But Arnald and
myself, and Squire Hugh, and some others sat under a gold-
fringed canopy near the choir; and the abbot said mass,
having his mitre on his head. Yet, as I watched him, it
seemed to me that he must have something on beneath his
prest’s vestments, for he looked much fatter than usual,
being really a tall lithe man.

Now, as they sung the “Kyrie,” some one shouted from
the other end of the church, “My lord Arnald, they are
slaying our people without ;” for, indeed, all the square about
the church was full of our people, who for the press had not
been able to enter, and were standing there in no small
dread of what might come to pass.

Then the abbot turned round from the altar, and began to
fidget with the fastenings of his rich robes.

And they made a lane for us up to the west door; then I
put on my helm and we began to go up the nave, then sud-
denly the singing of the monks and all stopped. I heard a
clinking and a buzz of voices in the choir; I turned, and saw
that the bright noon sun was shining on the gold of the
priest’s vestments, as they lay on the floor, and on the mail
that the priests carried.

So we stopped, the choir gates swung open, and the
abbot marched out at the head of Zss men, all fully armed,
and began to strike up the psalm * Exsurgat Deus.”

When we got to the west door, there was indeed a tumult,
but as yet no slaying; the square was all a-flicker with steel,
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and we beheld a great body of knights, at the head of them
Red Harald and the king, standing over against us; but our
people, pressed against the houses, and into the comers of
the square, were, some striving to enter the doors, some
beside themselves with rage, shouting out to the others to
charpe; withal, some were pale and some were red with the
blood that had gathered to the wrathful faces of them.

‘Then said Arnald to those about him, * Lift me up.” So
they laid a great shield on two lances, and these four men

L] -, . .
but A{nz&d"s hair was cut short, and was red.

. Lities, will you
se " And Amald
th Tow then,” said
the hng, “and where?” *“Will it please you try now?”
said Amald.

‘Then the king understood what he meant, and took in his
hand from behind tresses of his long white hair, twisting
them round his hand in his wrath, but yet said no word, tili
T suppose his hair put him 1 mind of something, and he
xaised it in both hus hands above his head, and shouted out
aloud, “O knights, hearken to this traitor.”  Whereat,
mdied the hnccs began to move ominously. But Arnald
spohe

“Q you king and lords, wh:\t have we ta do vn\b you?
were we not free in the
Wherefore give way, and  *

il any man try to stop

wherefore now,” {and he turned) “all you House of the hly.
both soldiers and monks, let us go forth together fearmg
nothing, for 1 think there is not bone enough or musele
cnough in these fellows here that have a king that they
should stop us withal, but only skin and fat.”

And truly, no man dared to stop us, and we went,

.-

.
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CHAPTER 1II
FAILING IN THE WORLD

Now at that time we drove cattle in Red Harald’s land,

And we took no hoof but from the Lords and rich men,
but of these we had a mighty drove, both oxen and sheep,
and horses, and besides, even hawks and hounds, and a
huntsman or two to take care of them.

And, about noon, we drew away from the corn-lands that
lay beyond the pastures, and mingled with them, and reached
a wide moor, which was called * Goliah’s Land.” 1 scarce
know why, except that it belonged neither to Red Harald
or us, but was debatable.

And the cattle began to go slowly, and our horses were
tired, and the sun struck down very hot upon us, for there
was no shadow, and the day was cloudless.

All about the edge of the moor, except on the side from
which we had come was a rim of hills, not very high, but
very rocky and steep, otherwise the moor itself was flat; and
through these hills was one pass, guarded by our men, which

~pass led to the Hill castle of the Lilies.
1t was not wonderful, that of this moor many wild storles
" ere told, being such a strange lonely place, some of them
one knew, alas! to be over true. In the old time, before we
went to the good town, this moor had been the mustering
place of our people, and our house had done deeds enough
of blood and horror to turn our white lilies red, and our
blue cross to a fiery one. But some of those wild tales I
never believed ; they had to do mostly with men losing
their way without any apparent cause, (for there were plenty
of landmarks,) finding some well-known spot, and then, just
beyond it, a place they had never even dreamed of,
“Florian! Florian!” said Arnald, “for God's sake stop !
as every one else is stopping to look at the hills yonder; I
always thought there was a curse upon us. What does God
- mean by shutting us up here? Look at the «attle; O
Christ, they have found it out too! See, some’ of them
are turning to run back again towards Harald’s land! Oh!
unhappy, unhappy, from that day forward1”

i
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He leaned forward, rested his head on his horse's neck,
and wept like a child.

1 felt so irritated with him, that 1 could almost have slain
him then and there. Was he mad ? had these wild doings
of ours turned his strong wise head ?

* Are you my brother Arnald, that I used to think such 2
grand man when I was a boy?” I said, “or are you changed
00, hike everybody, and everything clse? What do jox
mean?”

* Look § Iook ! " he said, grinding his teeth in agony.

I raised my eyes: where was the one pass between the
rim of stern rocks? Nothing : the enemy behind us—that
gtim wall in front: what wonder that each man looked in
his fellow's face for help, and found 1t not. Yet I refused to
believe that there was any truth either in the wild stories
that I had heard when I was a boy, or in this story told
me so clearly by my €yes now.

1 called out cheerily, ** Hugh, come here!” He came.
“IWhat do you think of this? Some mere dodge on Harald's
part? Are we cut off ?”

“Think! Sir Florian? God formve me for ever thinking
at all; I have given up that long and long ago, because
thirty years ago I thought this, that the House of Lilies
would ‘deserve anything in the way of bad fortune that
God would send them . so I gave up thinking, and took to
fighting. But if you think that Harald had anything to
do with this, why—why—in God’s name, I wish 7 could
think so 1"

Ifelt a dull weight on my heart. Had our house been
the devil’s servants all along? I thought we were God’s
servants.

The day was very still, but what kttle wind there was, was
at our backs. I watched Hugh's face, not being able to
answer him. He was the cleverest man at war that I have
known, either before or since that day: sharper than any
great deal better.” Then he stood up n his stirrups, ax;::/
shouted, *“ Hurrah for the Lilies! Mary rings!” *Ma
tings 1”* I shouted, though I did not know the reason for *
exultation : my brother bfted Ius bead, and sz~
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grimly. Then as I listened I heard clearly the sound of a
trumpet, and enemy's trumpet too.

# After all, it was only mist, or some such thing,” I said,
for the pass between the hills was clear enough now.

“Hurrah ! only mist,” said Arnald, quite elated; “Mary
rings!” and we all began to think of fighting: for after
21l what joy is equal to that?

There were five hundred of us; two hundred spears,
the rest archers ; and both archers and men at arms were
picked men.

* How many of them are we to expect?” said I.

“Not under a thousand, certainly, probably more, Sir
Florian.” {(My brother Arnald, by the way, had knighted
me before we left the good town, and Hugh liked to give
me the handle to my pame. How was it, by the way, that
no one had ever made Aim a knight?)

“Tet every one look to his arms and horse, and come
away from these silly cows’ sons1” shouted Arnalgd.

Hugh said, ** They wiil be here in an hour, fair Sir.”

So we got clear of the cattle, and dismounted, and both
ourselves took food and drink, and our horses; afterwards
we tightened our saddle-girths, shook our great pots of
helmets on, except Arnald, whose rusty-red hair had been
* his only head-piece in battle for years and years, and stood
.with our spears close by our horses, leaving room for the

archers to retreat between our ranks; and they got their
arrows ready, and planted their stakes before a little peat
moss : and there we waited, and saw their pennons at last
floating high above the corn of the fertile land, then heard
their many horse-hoofs ring upon the hard-parched moor,
and the archers began to shoot.

It had been a strange battle; we bad never fought better,
and yet withal it had ended in a retreat; indeed all along
every man but Armald and myself, even Hugh, had been
trying at least to get the enemy between him and the way
toward the pass; and now we were all drifting that way,
the enemy trying to cut us off, but never able to stop us,
because he could only throw small bodies of men in our
way, whom we scattered and put to flight in their tdrn.

I never cared less for my life than then; indeed, in spite
of all my boasting and hardness of belief, I shonld have
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But one of those knights said: “ Be not angry with me,
Sir Florian, but do you think you will go to Heaven?”

“The saints! 1 hope so,” 1 said, but one who stood
near him whispered to him to hold his peace, so 1
cried qut:

“ O friend! I hold this world and all therein so cheap now,
that I see not anything in it but shame which can any longer
anger me ; wherefore speak out.” .

“Then, Sir Florian, men say that at your christening
some fiend took on him the likeness of a priest and
strove to baptize you in the Devil's name, but God had
mercy on you so that the fiend could not choose but
baptize you in the name of the most holy Trinity: and yet
men say that you hardly believe any doctrine such as other
men do, and will at the end only go to Heaven vound about
as it were, not at all by the intercession of our Lady; they
say too that you can see no ghosts or other wonders, what-
ever happens to other Christian men.”

I smiled~—*Well, friend, I scarcely call this a disad-
vantage, moreover what has it to do with the matter in
hand 27

How was this in Heaven's name? we had been quite
still, resting, while this talk was going on, but we could hear
the hawks chattering from the rocks, we were so close novw.

And my heart sunk within me, there was no reason why
this should not be true; there was no reason why anything
should not be true.

“This, Sir Florian,” said the knight again, “how would

you feel inclined to fight if you thought that everything
about you was mere glamour; this earth here, the rocks, the
sun, the sky? I do not know where 1 am for certain, I do
not know that it is not midnight instead of undern: I do
not know if I have been fighting men or only simulacra—
but I think, we all think, that we bave been led into some
devil’s trap or other, and—and—may God forgive me my
sins !—1 wish I had never been born.”
_ There now! he was weeping—they all wept—how strange
1t was to see those rough, bearded men blubbering there, and
snivelling till the tears ran over their armour and mingled
with the blood, so that it dropped down to the ehrth in a
dim, dull, red rain. «

My eyes indeed were dry, but then so was my heart; I
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felt far worse than weeping came to, but nevertheless I spoke
cheerily.

* Dear friends, where are your old men's bearts gone to
now? Seenow! thisisa punishment for our sins, is it ? well,
for our forefathers’ sins or our own? if the first, O brothers,
be very sure that if we bear it manfully God will have some-
thing very good in store for us hereafter; but if for our
sins, is it not certain that He cares for us yet, for note that
He suffers the wicked to go their own ways pretty much;
moreover brave men, brothers, ought to be the masters of
simulacra—come, is 1t so hard to die once for all 2

Still no answer came from them, they sighed heavily only
I heard the sound of more than one or two swords as they
rattled back to the scabbards: nay, one knight, stripping
himself of surcoat and hauberk, and drawing his dagger,
looked at me with a grim smile, and said, “Sir Florian, do
501" then he drew the dagger across his throat and he fell
back dead.

They shuddered, these brave men, and crossed therselves.
And I had no heart to say a word more, but mounted the
horse which had been brought to me and rode away slowly
for a few yards ; then I became aware that there was a great
silence over the whole field.

So I lifted my eyes and looked, and behold no man
struck at another.

Then from out of a band of horsemen came Harald, and
he was covered all over with a great scaslet cloth as before,
put on over the head, and flowing all about his horse, but
rent with the fight  He put off his helm and drew back his
mail-coif, then took a trumpet from the hand of a herald and
blew strongly.

And 1n the midst of his blast 1 heard a voice eall out
10 Florian! come and speak to me for the last ime | ”

Sa when T tumed I beheld Amald standing by himself,
but near him stood Hugh and ten others with drawn swords.

Then I wept, and so went to him seeping, and he sud,
* Thou seest, brother, that we must die, and 1 think by some
horrible and unheard-of death, and the House of the Lilies
is just dyipg too; and now I repent me of Swanhilda’s death ;
now I kifow that it was a poor cowardly piece of revenge,
instead of a brave act of justice, thus has God shown us
the right.

’
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« O Florian! curse me! So will it be straighter ; truly thy
mother when she bore thee did not think of this ; rather saw
thee in the tourney at this time, in her fond hopes, glit-
tering with gold and doing knightly; or else mingling thy
brown locks with the golden hair of some maiden weeping
for the love of thee. God forgive me! God forgive me!”

“What harm, brother?” I said, “this is only failing in
the world; what if we bad pot failed, in a little while it
would have made no difference ; truly just now I felt very
miserable, but now it has passed away, and I am happy.”

“Q brave heart}” he said, “yet we shall part just now,
Florian, farewell.”

“The road is long,” I said, * farewell,”

Then we kissed each other, and Hugh and the others
wept.

I%ow all this time the trumpets had been ringing, ringing,
great doleful peals, then they ceased, and above all sounded
Red Harald’s voice,

(So I looked round towards that pass, and when I looked
1 no longer doubted any of those wild tales of glamour con-
cerning Goliah'’s Land ; for though the rocks were the same,
and though the conies still stood gazing at the doors of their
dwellings, though the hawks still cried out shrilly, though
the fern still shook in the wind, yet beyond, oh such a land!
not to be described by any because of its great beauty, lying,
a great Aollop land, the rocks going down on this side in
precipices, then reaches and reaches of loveliest country,
trees and flowers, and corn, then the hills, green and blue,
and purple, till their ledges reached the white snowy moun-
tains at last. Then with all manner of strange feelings, * my
heart in the midst of my body was even like melting wax.”)

“ O you House of the Lily! you are conquered—yet I
will take vengeance only on a few, therefore let all those who
wish to live come and pile their swords, and shields, and
helms behind me in three great heaps, and swear fealty
afterwards to me; yes, all but the false knights Arpald and
Florian.”

We were holding each other’s hands and gazing, and we
saw 4ll our knights, yea, all but Squire Hugh apd his ten
heroes, pass over the field singly, or in groups of three or
four, with their heads hanging down in shame, and they cast
down their notched swords and dinted, lilied shields, and
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Hollow Land blew about his red raiment, tattered and
dusty now.

And I felt happy, though it pained me to hold straining
by the broom, yet I said, ¢ I will hold out to the last.”

It was not long, the plant itself gave way and I fell, and
as I fell 1 fainted.

CHAPTER III
LEAVING THE WORLD.—FYITE THE FIRST

I uAD thought when I fell that I should never wake again;
but I woke at last : for a long time I was quite dizzied and
could see nothing at all : horrible doubts came creeping over
me; I half expected to see presently great half-formed shapes
come rolling up to me to crush me; some thing fiery, not
strange, too utterly horrible to be strange, but utterly vile and
ugly, the sight of which would have killed me when I was
upon the earth, come rolling up to torment me. In factI
doubted if I were in hell. .

1 knew I deserved to be, but I prayed, and then it came
into my mind that I could not pray if I were in hell.

Also there seemed to be 2 cool green light all about me,
which was sweet.

Then presently I heard a glorious voice ring out clear,
close to me—

*¢ Christ keep the Hollow Land
Through the sweet spring-tide,
When the apple-blossoms bless
The lowly bent hill side.”

Thereat my eyes were slowly unsealed, and I saw the
blessedest sight I have ever seen before or since: for I saw
my Love.

She sat about five yards from me on a great grey stone
that had much moss on it, one of the many scattered along
the side of the stream by which I lay; she was clad in loose
white raiment close to her hands and throat ; her feet were
bare, her hair hung loose a long way down, but Some of it
lay on her knees: I said ““white” raiment, but long Spikes of
light scarlet went down from the throat, lost here and there
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in the shadows of the folds, and growing smaller and smaller,
died before they reached her feet.

I was lying with my head resting on soft moss that some
ane had gathered and pliced under me.  She, when she saw
me rmoving and awake, came and stood over me with a
gracious smile.~—She was so lovely and tender to look at,
and so kind, yet withal no one, man of woman, had ever
frightened me half so much.

She was not faur 1n white and red, bke many beautiful
wonten are, being rather pale, bur hke ivory for smoothness,
and her hair was quite golden, not light yellow, but dusky
golden.

1 tried to get up on my feet, but was teo weak, 20d sunk
back again. She sard:

*No, not just yet, do not trouble yoursell or try to
remember anything just at present.”

“There withal she kneeled down, and hung over me closes.

*To morrow you may, perhaps, have something hard to do
or bear, I know, but now you must be as happy as you can
be, quictly happy, Why did you start and wrn pale when I
ame to you? Do you not know who Lam?  Nay, but you
do, I see; and 1 have been wating here so long for you;
50 you must have expected to see me—You cannot be
Irightened of me, are you? "™

But I could not answer a word, but all the tme strange
knowledge, strange feelings were filing my bran and my
hear, she said ¢

“You are tred ; rest, and dream happily "

Sa she sat by me, 2nd sung to lull me to sleep, while I
tumed on my eibow, and watched the waving of her throat
and the singiog of all the poets 1 had ever heard, and of
many others 100, not born il years long after 1 was dead,
floated all about me as she sung, and 1 did indeed dream
happily.

When 1 awoke 1t was the ume of the cold dawn, and
the colours were gathenng themselves together, wheteat w
fatherly approving fashion the sun sent all across the east
long bars of scarlet 2nd orange (hat after faded through
yellow to green and blue.

And ghe sat by me sull, I think she had been suung
there and singing all the ume , alt through hot yesterday, for
T had been slecping day-long and night-long, a):‘\ gh

TN

e
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‘the falling évening under moonlight and starlight the night
through. '

And now it was dawn, and I think too that neither of us
had moved at all ; for the last thing I remembered before I
went to sleep was the tips of her fingers brushing my cheek,
as she knelt over me with down-drooping arm, and still now
I felt them there. Moreover she was just finishing some
fainting measure that died before it had time to get painful
in its passion. '

Dear Lord! how I loved her! yet did 1 not dare to touch
her, or even speak to her. She smiled with delight when
she saw I was awake again, and slid down her hand on to
mine, but some shuddering dread made me draw it away
again hurredly; then I saw the smile leave her face : what
would I not have given for courage to hold her body quite
tight to mine? but I was so weak. She said:

“ Have you been very happy?”

“ Yea,” 1 said.

1t was the first word I had spoken there, and my voice
sounded strange.

“ Ah!” she said, “you will talk more when you get used
to the air of the Hollow Land. Have you been thinking of
your past life at all? If not, try to think of it. What thing
in Heaven or Earth do you wish for most? ” o

Still I said no word ; but she said in a wearied way:

“ Well now, I think you will be strong enough to get to
your feet and walk ; take my hand and try.”

Therewith she held it out: I strove hard to be brave
enough to take it, but could not; I only tumned away
shuddering, sick, and grieved to the heart’s core of me;
then struggling hard with band and knee and elbow, I
scarce rose, and stood up totteringly ; while she watched me
sadly, still holding out her hand.

But as I rose, in my swinging to and fro the steel sheath
of my sword struck her on the hand so that the blood fowed
from it, which she stood looking at for a while, then dropped
it downwards, and turned to look at me, for I was going.

Then as I walked she followed me, so I stopped and
tumed and said almost fiercely:

I am going alone to look for my brother.”

The vehemence with which I spoke, or something else,
burst some blood-vessel within my throat, and we both

'
L]
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tood there with the blood running from us oz to the ger
and summer flowers.

She said: “ If you find him, wait with him till I come."

*Yea,” and 1 tumed and left her, following the course of
the stream upwards, and 28 I went I heard her low singing
that almost broke my heart for its sadness,

And 1 went painfully because of my weakness, and becausa
also of the great stones; and sometimes T went dlong a spot
of earth where the river b:d been used to flow in flood time,
and which was now bare of everything but stones; and the
sun, now risen high, poured down on everything a grut flood
of fierce light and scorching heat, and burnt me sotely, t0
that 1 almost fainted.

But about noontide I entered a wood close by the stream,
3 becch-wood, intending to rest mysell; the herbage was
thin and scattered there, sprouting up from amid the leaf-
sheaths and nuts of the beeches, which had fallen year after
year on that same spot ; the outside boughs swept low dawn,
the air itscll seemed green when you entered within the
shadow of the branches, they overroofed the place so with
tender green, only here and there showing spots of blue.

But what lay at the foot of a great beech tree but some
dead kmizht 1n armour, only the helmet off? A walf was
prowling round about , who ran away snarling when he
2w me coming

So I went up to that dezd knight, and fell on my knees
before him, laying my head on his breast, for 1t was Armald.

He was quite cold, but hoed not been dead for very long;
1 would not believe him dead, but went down to the stream
and brought him water, tned 10 make him dnnk—what
wonld you? He was as dead as Swanhilds: nesther came
there any answer 1o my cries that afternoon but the moaning
of the wood-doves in the beeches

So then 1 sat down and took his head on my knees,
ixnd closed the eyes, and wept quietly while the sun sx.nk

ower.

Bat a litde after sunset 1 heard a rustie through the
Teaves, that was not the wind, and looking up my eyes met
the pitying eyes of that muden.

Something stirred rebelliously within me , I ceased weep-
ing, and said :

“1t is nnjust, unfair: What right had Swanhilda to live?
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did not God give her up to us? How much better was he
than ten Swanhildas? and look you—See l-—he is DEAD.”

Now this I shricked out, being mad; and though I
trembled when I saw some stormy wrath that vexed her
very heart and loving lips, gathering on her face, I yet sat
there looking at her and screaming, screaming, till all the
place rang.

But when growing hoarse and breathless I ceased; she
said, with straightened brow and scornful mouth :

“So! bravely done! must I then, though I am a
woman, call you a liar, for saying God is unjust? ¥You to
punish her, had not God then punished her already? How
many times when she woke in the dead night do you sup-
pose she missed seeing King Urrayne's pale face and hacked
head lying on the pillow by her side?- Whether by night
or day, what things but screams did she hear when the wind
blew loud round about the Palace corners? And did not
that face too, often come before her, pale and bleeding as it
was long ago, and gaze at her from unhappy eyes! poor
eyes! with changed purpose in them-—no more hope of
converting the world when that blow was once struck, truly
it was very wicked—no more dreams, but only fierce
struggles with the Devil for very life, no more dreams but
fatlure at last, and death, happier so in the Hollow Land.”

She grew so pitying as she gazed at his dead face that I
began to weep again unreasonably, while she saw not that
I was weeping, but looked only on Arnald’s face, but after
turned on me frowning,

“ Unjust! yes truly unjust enough to take away life and
all hope from her; you have done a base cowardly act, you
and your brother here, disguise it as you may; you deserve
all God’s judgments—~you—m-r~

But I turned my eyes and wet face to her, and said:

“ Do not curse me—there—do not look like Swanhilda:
for see now, you said at first that you had been waiting long
for me, give me your hand now, for I love you so.”

' Then she came and knelt by where I sat, and I caught
her in my arms, and she prayed to be forgiven.

*Q, Florian ! I have indeed waited long for you, and when
I saw you my heart was filled with joy, but yéu would
neither touch me or speak to me, so that T became' almost
mad,—forgive me, we will be so happy now. O! do you
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know this is what T have been waiting for all these years; it
made me glad I know, when I was a2 lttle baby in my
mother's arms to think I was bom for this; and afterwards,
as 1 grew up, I used to watch every breath of wind through
the beech-boughs, every turn of the silver poplar leaves,
thinking it might be you or some news of you.”

Then I rose and drew her up with me; but she knelt
again by my brother’s side, and kissed him, and said :

40 brother! the Hollow Land is only second best of
the places God has made, for Heaven also is the work of
His hand.”

Afterwards we dug a deep grave among the beech-roots
and there we buried Armald de Lilns

And T have never seen him since, scarcely even in dreams ;
surely God has had mercy on hum, for he was very leal and true
and brave; he loved many men, and was kind and gentle
to his friends, neither did he hate any but Swanhilda,

But as for us two, Margaret and me, I cannot tell you
concerning our happiness, such things cannot be told ; only
this I know, that we abode continually m the Hollow Land
until T lost it,

Moreover this I can tell you. Margaret was walking with
me, as she often walked near the place where I had first
seen her; presently We came upon a woman sitting, dressed
- N M * "+ 7 ad lud down on her

- . " knew pat that any
dwelt in the Hollow Land but us two only.”

She said, “I know not who she is, only sometimes, these
many yeats, | have seen her scarlet robe flaming from far
away, amid the quiet green grass- but I was never so near
her as this,  Flonan, I am afraid. let us come away.”

FyrTE THR SECOND,

Such a horrible grey November day it was, the fog-smell
all about, the fog creeping into our very bones, )

And I sat there, trying to recollect, at any rate some-
thing, upder those firtrees that I ought to have knowa s2
well.

Just think now; 3 had lost my best years se=~here 3 fer
1 was past the priu’xe of Yife, my hiair and ~-~-K eattered
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with white, my body was growing weaker, my memory of all
things was very faint. '

My raiment, purple and scarlet and blue once, was so
stained that you could scarce call it any colour, was so
tattered that it scarce covered my body, though it seemed
once to have fallen in heavy folds to my feet, and st_ill, when
1 rose to walk, though the miserable November mist lay in
great drops upon my bare breast, yet was I obliged to wind
my raiment over my arm, it draggled so (wretched, slimy,
textureless thing !) in the brown mud. '

On my head was a light morion, which pressed on my
brow and pained me; so I put my hand up to take it off;
but when I touched it I stood still in my walk shuddering ;
I nearly fell to the earth with shame and sick horror; for 1
laid my hand on 2 lump of slimy earth with worms coiled up
in it. I could scarce forbear from shrieking, but breathing
such a prayer as I could think of] I raised my hand again-
and seized it firmly. Worse horror still! the rust had eaten
it into holes, and I gripped my own hair as well as the rotting
steel, the sharp edge of which cut into my fingers; but
setting my teeth, gave a great wrench, for I knew that if I
let go of it then, no power on the earth or under it could
make me touch it again. God be praised! I tore it off and
cast it far from me; I saw the earth, and the worms and
green weeds and sun-begotten slime, whirling out from it
radiatingly, as it spun round about,

I was girt with a sword too, the leathern belt of which had
shrunk and squeezed my waist: dead leaves had gathered in
knots about the buckles of it, the gilded handle was en-
crusted with clay in many parts, the velvet sheath miserably
worn.

But, verily, when I tock hold of the hilt, and dreaded lest
instead of a sword I should find a serpent in my hand ; lo!
then, I drew out my own true blade and shook it flawless
from hilt to point, gleaming white in that mist.

Therefore it sent a thrill of joy to my heart, to know that
there was one friend left me yet: I sheathed it again care-
fully, and undoing it from my waist, hung it about my neck.

Then catching up my rags in my arms, I drew them up
till my legs and feet were altogether clear from them, after-
wards folded my arms over my breast, gave a long leap and
ran, looking downward, but not giving heed to my way.
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Once or twice I fell over stumps of trees, and such-like, for
it was a cut-down wood that I was in, but I rose always,
though bleeding and confused, and went on still; some-
times tearing madly through briars and forse bushes, so
that my blood dropped on the dead leaves as T went.

I ran in this way for about an hour; then I<heard a
gurgling and splashing of waters ; I gave a great shout and
leapt strongly, with shut eyes, and the black water closed
aver me,

When I rose again, I saw near me a boat with 2 man in
it; but the shore was far off ; I struck out toward the boat,
but my clothes which I had knotted and folded about me,
weighed me down terribly.

The man looked at T o T N
with the oar he held in
long, slender spear, ba .
thought, it is some ﬁshma spear; moreover hxs mnmem was
of scarfet, with upright stnpes of yeifow z2nd black all
over jt.

When my eye caught his, a smile widened his mouth as
if some one had made a joke; but I was beginning to sink,
and indeed my head was almost under water just as he came
and stood above me, but before it went guite under, I saw
his spear gleam, then fz/# it in my shoulder, and for the
present, felt nothing else,

When I woke I was on the bank of that niver, the flooded
waters went hurrying past me; no boat on them now; from
the river the ground went up in gentle slopes till it grew 2
great hill, and there, on that hill-top,—Yes, I might forget
‘many things, almost everything, but not that, not the old
castle of my fathers up among the hlls, its 1owers blackened
oW :md shanexed, yet sullno enemy’s banner waved from it.
and at this thought T
my neck, and shook
, then be«;‘an to pace

ORI

my eyes' *rom the gmund, but wilked on over the Jowered
drawblidge through the unguarded gates, and stood in the
great hall at last—my father’s hall—as bare of everything but-}
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my sword as when I came into the world fifty years before :
1 had as little clothes, as little wealth, less memory and
thought, I verily believe, than then.

So 1 lifted up my eyes and gazed ; no glass in the windows,
no hangings on the walls; the vaulting yet held good
throughout, but seemed to be going ; the mortar had fallen
out from between the stones, and grass and fern grew in the
joints; the marble pavement was in some places gone, and
water stood about in puddles, though one scarce knew how it
had got there.

No hangings on the walls—no; yet, strange to say, in-
stead of them, the walls blazed from end to end with scarlet
paintings, only striped across with green damp-marks in
many places, some falling bodily from the wall, the plaster
hanging down with the fading colour on it.

In all of them, except for the shadows and the faces of the
figures, there was scarce any colour but scarlet and yellow;
here and there it seemed the painter, whoever it was, had
tried to make his trees or his grass green, but it would not
do ; some ghastly thoughts must have filled his head, for all
the green went presently into yellow, out-sweeping through
the picture dismally. But the faces were painted to the very
life, or it seemed so ;—there were only five of them, however,
that were very marked or came much in the foreground ; and
four of these I knew well, though I did not then remember
the names of those that had bome them. They were Red
Harald, Swanhilda, Arnald, and myself. The fifth I did not
know; it was a woman's, and very beautiful.

Then I saw that in some parts a small penthouse roof had
been built over the paintings, to keep them from the weather.
Near one of these stood a man painting, clothed in red, with
stripes of yellow and black: then 1 knew that it was the
same man who had saved me from drowning by spearing me
through the shoulder; so I went up to him, and saw further-
more that he was girt with a heavy sword.

He tumed round when he saw me coming, and asked me
fiercely what I did there.

I asked why he was painting in my castle.

Thereupon, with that same grim smile widening his mouth
as heretofore, he said, *“I paint God’s judgments.” ©
. A%d as he spoke, he rattled the sword in his scabbard ; but

said,
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on the floor together: then, when we had panted awhile, I
wiped from my face the blood that had been dashed over it,
shook my sword and cut at him, then we spun round and
round in a mad waltz to the measured music of our meeting
swords, and sometimes either wounded the other somewhat,
but not much, till I beat down his sword on to his head,
that he fell grovelling, but not cut through. Verily, there-
upon my lips opened mightily with ‘* Mary rings.” .

Then, when he had gotten to his feet, I went at him
again, he staggering back, guarding wildly; I cut at his
head; he put his sword up confusedly, so I fitted both
hands to my hilt, and smote him mightily under the arm:
then his shrick mingled with my shout, made a strange
sound together; he rolled over "and over, dead, as I
thought.

I walked about the hall in great exultation at first, striking
my sword point on the floor every now and then, till I grew
faint with loss of blood; then I went to my enemy and
stripped off some of his clothes to bind up my wounds
withal; afterwards 1 found in a comer bread and wine,
and I eat and drank thereof.

Then I went back to him, and locked, and a thought
struck me, and I took some of his paints and brushes,
and kneeling down, painted his face thus, with stripes of
. yellow and red, crossing each other at right angles; and
" in each of the squares so made I put a spot of black, after
the manner of the painted letters in the prayer-books and
romances when they are ornamented.

So I stood back as painters use, folded my amms, and
admired my own handiwork. Vet there struck me as being
something so utterly doleful in the man’s white face, and the
blood running all about him, and washing off the stains of
paint from his face and hands, and splashed clothes, that my
heart misgave me, and I hoped that he was not dead; I
took some water from a vessel he had been using for his
painting, and, kneeling, washed his face.

Was it some resemblance to my father's dead face, which
I had seen when I was young, that made me pity him? I
laid my hand upon his heart, and felt it beating feebly; so
I lifted him up gently, and carried him towards a heap of
straw that he seemed used.to lie upon ; there I stripped him
and looked to his wounds, and used leech-craft, the memory’









The Hollow Land 269

iz over ther kntes asthey rode, and surcoats,
::;Mc:g' azd 2.!:_ ;:zp‘.e, swewn with golden stars 5 they
bare img ancas with forxed pennons which were half purp!g‘
1alf scaslet, stxewn with golden stars; their heads and their
hands were bare, bt they bore shields, 'ach one of them,
which wete of bright steel wrorght cunningly in the midst
Sith, fhat bearicg of the two bends of one who prays for
forgiveness; which was done in gold. These were bt five
hm’;‘hen they 21l wert by winding up and up the hill roads,
and, when the last of them bad departed ont of our sight,
we put down our heads and wept, and J said, * Sing vs one

of the songs of the Hollow Land” X )
Then he whom I bad called Swerker put his hand into
his bosom, and slowly drew out a long, long tress of bhgk
oot . 7 weeping on its
.. " - ed myself, and

And then came back to him and threw the armour down
s that it clanged, and said:

«O) Hatald, letus go1” .

He did nov seem surprised that 1 called him by the right
name, but rose and armed himself, and then he looked x
good knight ; 50 we set forth.

And in a tum of the long road we came suddenly upon 2
most fair wowan, clothed 1n scarlet, who sat and sobbed,
holding her face between her hands, and her hair was very
Black, .

And when Harald saw her, he stood and gased at her for
long through the bass of Ins helmet, then suddenly turned,
and said :

*Florian, I must stop bere; do you t
Land e Lo p 3 4o Fou go on to the Hollow |

“Farewell® And then I went ) NEw &,
and him I never saw more, om mever tming back,

And 50 1 went an, quite lonely, b
xeaIched the Ha}low L:,m?i 7 bt bappy, ull 1 had

nto which I Jet mpsell down most carefully, by 1h
Jutting ropks 2nd bushes and stran, It Ters 20
there lay down and fel] asleep, ge trading fowess, and
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Fyrre THE TEIRD.

And I was waked by some one singing; Ifelt very happy;
I felt young again; I had fair delicate raiment on, my sword
was gone, and my armour; I tried to think where I was, and
could not for my happiness ; I tried to listen to the words of
"the song. Nothing, only an old echo in my ears, only all
manner of strange scenes from my wretched past life before
my eyes in a dim, far-off manner: then at last, slowly, with-
out effort, I heard what she sapg.

« Christ keep the Hollow Land
All the summer-tide ;
Still we cannot understand
Where the waters glide ;

Only dimly secing them

Coldly slipFing through
Many green-lipp'd cavern mouths,
Where the hiﬁs are blue,”

#Then,” she said, “come now and look for it, love, a
hollow city in the Hollow Land.”

I kissed Margaret, and we went.

Through the golden streets under the purple shadows of
the houses we went, and the slow fanning backward and
forward of the many-coloured banners cooled us: we two
alone ; there was no one with us, no soul will ever be able to
tell what we said, how we looked.

At last we came to a fair palace, cloistered off in the old
time, before the city grew golden from the din and hubbub
of traffic ; those who dwelt there in the old ungolden times
had had their own joys, their own sorrows, apart from the
joys and sorrows of the multitude: so, in like manner, was
it now cloistered off from the eager leaning and brotherhood |
of the golden dwellings: so now it had its own gaiety, its
own solemnity, apart from theirs; unchanged, unchange-
able, were its marble walls, whatever else changed about it.

We stopped before the gates and trembled, and clasped
each other closer; for there among the marble lgafage and
tendrils that were ronnd and under and over the archway
that held the golden valves, were wrought two figutes of a
man and woman, winged and garlanded, whose raiment
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flashed with stars; and their face§ were like faces we kad
seen or half geen in some dream long ard long and loog
ago, so that we trembled with awe and delizht; and 1
turned, and seeing Margaret, saw that her {ce was that face
seen or half seen Iong and long and long ago ; and in the
shining of her eyes 1 saw that other face, seen in that way.
and no other long and long and long ago-—my face.

And then we walked together toward the golden gates,
2nd opened them, and no man gainsaid us.

And before us lay a great space of Aowers
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against all the windows, and light great candles, and sit as
though she wege a queen, till the evening : sitting and work-
ing at a frame, and singing as she worked.

And what she worked at was two wings, wrought in gold,
on a blue ground.

And as for what she sung, I could never understand it,
though I know now it was not in Latin.

And she used to charge me straightly never to let any
man into the house on St. Peter’s day; therefore, 1 and our
dog, which was a great old bloodhaund, always kept the
door together.

But one St. Peter's day, when I was nearly twenty, I sat
in the house watching the door with the bloodhound, and
I was sleepy, because of the shut-up heat and my mother’s
singing, so I began to nod, and at last, though the dog often
shook me by the hair to keep me awake, went fast asleep,
and began 1o dream a foolish dream without hearing, as men
sometimes do: for I thought that my mother and 1 were
walking to mass through the snow on a Christmas day, but
my mother carned a hive goose in her hand, holding 1t by
the neck, instead of her rosary, and that { went along by
her side, not walking, but turming somersaults like a mounte-
bank, my head never touching the ground; when we got
to the chapel-door, the old priest met us, and sud to my
mother, * Why dame alive, your head is tumed green! Ah!
never mind, 1 will o and say mass, but don't et little Mary
there go,” and he pointed to the goose, and went.

Then mass begun, but 1 the midst of 1t, the priest said
out loud, “ Oh 1 forgot,” and terming round to us began to
wag his grey head and white beard, throwing his head nght
back, and sinking is ¢hin on his breast alternately; and
when we saw him do this, we presently began also to knock
our heads against the wall, keeping time with bum and with
each other, il the priest said, ¢ Peter ! it’s dragon-time now,”
whereat the roof flew off, and a great yellow dragon came
down on the chapel-floor with a flop, and danced about
clumsily, wﬁg\mg s fat tayl, and saying to a sort of tune,
“Q the Dewil, the Devi, the Devil, O the Devil,” so I went
O inger i PR

-
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For cight hours I had been asleep; on awaking, the blood
rushed up into my face, I heard my mother’s low mysterious
song behind me, and knew not what harm might happenito
her and me, if that knight's coming made her cease in it; so
1 struck him with my left hand, where his face was bare under
his mail coif, and getting my sword in my right, drove its
point under his hawberk, so that it came out behind, and he
fell, turned over on his face, and died.

Then, because my mother still went on working and
singing, I said no word, but let him lie there, and put the
door up again, and found Hector dead.

I then sat down again and polished my sword with a
piece of leather after I had wiped the blood from it; and
in an hour my mother arose from her work, and raising me
from where I was sitting, kissed my brow, saying, “Well
done, Lionel, you have slain your greatest foe, and now the
people will know you for what you are before you die—Ah
God! though not before 7 die.”

So 1 said, * Who is he, mother? he seems to be some
Lord; am I a Lord then?”

“ A King, if the people will but know it,” she said.

Then she knelt down by the dead body, tumed it round
again, so that it lay face uppermost, as before, then said:

“ And so it has all come to this, has it? To think that
you should run on my son's sword-point at last, after all the
wrong you have done me and mine ; now must I work care-
fully, lest when you are dead you should still do me harm,
for that you are a King—Lionel !”

 Yea, Mother.”

“Come here and see ; this is what I have wrought these
many Peter’s days by day, and often other times by night.,”

# It is a surcoat, Mother ; for me??

Yea, but take a spade, and come into the wood.”

So we went, and my mother gazed about her for a while
as if she were looking for something, but then suddenly
went forward with her eyes on the ground, and she said
to me:

“Is it not strange, that I who know the very place I
am going to take you to, as well as our own garden, should
have a sudden fear come over e that I should Yot find it
after all ; though for these nincteen years 1 have wat¢hed the
trees change and change all about it—ah! here, stop now.”
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Wi gramend h.rn.... ~ menns anf o~ hnoet teag yrag behing
beech roots,
4 mad, some-

v
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gravel pit, and came back drippg and with wild eyes ; “Iam
o0 hot,” she said, # far too hot this St. Peter’s day.” .

Clink just then Gom my spade againgt on 5 my mother

screamed, and 1 dug with 2li my might for another hour, and

then beheld a chest of heavy wood bound with iron ready to

be heaved out of the hole ; ¢ Now, Lionel, weigh it out—hard
for your lifet”
LAt PR .-
body, made of very small rings wrought most wonderfuily,
for every ring was fashioned like a serpent, and though they
wete s0 small yet conld you see their scales and their eyes,
and of some even the forked tongue was on i, and lay on the
rivet, and the nngs were gilded here and there mto patterns
Fan IS A

amda o allal .

two gold wings. And there was a shield of bue set with red
stones, which had two gold wngs for a cognizance ; and the
hilt of the sword was gold, with angels wrought in green and
blue all up 1, and the eyes 1 their wings were of pearls and
red stones, and the sheath was of silver with green flowersonit.

Now when I saw this armour and understood that my
mother would have me put 1t on, and ride out without fear,
leaving her alone, I cast myself down on the grass so that I
might not see its beauty (for it made me mad), and strove to
think ; but what thoughts soever came to me were oaly of
M e E TR T Y Tes ~61e T ee mirlaling
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But my mother wept softly above me, till T arose with a
great shudder of delight and drew the edges of the hawberk
over my cheek, I liked so to feel the rings slipping, slipping,
till they fell off altogether ; then I said :

“ (O Lord God that made the world, if I might only die
in this armour !”

Then my mother helped me to put it on, and I felt strange
and new in it, and yet I had neither lance nor horse.

So when we reached the cottage again she said : ** See now,
Lionel, you must take this knight’s horse and his lance, and ride
away, or else the people will come here to kill another king;
and when you are gone, you will never see me any more
in life.”

1 wept thereat, but she said :

* Nay, but see here.”

And taking the dead knight’s lance from among the garden
lilies, she rent from it the pennon (which had a sword on a
red ground for bearing), and cast it carelessly an the ground,
then she bound about it a pennon with my bearing, gold
wings on a blue ground ; she bid me bear the Knight's body,
all armed as he was, to put on him his helm and lay him on the
floor at her bed's foot, also to break his sword and cast it on
our hearthstone ; all which things I did.

Aftergwards she put the surcoat an me, and then lying
down in her gorgeous raiment on her bed, she spread her
arms out in the form of a cross, shut her eyes, ang said :

“ Kiss me, Lionel, for I am tired.”

And after I had kissed her she died.

And I mounted my dead foe’s horse and rode away;
neither did I ever know what wrong that was which he had
done me, not while I was ig the body at least.

And do not blame me for not burying my mother; I left
her there because, though she did not say so to me, yet
I knew the thoughts of her heart, and that the thing she
had wished so earnestly for these years, and years, and years,
had been but to lie dead with him lying dead close to her.

So I rode all that night, for I could not stop because of
the thoughts that were in me, and, stopping at this place and
that, in three days came to the city,

And there the King held his court with great pdinp.

And so I went to the palace, and asked to see thé King;
whereupon they brought me into the great hall where he
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was with all his knights, and my heart swelled within me to
think that I too was a King. .

So I prayed him to make me a knight, and he spake
graciously and asked me my name; so when I bad told it
him, and said that I was a king’s son, he pondered, not
knowing what to do, for I could not tell him whose son
I was.

‘Whereupon one of the knights came near me and shaded
his eyes with his hand as one does in a bright sun, meaning
to mock at me for my shining armour, and he drew nearer
and canvan 611 hag 1 B

o oA fept tm sl ol ey~ d GLae

sword, and the women drew together aside and whisperea
fearfully, and while some of the knights took spears and*
stood about me, others got their armour on,

And as we stood thus we heard a horn blow, and then an
amed knight came into the hall and drew near to the King;
and one of the maidens behind me, came and la:d her hand
on my shoulder, so I turned and saw that she was very fair,
and then I was glad, but she whispered to me :

“ Sir Squire, for a love I have for your face and gold
armour, I will give you good counsel, go presently to the
King and say to him. ‘In the name of Alys des Roses
and Sir Guy le bon amant 1, pray you three boons,’—do
this, and you will be ahve, and a knight by to-morrow,
otherwise I think hardly the one or the other.”

“The Lord reward you damozel,” I said. Then I saw
that the King had left talking with that knight and was just
going to stand up and say something out loud, so I went
quickly and called out with a loud voice.

*0 King Gilbert of the rose-land, I, Lionel of the golden
wings, pray of you three boons mn the name of Alys des
roses and Sir Guy le bon amant.”

Then the King gnashed his teeth, because he had pro-
mised if ever his daughter Alys des roses came back safe
again, he wonld on that day grant any three boons to the
first man, who asked them, even if he were s greatest foe.

He said, “ Well, then, take them, what are they?” 3

*“First, my life ; then, that you should make me a knight s
2nd thirdly, that you should take me into your service - Z
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He said, “I will do this, and moreover, I forgive you
freely if you will be my true man.” .

Then we heard shouting arise through all the city because
they were bringing the Lady Alys from the ship up to the
palace, and the people came to the windows, and the houses
were hung with cloths and banners of silk and gold, that
swung down right from the eaves to the ground; likewise
the bells all rang: and within a while they entered the
palace, and the trumpets rang and men shouted, so that
my head whirled ; and they entered the hall, and the King
went down from the dais to meet them.

Now a band of knights and of damozels went before and
behind, and in the midst Sir Guy led the Lady Alys by the
hand, and he was a most stately knight, strong and fair.

And T indeed noted the first band of knights and
damozels well, and wondered at the noble presence of the
knights, and was filled with joy when I beheld the maids,
because of their great beauty ; the second band 1 did not
see, for when they passed I was leaning back against the
wall, wishing to die with my hands before my face.

But when I could see, she was hanging about her father'’s
neck, weeping, and she never left him all that night, but
held his hand in feast and dance, and even when I was made
knight, while the King with his right hand laid his sword over
my shoulder, she held his left hand and was close to me.

And the next day they held.a grand tourney, that T might
be proven; and I had never fought with knights before, yet
I did not doubt. And Alys sat under a green canopy, that
she might give the degree to the best knight, and by her sat
the good knight Sir Guy, in a long robe, for he did not
mean to joust that day; and indeed at first none but young
knights jousted, for they thought that I should not do much.

But I, locking up to the green canopy, overthrew so many
of them, that the elder knights began to arm, and I grew most
joyful as I met them, and no man unhorsed me; and always
I broke my spear fairly, or else overthrew my adversary.

Now that maiden who counselied me in the hall, told me
afterwards that as I fought, the Lady Alys held fast to the
rail before her, and leaned forward and was most pale,
never answering any word that any one might say to fxcr, titl
the Xnight Guy said to her in anger: “ Alys! what ails you?
you would have been glad enough to speak to me when



Golden Wings )

ing Wadrayns carried you off shricking, or tha? cther fzre
5;::; the c{nain went Tound about you, s=d s Socors
began to smoke in the Brown City: do yor ot oy =
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honour, and she (poor maid!) wished to please her father,
and strove to think that all was right.

But I was by no means slain, for the sword had only
cleft my helm, and when I came to myself again I felt
despair of all things, because I knew not that she loved me,
for how should she, knowing nothing of me? likewise dust
had been cast on my gold wings, and she saw it done.

Then I heard a great crying in the street, that sounded
strangely in the quiet night, so I sent to ask what it might
be: and there came presently into my chamber a man in
gilded armour ; he was an old man, and his hair and beard
were gray, and behind him came six men armed, who carried
a dead body of a young man between them, and I said,
% What is it? who is he?” Then the old man, whose head
was heavy for grief, said+ “ Oh, sir! this is my son; for as
we went yesterday with our merchandize some twenty miles
from this fair town, we passed by a certain hold, and there-
from came a knight and men-at-arms, who when my son
would have fought with them, overthrew him and bound
him, and me and all our men they said they would slay if
we did ought; so then they cut out my son’s eyes, and cut
off his hands, and then said, *The Knight of High Gard
takes these for tribute.’ Therewithal they departed, taking
with them my son's eyes and his hands on a platter; and
when they were gone I would have followed them, and slain
some of them at least, but my own people would not suffer
me, and for griefl and pain my son's heart burst, and he died,
ang behold I am here.”

Then 1 thought I could win glory, and I was much re-
joiced thereat, and said to the old man,

“Would you love to be revenged?”

But he set his teeth, and pulled at the skirt of his sur-
coat, as hardly for his passion he said, * Yes.”

“Then,” 1 said, “ I will go and try to slay this knight, if
you will show me the way to La Haute Garde.”

And he, taking my hand, said, “ O glorious knight, let us
go now!” And he did not ask who I was, or whether I
was a good knight, but began to go down the staits at once,
so I put on my armour and followed him.

And we two set forth alone to La Haute Gard\e, for no
man else dared follow us, and I rejoiced in thinking that
while Guy was sitting at the King's table feasting, 1 was
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riding out to slay the King's enemies, for it never once
seemed possible to me that I should be worsted.

It was getting light agein by then we came in sight of
High Gard; we wound up the hill on foot, for it was very
steep; 1 blew at the gates a great blast which was even as
though the stag should blow his own mort, or like the blast
that Balen heard.

For in a very short while the gates opened and a great
band of armed men, more than thirty I think, and a knight
on borseback among them, who was armed in red, staod
before us, and on one side of bim was a serving-man with
a silver dish, on the other, one with 2 butcher’s cleaver, a
knife, and pincers.

So when the knight saw us he said, * What, are you come
to pay tribute in person, old man, and is this another fair
son? Good sir, how is your lady ? "

at ' .
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old man, slaying him as one would an otter or a rat.

Afterwards they were going to set on me, but the red
knight held them back, saymng: *Nay, I am enough,” and
we spurred our horses

As we met, I felt just as if some one had thrown a dull
brown cloth over my eyes, and I felt the wretched spear-
pomt slip off his helm , then I felt a great pain somewhere,
that did not seem to be in my body, but 1 the world, or
the sky, or something of that sort.

And I know not how long that pamn seemed to last now,
but I think years, though really I grew well and sane 2gain
in a few weeks.

4nd when I woke, scarce knowing whether I was in the
world or heaven or hell, I heard some one singing.

1 tried to listen but could not, because I did not know
where I was, and was thinking of that, I missed verse after
verse of the song, this song, till at last I saw I must bein
the King’s palace. )

Thereras 2 window by my bed, I looked out at 1t 2nd
saw thyt T was high up ; down in the street the people were
gomg to and fro, and there was a knot of fol_ks,vzzh\er:ed"

about a minstrel, who sat on the edge of a)(ou h
-
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honour, and she (poor maid!) wished to please her father,
and strove to think that all was right.

But I was by no means slain, for the sword had only
cleft my helm, and when I came to myself again I felt
despair of all things, because I knew not that she loved me,
for how should she, knowing nothing of me? likewise dust
had been cast on my gold wings, and she saw it done.

Then I heard a great crying in the street, that sounded
strangely in the quict night, so I sent to ask what it might
be: and there came presently into my chamber a man in
gilded armour ; he was an old man, and his hair and beard
were gray, and behind him came six men armed, who carried
a dead body of a young man between them, and I said,
“What is it? who is he?” Then the old man, whose head
was heavy for grief, said: “ Oh, sir! this is my son; for as
we went yesterday with our merchandize some twenty miles
from this fair town, we passed by a certain hold, and there-
from came a knight and men-at-arms, who when my son
would have fought with them, overthrew him and bound
him, and me and all our men they said they would slay if
we did ought; so then they cut out my son’s eyes, and cut
off his hands, and then said, ‘The Knight of High Gard
takes these for tribute’ Therewithal they departed, taking
with them my son’s eyes and his hands on a platter; and
when they were gone I would have followed them, and slain
some of them at least, but my own people would not suffer
me, and for grief and pain my son’s heart burst, and he died,
and behold I am here.”

Then I thought I could win glory, and I was much re-
joiced thereat, and said to the old man,

*“Would you love to be revenged?”

But he set his teeth, and pulled at the skirt of his sur-
coat, as hardly for his passion he said, “ Ves.”

“Then,” I said, “I will go and try to slay this knight, if
you will show me the way to La Haute Garde.”

And he, taking my hand, said, “ O glorious knight, let us
go now!” And he did not ask who I was, or whether I
was a good knight, but began to go down the stairs at once,
50 I put on my armour and followed him.

And we two set forth alone to La Haute Gard‘é, for no
man else dared follow us, and I rejoiced in thinking that
while Guy was sitting at the King’s table feasting, I was
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riding out to slay the King’s enemies, for it never omce
seemed possible to me that T should be worsted,

It was getting light again by then we came in sight of
High Gard; we wound up the hill on foot, for it was very
steep; 1 blew at the gates a great biast which was even as
though the stag should blow his own mort, or like the blast
that Balen heard. >

For in a very short while the gates opened and 2 great
band of armed men, more than thirty I think, and 2 knight
on horseback among them, who was armed in red, stood
before us, 2nd on one side of him was 2 serving:man with
a silver dish, on the other, one with a butcher's cleaver, a
knife, and pincers,

So when the knight saw us he said, *What, are you come
to pay tribute in person, old man, and is this another fair
son?  Good sir, how is your lady ?”
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horse with an axe, and then the men-at-arms speared the
old man, slaying him as one would an otter or a rat.

Afterwards they were going to set on me, but the red
knight held them back, saying. *Nay, I am enough,” and
we spurred our horses,

As we met, I felt just as if some one had thrown a dull
brown cloth over wy eyes, and I felt the wretched spear-
point ship off his helm ; then I felt a great pamn somewhere,
'lhzt did not seem to lze‘in my body, byt in the worlg, or
ass G AL WLLRS,

And when [ woke, scatce knowing whether 1 was in the
world or heaven or hell, I heard some one singing.

I tned to listen but could not, because 1 did not know
::;LCOI‘_‘:::, and wl?:? thinking of that; I missed verse after

song, this N
thngiug's Dalzceg. song, tll at last T saw I must be in
hereras a window by my bed, T looked out at §
saw that T was high up; ﬂowzx ind{he street the :acopllek'v;n;ri
ggg’g to and fro, and there was a knot of folks gathered
about a minstrel, who sat on the edge of a fountain, with
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Ard now I turned from him, and walked slowly up and
down the garden-paths, not exactly thinking, but with some
ghosts of former thoughts passing through my mind, Tke
day, 100, was most lovely, as it grew towards evening, and
I had 21l the joy of a man lately sick in the flowers and
all things ; if any bells at that time had begun to chime, I
think I should have lain down on the grass and wept; but
now there was but the noise of the bees in the yellow musk,
and that had not music enough to bring me sorrow.

And as 1 walked I stooped and picked a great orange lily,
and held it in my hand, and lo! down the garden-walk,
the same fair damoze] that had before this given me good
counsel in the hall,

Thereat I was very glad, and walked to meet her smiling,
but she was very grave, and said:

“ Fair sir, the Lady Alys des roses wishes to see you in
her chamber.”

I could not answer a word, but turned, and went with
her while she walked slowly beside me, thinking deeply,
and picking a rose to pieces 2s she went; and I, too,
thought much, what could she want me for? surely, but
for one thing; and yet—and yet.

But when we came to the lady’s chamber, bebold! before
the door stood a tall knight, fairr and strong, and in armour,
save his head, who seemed to be guarding the door, though
not 50 as to seem so to all men.

He kissed the damozel eagerly, and then she said to
me, * This is Sir William de la Fosse, my true knight ;” so
the knight took my band and seemed to have such joy of
me, that all the blood came up to my face for pure delight.

But then the damozel Blanche opened the door and
bade me go in while she abode still without; so 1 entered,
when I had put aside the heavy silken hangng that filled the
doorway.

And there sat Alys; she arose when she saw me, and
stood pale, and with her lips apart, and her hands banging
loose by her side,

And then all doubt and sorrow went quite away from me ;
T did npt even feel drunk with joy, but rather felt that I
could gake it all in, lose no least fragment of it; then at
once I feit that Y was beaunful, and brave and true; 1had
no doubt as to what ¥ should do now,
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1 went up to her, and first kissed her on the forehead,
and then on the feet, and then drew her to me, and with my
arms round about her, and her arms hanging loose, and her
lips dropped, we held our lips together so long that my eyes
failed me, and I could not see her, till 1 looked at her green
raiment.

And she had never spoken to me yet; she seemed just
then as if she were going to, for she lifted her eyes to mine,
and opened her mouth; but she only said, *Dear Lionel,”
and fell forward as though she were faint; and again I held
her, and kissed her all over ; and then she loosed her hair
that it fell to her feet, and when I clipped her next, she
threw it over me, that it fell all over my scarlet robes like
the trickling of some golden well in Paradise,

Then, within a while, we called in the Lady Blanche and
Sir William de la Fosse, and while they talked about what
we should do, we sat together and kissed ; and what they
said, I know not.

But I remember, that that night, quite late, Alys and 1
rode out side by side from the good city in the midst of a
great band of knights and men-at-arms, and other bands drew
to us as we went, and in three days we reached Sir William’s
castle, which was called “ La Garde des Chevaliers.”

And straightway he caused toll the great bell, and to hang
out from the highest tower a great banner of red and gold,
cut into so many points that it seemed as if it were tattered ;
for this was the custom of his house when they wanted their
vassals together.

And Alys and 1 stood up in the tower by the great bell as
they tolled it; I remember now that I had passed my hand
underneath her hair, so that the fingers of it folded over and
just lay on her cheek; she gazed down on the bell, and at
every deafening stroke she drew in her breath and opened
her eyes to a wide stare downwards.

But on the very day that we came, they arrayed her in
gold and flowers (and there were angels and knights and
ladies wrought on her gold raiment), and I waited for an
hour in the chapel till she came, listening to the swallows
outside, and gazing with parted lips at the pictures.on the
golden walls ; but when she came, I knelt down before the
altar, and she knelt down and kissed my lips ; and then the
priest came in, and the singers and the censer-boys; and
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thas chapel was soon confusedly full of golden raiment, and
incense, and ladies and singing; in the midst of which 1
wedded Alys.

And men came into knights’ gard till we had two
thousand men in it, and great store of munitions of war
2nd provisions.

But Alys and I lived happily together in the painted hall
and in the fair water-meadows, and as yet no one came
against us.

And still her talk was of deeds of arms, and she was never
tired of letung the serpent rings of my mail shp off her wrist
and long hand, and she would kiss my shield and helm and
the gold wings on my surcoat, my mother’s work, and would
talk of the ineffable joy that would be when we had fought
through all the evil that was coming on us,

Also she would take my sword and lay 1t on her knees
and taik to it, telling it how much she loved me.

Yea in 2ll things, O Lord God, Thou knowest that my
love was a very child, hke thy angels. Oh! my wise soft-
handed Jove! endless passion! endless longing always
satisfied

‘Think you that the shouting curses of the trumpet broke
off our love, or in any way lessened 1t? no, most certamly,
but from the time the siege began, her cheeks grew thinner,
and her passionate face seemed more and more a pact of
me; now too, whenever 1 bappened to see her between the
grim Sighting she would do nothing but Juss me all the tume,
or wring my hands, or take my head on her breast, bemng so
eagerly passionate that sometimes a pang shot through me
that s\{e might die.

“Till one day they made a breach in the wali, and when I
heard of it for the first tme, I sickened, and could not call
on God ; but Alys cut me a tress of her yellos hair and tied
it in my helm, and armed me, and saying no word, ted me
dowm to the breach by the hand, and then went back most
ghastly pale.

So there on the one side of the breach were the spears of
William de Ja Fosse and Lionel of the gold wings, and on
the other the spears of King Gubert and Sit Guy Ie bon
amant, bt the King bimself was not there; Sir Guy was,

Well—what would you bave? m this world never yet
could two thousand men stand against twenty thrveand s e
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were almost pushad hack with thelr spearpoints, they were
50 close together —slay six of them and the spears were as
thick as every but if two of our men {ell there was straight-
way a hole.

Yet just at the end of this we drove them back in one
charge two yards beyond the breach, amd behold in the
front rank, Sir Guy, utterly {earless, cool, and collected ;
nevertheless, with one stroke I broke his helm, and he {ell
to the ground before the two armies, oven as I fell that day
in the lists; and we drove them twenty fect farther, yet they
saved Sir Guy.

Well, amin,~what would you have? They drove us
back again, and they drove us into our inner castle-walls,
And I was the last to go in, and just as I was entering, the
boldest and nearest of the enemy clutched at my love's hair
in my helm, shouting out quite loud, *Whore's hair for
John the goldsmith!”

At the hearing of which blasphemy, the Lord gave me such
strength, that 1 turned and caught him by the ribs with my
left hand, and with my right, by sheer strength, 1 tore off his
helm and part of his nose with it, and then swinging him
round about, dashed his brains out agninst the castle-walls,

Yet thereby was I nearly slain, for they surrounded me,
only Sir William and the others charged out and rescued
me, but hardly.

May the Lord help all true menl  In an hour we were
all fighting pell mell on the walls of the castle itself, and
some weore slain outright, and some were wounded, and
some yielded themselves and reccived merey; but 1 had
scarce the heart to fight any more, because I thought of
Alys lying with her face upon the floor and her agonized
hands outspread, trying to clutch something, trying to hold
to the cracks of the boarding.  So when I had scen William
de la Fosse slain by many men, I cast my shield and helm
over the battlements, and gazed about for a sccond, and lo}
on one of the flanking towers, my gold wings still floated by
the side of William's white lion, and in the other one I knew
my poor Love, whom they had left quite alone, was lying.

So then I turmed into a dark passage and ran till I
rcached the tower stairs, up that too I sprang s though
a ghost were after me, 1 did so long to kiss her agait before
I died, to soothe her too, so that she should not fecl this
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day, when in the aftertimes she thought of it as wholly
miserable to her. For I knew they would neither slay her
nor treat her cruelly, for in sooth all loved her, only they
would make her marry Sir Guy le bon amant,

In the topmost room I found her, alas! alast lying on
the floor, as I said; I came to her and kissed her head as
she lay, then rused her up; and I took all my armour off
and broke my sword over my knee.

And then I led her to the window away from the fighting,
from whence we only saw the quiet country, and kissed her
lips till she wept and looked no longer sad and wretched ;
then I said to her-

“Now, O Love, we must part for a little, it is time for
to po and die.”

“Yhy should you go away?” she said, *they will ¢
here quick enough, no doubt, and I shall have you lo
with me if you stay; I do not turn sick at the sight
blood.”

“ 0 my.poor Love!” And I could not go because of h
praying face; surely God would grant anything to such
face as that.

“Oh!” she smd, “you will et me have you yet a little
longer, I see; also let me kiss your feet.”

She threw herself down and kissed them, and then did
not get up again at once, but lay there holding my feet.

And while she lay there, behold 2 sudden tramping that
she did not hear, and over the green hangings the gleam of
helmets that she did not see, and then one pushed aside the

A I R
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stood aside, with her dear head thrown back, and holding
ber lovely loose bair strmned over her outspread arms, as
though she were weanied of all things that had been or that
might be.

Then one thrust me through the breast with a spear, and
another with his sword, which was three inches broad, gave
me a stroke across the thighs that hut to the bone; and as I
fell forwftd one cleft me to the teeth with his axe.

Andthen I heard my darling shniek.
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will never let love like mine go unrequited. You love me,
I know, I am sure of it; you are trying me only; let it be
enough now, my own Mabel, the only one that loves me.
Sce, do not I love you enough?”

I fell there before her fect. I caught the hem of her
garment. I buried my face in its folds; madly I strove to
convince myself that she was but trying me, that she could
not speak for her deep love, that it was a dream only. Oh!l
how I tried to wake, to find myself, with my heart beating
wildly, and the black night round me, lying on my bed; as
often, when a child, I used to wake from a dream of lions,
and robbers, and ugly deaths, and the devil, to find myself
in the dear room, though it was dark, my heart bounding
with the fear of pursuit and joy of escape.

But no dream breaks now, desperate, desperate, earnest.
The dreams have closed round me, and become the
dismallest reality, as I often used to fear those other
dreams might; the walls of this fact are closed round
about me now like the sides of an iron chest, hurmying
on down some swift river, with the black water above, to
the measureless, rolling sea. I shall never any more wake
to anything but that.

For listen to what she said, you who are happy lovers.
Can you believe it? I can scarce do so mysclf. I, not
looking up from where I lay, felt her lips curl into a cruel
smile, as she drew herself from my grasp, and said:

“Listen, Hugh. I call you ‘Hugh,’ by the way, not
because I am fond of you, but because surnames never
scemed to me to express anything; they are quite meaning-
less., Hugh, I never loved you, never shall, nay, something
more. I am not quite sure that I do not hate you, for
coming to claim me as a right in this way, and appealing
to God against me. Who gave you any right to be lord
over me, and question my hcart? Why, for this long time
I have seen that you would claim me at last, and your
‘love’ which I now cast from me for ever, and trample
upon, so—so,—your ‘love,’ I say, has been a bitterly heavy
burden to me, dogging me up and down, everywhere. You
think my thoughts? = Ves, verily, you who think yourself
the teacher of such an one as I am, have few thoughts of
your own to think. What do I want better than you?
Why, I want 2 man who is brave and beautiful. You are a
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coward and a cripple. Am 1 trying you? No, Hugh;
there is no need for that. I think T know yon well enough,
weak and irresolute, you will never do anything great. <1
muost marTy 2 great man—

44 White honous sball be bke a plagthing to tum,
Borne hightly, Ye( falcon on bis wrist}
One who can feel the very pulse o° the time,
Instant 1o g, to plunge Wito the strife,
And with 2 strong arm bold the rearing world '

But before she had begun to quote, my Jife had changed.
While T lay there, in ¥ know not what agony, that which 1
have just sud came suddenly across me. 1 became calm
all at once. I began to bend my passion beneath my
strong wilt; the fight I fought so bravely had begun.

1 rose up quietly before she began to quote, and when
she saw me standing there, s0 calmly, ay, and looking so
brave too, though I was 2 “cupple and a coward,” she
quailed before me, her vorce fell, even in the mdst of her
scornful speech ; then I thought, “so cool, and can quote
pretty verses at such a tme? Ot but my revenge is good,
and sure too, it is almost as if I killed her, stabbed her to
the beart, here in this room” Then my heart grew quite
obedient, and my purpose began to work, so that I could
speak with no shadow of passion in my words, and with no
forced unnatural calm esther. 1 cowld seem, and for years
and years ¢hd seem, to be no hard cold man of the world,
no mere cajculating machine for gauging Gad's earth by
modem science; but a kindly genial man ; though so full of
knowledge, yet haning room for love too, and enthusiasm,
and futh. Aht they who saw me as such did not see the
fight, did nat see that bitter passage m the room of the old
house at Riston, where the nver widens.

I stood there mient for 2 very short tume; then, rmsing
my eyes to hers, sud, “ Well, Mabel, I shall go up to
London, and see the publishers, and perhaps stay there a
day or two, so that I shall probably be back agam at Casley
by Tuesday; and I daresay I shall find time to walk over
1o Riston on Wednesday ot Thursday, to tell you what we
have dettrmined on~—good bye ¥ She and tumed
pale, a I gave her my hand, and sad, “goo%" ma
forced tone, that was in strong contrast *o aynral.
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seeming calmness. She was frightened of me then, already.
Good. :

- So I walked away from Riston to my own house at Casley
(which was about two miles from Riston), and got ready to
'start for London; then, about an hour after I had parted
from her, set out again across the fields to the railway, that
was five miles from my house. It was on the afternoon of
a lovely spring day; I took a2 book with me, a volume of
poems just published, and my dead friend’s manuscript ; for
my purpose in going to London was to see to its publica-
tion.

Then, looking at that over which so many years of toil
and agony of striving had been spent, I thought of him who
wrote it; thought how admirable he was, how that glotious
calm purpose of his shone through all his restless energy. 1
thought, too, as I had never done before, of the many, many
ways he had helped me, and my eyes filled with tears, as I
remembered remorsefully the slight return I had given him
for his afiection, my forgetfulness of him in the years when I
was happy. I thought of his quiet, successful love, and
that sweet wife of his, the poor widow that was now, who
lived at Florence, watching the shadows come and go on her
husband’s tomb, the rain that washed 1it, the sun and moon
that shone on it; then how he had died at Florence, and of
the short letter he had written to me, or rather that had
been written, just before his death, by his wife, from his
dictation, and stained with the many tears of the poor heart-
broken lady. ‘Those farewell words that threw but a slight
shadow over the happy days when I loved Mabel, had more
weight novw, both for sorrow and consolation ; for the thought
that that dead man cared for me surely did me good, made
me think more of the unseen world, less of the terrible earth-
world that seemed all going wrong, and which the unseen
was slowly righting.

I had the letter with me at that very time. I had taken’
it out with the manuscript, and together with that, another,
a sealed letter that came with it, and which, according to
the dying man’s wish, I had never yet opened. I took out
both the letters, and turning aside from the path sat down
under a willow by the side of the river, a willow just growing
grey-green with the spring. And there, to the music of the
west wind through the slim boughs, to the very faint music
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of the river'’s flow, I read the two letters, and first the one I
had read before,

“Dear friend, T am going the last joumney, and I wish to
say farewell before 1 go. My wife's tears fall fast, as she
writes, and I am sony to go, thongh, I think, not afraid 16

.die, Two things I want to say to you: the first and least
has to do with my writings; I do pot wish them to perish:
you know 1 wrote, thinking I might do some one good; will
you see about this for me? Do you know, Hugh, I never
cared for any man so much as for you: there was something
which drew me to you wonderfully; it used to trouble me
sometimes to think that you scarcely cared for me so much;
but only sometimes, for I saw that you knew this, and tried
10 love me more ; it was not your fault that you could not;
God bless you for the trying even! When you see my wife,
be kind to ber; we have had happy talk about you often,
thinking what a great man you ought to be.  Yet onpe thing
more. I send you with this a sealed enclosure. On the
day that you are martied to Mabel, or on the day that she
dies, still loving you, burn this ynopened; but, ob fdend, if
such 2 misfortune bappen to you, as I scarce dare hit at
even, then open i, and read it for the sake of, Frank”

‘Then 1 remembered, sadly, how when I read this, I was
angry at first, even with the dead man, for us suspicion;
only, when 1 thought of him dpng, and how lowing he
was, my anger quickly sunk mnto regret for hum, not deep
anguish, but quiet regret.  Ah! what a long ume it was
sincg 1 loved Mabell how I had conquered my ragiog
passion! Frank will surely applaud my resolution, Dear
heart! how wise he was in his loving simpliaty.

1 locked at the sealed letter; it also was directed in his
wife’s handwriting; I broke the seal, and saw Frank’s
writing there; 1t was written, therefore, some time before

. his death.

How solemn the wind was through the willow boughs,
how solemn the fant sound of the swirls of the lowland
river! 1 read—

*O Hugh, Hugh! poar wounded heart! I saw it all
along, that she was not worthy of that heast stored up wmith
so mugh love. I do not ask for that love, dear friend; I
know you cannot give it me; I was never jealous of her;
and I know, moreaver, that your love for her will not be
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seeming calmness. She was frightened of me then, already.
Good.

. So I walked away from Riston to my awn house at Casley
(which was about two miles from Riston), and got ready to
‘start for London; then, about an hour after I had parted
from her, set out again across the fields to the railway, that
was five miles from my house. It was on the afternoon of
a lovely spring day; 1 took a book with me, 2 volume of
poems just published, and my dead friend’s manuscript; for
my purpose in going to London was to see to its publica-
tion.

Then, looking at that over which so many years of toil
and agony of striving had been spent, I thought of him who
wrote it; thought how admirable he was, how that glorious
calm purpose of his shone through all his restless energy. I
thought, too, as I had never done before, of the many, many
ways he had helped me, and my eyes filled with tears, as 1
remembered remorsefully the slight return I had given him
for his affection, my forgetfulness of him in the years when I
was happy. I thought of his quiet, successful love, and
that sweet wife of his, the poor widow that was now, who
lived at Florence, watching the shadows come and go on her
husband’s tomb, the rain that washed it, the sun and moon
that shone on it; then how he had died at Florence, and of
the short letter he had written to me, or rather that had -
been written, just before his death, by his wife, from his
dictation, and stained with the many tears of the poor heart-
broken lady. Those farewell words that threw but a slight
shadow over the happy days when I loved Mabel, had more
weight now, both for sorrow and consolation ; for the thought
that that dead man cared for me surely did me good, made
me think more of the unseen world, less of the terrible earth-
world that seemed all going wrong, and which the unseen
was slowly righting.

I had the letter with me at that very time. I had taken’
it out with the manuscript, and together with that, another,
a sealed letter that came with it, and which, according to
the dying man’s wish, I had never yet opened. I took out
both the letters, and turning aside from the path sat down
under a willow by the side of the river, a willow just growing
grey-green with the spring. And there, to the music of the
west wind through the slim boughs, to the very faint music
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of the rivers flow, I read the two letters, and first the one 1
had read before,

“ Dear friend, I am going the last joumey, and T wish 1o
say farewell before 1 go. My wife's tears fall fast, as she
writes, and 1 am sony to go, though, I think, not afraid to
.die, Two things I want to say to you: the first and least
has to do with my writings; I do not wish them to perish:
you know I wrote, thinking I might do some one good ; will
you see about this for me? Do you know, Hugh, 1 never
cared for any man 50 much as for you there was something
which drew me to you wonderfully ; it used to trouble me
sometimes to think that you scarcely cared for me so much;
but only sometimes, for I saw that you knew this, and tried
to love me more ; it was not your fault that you could not}
Gog bless you for the trying even! When you see my wife,
be kind to her; we have had happy talk about you often,
thinking what a great man you ought to be. Yet one thing
more. I send you with this a sealed enclosure. On the
day that you are married to Mabel, or on the day that she
dies, sull loving you, burn this unopened; but, oh {nend, if
such a misfortune happen to you, as I scarce dare hint at
even, then open it, and read it for the sake of, Frank.”

Then I remembered, sadly, how when 1 read this, I was
angry at first, even with the dead man, for lus suspicion;
only, when I thought of lum dying, and how loving he
was, my anger quickly sunk into regret for him; not deep
anguish, but quiet regret.  Ah! what 2 long time it was
since I loved Mabell how I had conquered my taging
passion)  Frank will surely appland my resolution. Dear
heart! how wise he was in his loving simpheity.

1 looked at the sealed letter; it also was directed in his
wife's handwriting; I broke the seal, and saw Frank's
writing there; it was written, therefore, some time before
his death.,

How solemn the wind was through the willow boughs,
how solemn the faint sound of the swirls of the lowland
river{ Iread—

“0 Hugh, Hugh! poor wounded heart! I saw it all
along, that she was not worthy of that heart stored up with
50 mugK love. I do not ask for that love, dear friend; I
know you cannot give it me; I was never jealous of her;
and I know, moreover, that your love for her wll not be
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seeming calmness. She was frightened of me then, already.
Good.

. So I walked away from Riston to my own house at Casley .
(which was about two miles from Riston), and got ready to
‘start for London; then, about an hour after I had parted
from her, set out again across the fields to the railway, that
was five miles from my house. It was on the afternoon of
a lovely spring day; I took a book with me, a volume of
poems just published, and my dead friend’s manuscript ; for
my purpose in going to London was to see to its publica-
tion.

Then, looking at that over which so many years of toil
and agony of striving had been spent, I thought of him who
wrote it; thought how admirable he was, how that glorious
calm purpose of his shone through all his restless energy. .1
thought, too, as I had never done before, of the many, many
ways he had helped me, and my eyes filled with tears, as I
remembered remorsefully the slight return I had given him
for his affection, my forgetfulness of him in the years when I
was happy. 1 thought of his quiet, successful love, and
that sweet wife of his, the poor widow that was now, who
lived at Florence, watching the shadows come and go on her
husband’s tomb, the rain that washed it, the sun and moon
that shone on it; then how he had died at Florence, and of
the short letter he had written to me, or rather that had
been written, just before his death, by his wife, from his
dictation, and stained with the many tears of the poor heart-
broken lady. Those farewell words that threw but a slight
shadow over the happy days when I loved Mabel, had more
weight now, both for sorrow and consolation ; for the thought
that that dead man cared for me surely did me good, made
me think more of the unseen world, less of the terrible earth-
world that seemed all going wrong, and which the unseen
was slowly righting.

I had the letter with me at that very time. 1 had taken’
it out with the manuscript, and together with that, another,
a sealed letter that came with it, and which, according to
the dying man’s wish, I had never yet opened. I took out
both the letters, and turning aside from the path sat down
under a willow by the side of the river, a willow just growing
grey-green with the spring.  And there, to the mustc of the
west wind through the slim boughs, to the very faint music
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of the river's fiow, I read the two letters, and first the one I
had read before.

“Dear friend, I am going the last joumey, and 1 wish to
say farewell before I go. My wife's tears fall fast, as she
writes, and I am sorry to go, though, I think, not afraid t6
die. Two things I want to say to you: the first and least
has to do with my writings; 1 do not wish them to perish:
you know I wrote, thinking I might do some one good ; will
you see about this {or me? Do you know, Bugh, 1 never
cared for any man so much as for you: there was something
which drew me to you wondetfully; it used to trouble me
sometimes to think that you searcely cared for me so much;
but only sometimes, for § saw that yon knew this, and tried
to love me more ; 1t was not your fault that you counld not;
God bless you for the trying even{ When you see my wife,
be kind to her; we bave had happy talk about you often,
thinking what a great man you ought to be. Yet ope thing
more. I send you with this a sealed enclosure. On the
day that you are married to Mabel, or on the day that she
dies, still loving you, burn this unopened ; but, oh fiend, if
such a misfortune happen to you, as I scarce dare hint at
even, then open it, and read it for the sake of, Frank.”

‘Then I remembered, sadly, how when I read this, I was
angry at first, even with the dead man, for is suspicion;
only, when I thought of him dying, and how loving be
was, my anger quickly sunk into regret for hum; not deep
anguish, but guiet regret.  Aht what 2 long time % was
since I loved Mabell how I had conguered my raging
passion! Frank will surely applaud my resolution. Dear
heart! how wise he was in his loving simplicity.

I locked at the sealed letter; it also was directed in his
wife’s handwriting; I broke the seal, and saw Frank's
writing there; it was written, therefore, same time before

. his death.

How solemn the wind was through the willow boughs,
how solemn the faint sound of the switls of the lowland
rver{ Iread—

“O Hugh, Hugh! poor wounded heart! I saw it all
along, that she was not worthy of that heart stored up with
50 mu.cﬁ love. I do not ask for that love, dear friend; I
know you cannot give it me, I was never jealous of her;
and I know, moreover, that your love for her will not be
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seeming calmness. She was frightened of me then, already.
Good.

. So I walked away from Riston to my own house at Casley
(which was about two miles from Riston), and got ready to
start for London; then, about an hour after I had parted
from her, set out again across the fields to the railway, that
was five miles from my house. It was on the afternoon of
a lovely spring day; I took a book with me, a volume of
poems just published, and my dead friend’s manuscript; for
my purpose in going to London was to see to its publica-
tion.

Then, looking at that over which so many years of toil
and agony of striving had been spent, I thought of bim who
wrote it; thought how admirable he was, how that glorious
calm purpose of his shone through all his restless energy. 1
thought, too, as I had never done before, of the many, many
ways he had helped me, and my eyes filled with tears, as I
remembered remorsefully the slight return I had given him
for his affection, my forgetfulness of him in the years when I
was happy. I thought of his quiet, successful love, and
that sweet wife of his, the poor widow that was now, who
lived at Florence, watching the shadows come and go on her
husband’s tomb, the rain that washed it, the sun and moon
that shone on it; then how he had died at Florence, and of
the short letter he had written to me, or rather that had
been written, just before his death, by his wife, from his
dictation, and stained with the many tears of the poor heart-
broken lady. Those farewell words that threw but a slight
shadow over the happy days when I loved Mabel, had more
weight now, both for sorrow and consolation ; for the thought
that that dead man cared for me surely did me good, made
me think more of the unseen world, less of the terrible earth-
world that seemed all going wrong, and which the unseen
was slowly righting.

I had the letter with me at that very time. 1 had taken
it out with the manuscript, and together with that, another,
a sealed letter that came with it, and which, according to
the dying man's wish, I had never yet opened. I took out
both the letters, and turning aside from the path sat down
under a willow by the side of the river, a willow just growing
grey-green with the spring. And there, to the music of the
west wind through the slim boughs, to the very faint music
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of the river’s flow, I read the two letters, and first the one I
had read before.

“Dear friend, I am going the last joumey, and I wish to
say farewell before I go. My wife’s tears fall fast, as she
writes, and T am sorry to go, though, 1 think, not afraid t6

.die. Two things I want to say to you: the first and least
has to do with my writings; I do not wish them to perish:
you know I wrote, thinking I might do same one good ; will
you see about this for me? Do you know, Hugh, I never
cared for any man so much as for you: there was something
which drew moe to you wonderfully ; it used to trouble me
sometimes to think that §ou scarcely eared for roe so much;
but only sometimes, for X saw that you knew this, and tried
to love me more ; it was not your fault that you could not;
God bless you for the trying even]  When you see my wife,
be kind to her; we have had happy talk about you often,
thinking what a great man you ought to be.  Yet one thing
more. 1 send you with this a sealed enclosure. On the
day that you are mamried to Mabel, or on the day that she
dues, still Joving you, burn this unopened; but, oh fnend, if
such a misfortune happen to you, as 1 scarce dare hipt at
even, then open it, and read it for the sake of, Frank.”

‘Then 1 remembered, sadly, how when 1 read this, I was
angry at first, even with the dead man, for s suspicion;
only, when I thought of lim dpng, and how loving be
was, my anger quickly sunk mto regret for him; not deep
:mguxsh but quiet regret.  Ah! what a long tme it was
since 1 Joved Mabell how I bad conquered my raging
passion! Frank will surely applaud my resolution. Dear
heart! how wise he was in Jus loving simphcity.

1 looked at the sealed letter; it also was directed in his
wife's handwmiting; I broke the seal, and saw Frank's
writing there; it was written, therefore, some tme before
his death,

Haw salemn the wind was through the willow boughs,
how solemn the fant sound of the swirls of the lowland
dver! 1read—

“O Hugh, Hugh! poor wounded heart} I saw it all
alang, that she was nat worthy of that heart stored up with
sa mutﬁ love. 1 do not ask for that love, dear friend; I
know y you cannot give it me; I was never jealous of hcr.
2nd 1 know, moreover, that your love for her will not be



292 Early Romances

seeming calmness. She was frightened of me then, already.
Good.

. So I walked away from Riston to my own house at Casley
(which was about two miles from Riston), and got ready to
start for London; then, about an hour after I had parted
from her, set out again across the fields to the railway, that
was five miles from my house. It was on the afternoon of
a lovely spring day; I took a book with me, a volume of
poems just published, and my dead friend’s manuscript; for
my purpose in going to London was to see to its publica-
tion.

Then, looking at that over which so many years of toil
and agony of striving had been spent, I thought of him who
wrote it; thought how admirable he was, how that glorious
calm purpose of his shone through all his restless energy. 1
thought, too, as I had never done before, of the many, many
ways he had helped me, and my eyes filled with tears, as I
remembered remorsefully the slight return I had given him
for his affection, my forgetfulness of him in the years when 1
was happy. I thought of his quiet, successful love, and
that sweet wife of his, the poor widow that was now, who
lived at Florence, watching the shadows come and go on her
husband's tomb, the rain that washed it, the sun and moon
that shone on it; then how he had died at Florence, and of
the short letter he had written to me, or rather that had
been written, just before his death, by his wife, from his
dictation, and stained with the many tears of the poor heart-
broken lady. Those farewell words that threw but a slight
shadow over the happy days when I loved Mabel, had more
weight now, both for sorrow and consolation ; for the thought
that that dead man cared for me surely did me good, made
me think more of the unseen world, less of the terrible earth-
world that seemed all going wrong, and which the unseen
was slowly righting.

I had the letter with me at that very time. I had taken’
it out with the manuscript, and together with that, another,
a sealed letter that came with it, and which, according to
the dying man’s wish, I had never yet opened. I took out
both the letters, and turning aside from the path sat down
under a willow by the side of the river, a willow ju$t growing
grey-green with the spring. And there, to the music of the
west wind through the slim boughs, to the very faint music
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of the river’s Bow, ] read the two letters, apd first the one T
ore. . .

has ;)t:‘x ‘(’r?fm 4, 1 am going the Last journey, and 1 wish ‘:u
say farewell before T go. My wile's tears fall fast;r a5 ds e
wiites, and T am sorty 10 go, though, 1 ‘hmk'ﬁ“t‘ E"‘l&’;
,die. Two things 1 want to sy to yuu: the fist and 12t
has to do with my writings; 1 do not wish them to penshs
1 wrote, thinking § might do some one good; will

you know 2, % Huzh, 1 nev
you see about this for me? Do you know, Hugh, ‘:;) er
cared for any man so much as for you: there was Something
which drew me to you wonderfully; it used to trouble me
sometimes o think that you scarcely cared for me so much ;
but only sometimes, for I saw that you knew this, and tried
to love me more ; it was hot your fault that you could not;

God bless yau for the trying even! When you see sy mife,

be kind to her; we have had happy talk about you often,

thinking what a great man you ought to be. Yet one thing
mwote, 1 send you with this a sealed enclosure. On the
day that you are murried to Mabel, or on the day that she

e el oo e Poem 4Lon s S Gend, if
¢ . . . hint a1
PP s .. K

suelt o tememvered, sadly, how when T read this, T was
angry at fist, even with the dead man, for s suspicion;
only, when I thought of um dying, and how loving he
was, my anger quickly sunk into regret for him; not deep
anguish, but quiet regrel. Ak} what a long time it was
since I loved Mabell bow I had conquered my raging
passion! Frank will surely applaud my resolution, Dear
heait! how wise he was in fus loving simplicity,

I looked at the sealed letter; it also was directed in his
wift's handwiiting; 1 broke the seal, and saw Franks
:{;l:i‘:%tgm’ it was written, therefore, some time before

How solemn the wind was through the wlk
how solemn the faint soun gh the milow boughs,
river! I read— 4 of the swizls of the lowland

“O Hugh, Hugh! poor woundeq heactt
along, that she was not worthy of . 3
0 mutt love, T do ot ask for tthfi:c l;:;x: sé::df b
tn;w Jou cannot give it me; I was neves ’3 mm":i"g, 1

ad 1 know, moteover, that your love for her will notel:e'

T saw 1t oYy
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wasted. I think, for my part, that there is One Who gathers
up all such wandering love, and keeps it for Himself; think,
Hugh, of those many weary hours on the Cross; in th:u: way
did they requite His Love then, and how do we requite it
now? Should He not then sympathize with all those whose
love is not returned? )

“ And, Hugh, sweet friend, I pray you, for Christ’s love,
never strive to forget the love you bore her in the days when
you thaught her noble, the noblest of all things, never cast away
the gift of memory; never cast it away for your ease, never
even for the better serving of God; He will help Himself,
and does not want mere deeds; you are weak, and love
cannot live without memory. Oh! Hugh! ifyoudo asI pray
you, this remembered love will be a very bright crown to
you up in Heaven; meantime, may it not be that your love
for others will grow, that you will love all men more, and
me, perhaps, even much more? And I, though I never see
you again in the body till the Day of Doom, will nevertheless
be near you in spirit, to comfort you somewhat through the
days of your toiling on earth ; and now, Frank prays God to
bless poor wounded Hugh!”

I ceased reading ; a dull pain came about my forehead
and eyes. What! must I be all alone in my struggle with
. passion? not even Frank to help me? dear fellow! to think how
*, fond he was of me! I am very very sorry he cannot be with
me in this fight; for I must kill her utterly in my memory,
and I think, if he knew all, how very noble 1 thought her,
how altogether base she really is, he would be with me after
all.  Yet, Frank, though I do not do this that you pray me
to do, you shall still be my friend, will you not? you shall
help me to become more like you, if that is possible in any
degree.

So, I determined to forget her; and was I not successful,
at first; ah! and for long too? nevertheless, alas! alas!
Frank’s memory faded with her memory, and I did not feel
his spirit by me often, only sometimes, and those were my
weakest times, when I was least fit to have him by me; for
then my purpose would give in somewhat, and memory
would come to me, not clear and distinct, but only as =
dull pain about my eyes and forehead ; but my stfong will
could banish that, for I had much work to do, trying to help
my fellow-men, with all my heart I thought. I threw myself
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heart and soul into that work, and joy grew up in my soul;
and I was proud to think that she bad not exhausted the
world for me.

Nor did I shrink once from the sight of her, but came
often, and saw her at her father’s house at Riston, that the
broadening river flows Py always; n3y, Isatat he‘r wedding,
A [P PT L AV ENAL A . T
P - - .
brave noble-hearted soldier, her husband, might be happy
with her, feeling no jealousy of him, pitying him rather; for
1 did not think that st was 1n her nature to love any one but
herself thoroughly. Yet, what a Queen she looked on that
marriage-day ! her black hair crowning her so, her great deep
eyes looking so full of all slumbering passion as of old, her
full fips underneath, whence the music came; and, as she
walked there between the grey walls of that Abbey where
they were married, the Iight fell on her through the jewel-
like windows, colounng strangely the white and gold of her
gorgeous robes.  She also seemed, or wished to seem, to
have forgotten that spring-day at Riston; at least, she spoke
to me when she went away quite kindly, and very calmly:
#Good bye, Hugh, we hear of you already; you will be a
great man soon, and & good man you always were, and
always will be; and we shall think of you often, and always
with pleasure.”

Yet I knew she hated me; oh! her hollow heart! The
gull pain came about my forehead and eyes, somehow I
could not keep up the farce just then. I spoke bitterly, a
smile that I know now I should not have smiled, curling
my lip. * Well done, Mabel ! it is a mcely composed parting
speech to an old friend; but you were always good at that
kind of thing. Forget you? no—you are too handsome for
that; and, if I were a panter or sculptor, I would paint you
or carve you from memory. As it 15, I never forget beautiful
faces—good bye.” And I turned away from her a little with-
out giving my hand. She grew pale at first, then flushed
T oot w7 " and tumed from me with

- . of memory shot through
me for®a single instant, a warning of my fall which was to
For a single instant I saw her sitting there, as of old, in the
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garden hard by the river, under the golgi-drqpping laburpums,
heard her for a single instant singing wildly in her magnificent
voice, as of old:
“ Wearily, drearily,

Half the day long,

Flap the great banners

High over the stone;

Strangely and eerily

Sounds the wind's song,

Bending the banner-poles.

‘While, all alone,

Watching the loophole’s spark,
Lie I, with life all dark,

Feet tether'd, hands fetter'd
Fast 1o the stane,

The grim walls, square letter'd,
With prisan’'d men's groan.

Still strain the banner-poles
‘Through the wind’s song,
Westward the banner rolls
Over my wrong."”

But' it was gone directly, that pang ; everything, voice, face,
and all: like the topmost twigs of some great tree-limb, that,
as it rolls round and round, griding the gravel and mud at
the bottom of a flooded river, shows doubtfully for a second,
flashing wet in the February sunlight, then, sinking straight-
way, goes rolling on toward the sea, in the swift steady flow
of the flooded river; yet it appears again often, till it is
washed ashore at last, who knows where or when?

But for me, these pangs of memory did not come often ;
nay, they came less and less frequently for long, till at last,
in full triumph, as I thought it, I fell.

That marriage-day was more than two years after the day
in April that 1 told you of, when I read the sealed letter;
then, for three years after her marriage, I went on working,
famous now, with many who almost worshipped me, for the
words I had said, the many things I had taught them ; and
I in return, verily loved these eamestly; yet, round about
me clung some shadow that was not the mere dulled memory
of what had been, and it deepened sometimes in my drearier
moods into fearful doubts that this last five years of my life
had been, after all, a mistake, 2 miserable failure ; yet, still I
had too much to do to go on doubting for long; sb these
shadowy doubts had to hold back till, though I knew it not,
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a whole army of them was marching upon me in my fancied
security,

Well, it was Spring-time, just about five years from that
day; T was living in London, and for the last few months
had been working very hard indeed, writing and reading all
day long and every day, often all night fong also, and in
those nights the hours would pass so quickly that the time
between night-fall and dawn scarcely seemed ten minutes
long. So 1 worked, worked so bard, that one day, one
morning early, when I saw through my window, on waking
about six o'clock, how blue the sky was, even above the
London roofs, and remembered how, in the fields all about,
it was the cowslip time of the year, I said to myself, “ No
work to-day; I will make holiday for once in the sweet
spring-time, 3 will take a book with some 1ale sn 3t, go into
the country, and read it there, not stnving particularly to
remember it, but enjoying myself only.” And, as I said
this, my heart beat with joy, like 2 boy's 2t thought of
holiday. So I pot up, 2ad as 1 was dressing, I took up 2
volume of Shakespeare, and apened it at Trotlus and
Cressida, and read a line or two just at the place where the
parting comes, it almost brought the tears to my eyes.
“ How saft-hearted I am this morning,” I said, “yet I will
take this; and read it; 1t 15 quite 2 long time since I read
any Shakespeare, and, I think, sears and years since I have
read Trotlus and Cressida” Yes, 1 was soft-hearted that
moming, and when I looked in the glass and saw my puny
deformed fizure there, and my sallow thin face, eaten into
many furrows by those five years, those furrows that gave a
strange grotesque piteousness to the ugly featutes, I smiled
at fisst, then almost wept far self-pity , the tears were in my
eyes again ; but 1 thought, ** Twdl not spost my hohday,”
and so forbore; then I went out into the streets, with a
certain kind of light-heartedness, which I knew might tum
any moment into very deep sadness  The bells of a church,
that I passed in my way Essex-ward, were ringing, and their
music struck upon my heat so, that I walked the faster to
get beyond their sound.

was in the country soon: people called it an ugly
countrys1 knew, that spreading of the broad marsh lands
round the river Lea; but I was so weary with my bard work
that it seemed very lovely to me then; indeed, 1 think 1



208 - Early Romances

should not have despised it'at any time. I was always a
lover of the sad lowland country. I walked on, my mind
keeping up a strange balance between joy and sadness for
some time, till gradually all the beauty of things seemed to be
stealing into my heart, and making me very soft and womanish,
so that, at Iast, when I was now quite a long way off from
the river Lea, and walking close by the side of another litile
river, 2 mere brook, all my heart was filled with sadness, and
joy had no place there at all; all the songs of birds ringing
through the hedges, and about the willows; all the sweet
colours of the sky, and the clouds that floated in the blue of
it ; of the tender fresh grass, and the sweet young shoots of
flowering things, were very pensive to me, pleasantly so at
first perhaps, but soon they were lying heavy on me, with all
the rest of things created ; for within my heart rose memory,
green and fresh as the young spring leaves. Ah! such
thoughts of the old times came about me thronging, that
they almost made me faint. I tried hard to shake them
off; I noticed every turn of the banks of the little brook,
every ripple of its waters over the brown stones, every line
of the broad-leaved waterflowers ; I went down towards the
brook, and, stooping down, gathered a knot of lush marsh-
marigolds ; then, kneeling on both knees, bent over the
water with my arm stretched down to it, till both my hand

* and the yellow flowers were making the swift-running little

-l

‘ stream bubble about them; and, even as I did so, still

stronger and stronger came the memories, till they came

quite clear at last, those shapes and words of the past days.

I rose from the water in haste, and, getting on to the road

again, walked along tremblingly, my head bent towards the

earth, my wet hand and flowers marking the dust of itas I

gent. Ah! what was it all, that picture of the old past
ays.

I see a little girl sitting on the grass, beneath the limes in
the hot summertide, with eyes fixed on the far away blue
hills, and seeing who knows what shapes there ; for the boy
by her side is reading to her wondrous stories of knight and
lady, and fairy thing, that lived in the ancient days ; his voice
trembles as he reads—

“ And so Sir Isumbras, when he had slain the giant, cut
off his head, and came to the town where the Lady Alicia
lived, bringing with him that grim thing, the giant’s head,
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and the people pressed all about him at the gate, and
brought hium ta the king, and 21! the court was there, and
the whole palace blazed with gold and jewels. So there,
among the ladtes, was the Lady Alicis, clothed in black,
because she thought that through her evil pride she had
caused the death of the good knight and true, who loved
her; and when she saw Sir Isumbras with the head of the
giant, even before the king, and all, she gave a mreat cry,
and ran before all, and threw her atms round about him.”
“Go on, Hugh,” says the little gul, still looking into the
blue distance, “why do you stop?” I was—1 was
looking at the picture, Mabel” saps the boy. “ORk! is
thete o picture of that? let's see it;” and her eyes tum
towards him at last. What a very beaunful child she is)
“Not exactly of that,” says Hugh, blushing as their eyes
meet, and, when she Jooks away for a second, drwing his
hand actoss his eyes, for he is softhearted, * not exactly of
that, but afterwards, where she crowns him at the tourna.
ment; here it is” *“Oh! that 1s pretty though; Hugh, I
say Hugh1” “VYes,” says Hugh. “Go and get me some
of the forget-me-not down by the brook there, and some
of the pretty white star-shaped flower, I'll crown you too.”
Off runs Hugh, directly, carrying the book with him. *Stop,
don't Jose the place, Hugh, here, give me the book,” Back
he goes, then starts agan i a great hutry ; the flowers are
not easy to get, but they are got somehow, for, Hugh,
though deformed, is yet tolerably active, and for her. Se,
when the flowers come, she weaves them into a crown, blue
flowers golden-hearted, and white ones star-shaped, with the
green leaves between them

‘Then she makes him kneel down, and, looking at the
picture in the fairy story-book, places him this way and that,
with ber smooth brows kmit mto a puzzled frown, at fast
she says, * {t wont do, somehow; I can't make it out, I
say, Hugh,” she blurts out at last, “ T tell you what, 1t wont
do; you are too ugly.” * Never mind, Mabel,”" he says;
“shall T go on seading again?” * Yes, you may go on.”
Then she sits down, and zgata her eyes are fixed on the
far away blue hills, and Hugh is by her, reading agun, only
stumbhing® sometimes, seemingly not so much interested as
he was befare,

Y Poor Hugh1” 1 said out loud, for strangely, the

1
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was 50 strong, that it had almost wrought its own cure ; and
I found myself looking at my old self, and at her, as at
people in a story; yet I was stunned as it were, and knew
well that I was incapable of resistance against that memory
now. Ves, I knew well what was coming. ]

I had by this time left the brook, and gone through a little
village on the hill above, and on the other side of it ; then
turned to my right into the forest, that was all about, the
quaint hombeam forest. There, sitting down, I took out
the Troilus and Cressida I had brought with me, and
began to read, saying to myself (though I did not believe it)
that I would cast those memories quite away from me, be
triumphantly victorious over them. .

Yes, there under the hombeams I read Troilus and
Cressida, the play with the two disappointments in it, Hector
dead, and Cressida unfaithful ; Troy and Troilus undone.
And when I had finished, I thought no more of Troilus
and Cressida, or of any one else in the wide world but
Mabel, '

“(Q Mabel!” I said, burying my face in the grass as I
had before, long ago, in her long robes; * O Mabel! could
you not have loved me? I would have loved you more
than any woman was ever loved. Or if you could not love
me, why did you speak as you did on that day? I thought
you so much above me, Mabel; and yet I could not have
spoken so to any one. O Mabel! how will it be between us
when we are dead? O Lord! help me, help me! Is it
coming aver again?”

For as I lay there, I saw again, as clearly as years ago, the
room in the old house at Riston, at the noontide of the warm
sunny spring weather. The black oak panelling; carved so
quaintly, all round the room, whereon, in the space of sun-
light that, pouring through the window, lit up the shadowed
wall, danced the shadows of the young lime-leaves; the great
bay window, with its shattered stone mullions, round which
the creepers clung ; the rustling of the hard magnolia leaves
in the fresh blast of the west wind; the garden, with its
clusters of joyous golden daffodils under the acacia-trees,
seen through the open window; and beyond that, rolling
and flashing in the sun, between its long lines of wittows and
poplars, the mighty lowland river going to the sea. *

And she sat there by the fire-place, where there was no fire



Frank's Sealed Letter 301
burning now, She sat by the cold hearth, with ber back 1o

rolling, purple hair, like 2 queer’s crown above her white
temples, with her great slumbrously-passionate eyes, and her
fall lips underneath, whence the music came. Except that
thel wind moved 2 little some of the folds of her dress, she
wasas motionless and quiet as an old Egyptian statue, sitting
out jts many thousand years of utter rest, that it may the
better ponder on its own greatness; more lifeless far she
looked than any one of the grey saints, that hang through
rain, and wind, and sunshine, in the porches of the abbey
which Jooks dawn on the low river waves.

And there was one watched her from near the door, 2 man
with long _arms, crooked shoulders, and pale, ugly-featured
face, Yooking out from long, lank, Black hair.  Yes, his face
is pale always; but now it 15 much paler than ysua), zs pale
almost as the face of a dead man; you can almost hear his
fheart beat as he stands there ; the cold sweat gathers on his
brow, Presently be moves towards the lady; he stands
before her with one hand raised, and resting on the mantel-
shelf. You can see his arm trembling as he does this ; he
stands so while you might count twenty, she never looking
up the while. Then, hali-choking, he says, “Mabel, I want
to speak to you, if you please, for a moment;” and she
locks round with a calm, unconcerned lock at first; but
Ppresently a scornful smile begins to flicker about the corners
of her mouth. Then that pale man says, % Aht 1 have told
you ali the rest before;” for he knew the meamng of the
fickering Stmile—and that was five years ago.

And T shall never forget it while 1 live—never forget those
words of bers—never forget a single Yine of her beautiful,
cruel face, 2s she stood there five years 2g0. Al the world
may go by me how; I care not. I cannot work any more.
I think I must have had some purpose 1n coming here; but
I forget what it was. 1 will g0 back to London, and see §f
I can remember when 1 get there—sa that dzy’ under the
hombeam trees 1 fell from my stead &

I was vafiquished then, once u)x’d for c);gxfxpﬁc:::eﬁasv: oo
fighting for me any mote. ’ o more

4nd have Y ever forgotten it—that day, and the words she
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spoke? No, not for one moment. I have lived three years
since then of bitter anguish. Every moment of that time
has been utter pain and woe to me ; that is what my life has
been these three years. And what death may be like I
cannot tell ; I dare not even think for fear.

And I have fled from the world; no one of all my
worshippers knows what has become of me, and the people
with whom 1 live now, call me a man without a purpose,
without a will,

Yes, I wonder what death would be like. The Eure is
deep at Louviers I know-—deep, and runs very swiftly
towards the Seine, past the cloth mills.

Louviers! Louviers! What am I saying? Where am I?
O Christ! I hold the sealed letter—Frank’s sealed letter, in
my hand, the seal just broken. Five years! Eight years|
It was but two hours ago that my head lay before her feet;
yet I seem to have lived those eight years. Then I have
not been famous; have not forgotten ; never sat under the
hornbeams by Chigwell ; and she is sitting there, still perhaps
in that same oak room.

How strange it is, fearfully strange, yet true; for here is
Frank’s letter; here is his manuscnpt, the ink on it, brown
through the years of toil and longing. There close by my
side the great river is going to the sea, and the wind goes
softly through the willow-boughs this sunny spring afternoon.

And now what shall I do? I know my will is strong,
though I failed so in that dream I have awoke from. I
know too, * That a sorrow’s crown 0 sorrow is remembering
happier things,” Shall I wear this crown then while I live
on earth, or forget, and be brave and strong? Ah! it must
be a grand thing to be crowned; and if it cannot be with
gold and jewels, or better still, with the river flowers, then
must it be with thomns. Shall T wear this or cast it from
me? I hear the wind going through the willow-boughs ; it
seems to have a message for me.

“Good and true, faithful and brave, loving always, and
crowned with all wisdom in the days gone by. He was all
this and more. Trust your friend Hugh—your friend who
Ioved you so, though you hardly knew it ; wear the crown of
memory.” Yes, I will wear it; and, O friend! you who
sent me this dream of good and evil, help me, I pray you,
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for I know how bitter it will be. Yes, I will wear it, and
then, though never forgetting Mabel, and the things that
have been, I may be happy at some time or another.

Yet I cannot see now how that ¢an ever come to pass,

Oh, Mabel! if you could only have loved me.

Lord, keep my memory green.”



