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Foreword 

“Come to Elfland,” the troll said. 
The child thought for awhile. . . . 
“N-no,” said the child. 
“Why not?” said the troll. 
“Mother made a jam roll this morning,” said the child. 

—The King of Elfland’'s Daughter 

Good fantastic literature not only provides us with an enjoyable escape 

into a land of dreams and adventure, but also frees our imagination 

from the world around us. Too many of us are content with our jam 

rolls, even though Elfland may be at our back door. 

Fantasy has been with us ever since man began inventing stories. The 

world is just not big enough for our imagination, so we invent new 

worlds of our own, with new laws and new beings. 

The early myths of man helped him confront his fears, desires, joys, 

and sorrows. They were filled with gods and heroes of unearthly 

proportions, and horrible monsters and creatures of death and destruc¬ 

tion. For these peoples, myths were ways of dealing with their 

mysterious, unknowable world; for us they are fascinating stories of 

fantasy that still speak to our basic natures. “The Story of Sigurd,” 

which opens this collection, is from the myths of the Viking age. From 

the later myths of Great Britain comes a story from the Arthurian 

legends, “The Quest of the Holy Graal.” Influenced by legends of this 

kind were the later medieval romances, such as Palmerin of England. An 

excerpt from this work reveals a courteous knight battling dragons and 

overcoming magic spells to rescue his lady Lionarda. 

Fantasy plays a large part in German Romantic literature of the late 

eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries, especially in the tales of 

E.T.A. Hoffmann and Johann Ludwig Tieck. In “The Elves,” a 

haunting story by Tieck, the protagonist is a seven-year-old girl who 

wanders into a land of enchantment and unimaginable happiness. The 

German Romantics influenced many writers, including nineteenth- 

century British author John Ruskin, whose delightful fairy tale, “The 

King of the Golden River,” is in this collection. 

Vll 



Foreword viii 

The three novels of this anthology represent the beginnings of 

modern fantasy. Nearly one hundred years before Tolkien published 

his great trilogy The Lord of the Rings, George Mac Donald was writing 

brilliant stories of adult fantasy. His novel Phantastes is a richly 

imaginative story of a quest through Fairy Land—a quest for truth and 

goodness. Through an enchanted forest, a magnificent palace of black 

and white marble, a gray rocky shore at the end of the world—we go 

from one dreamscape to another in a celebration of life and ourselves. 

The hero, Anodos, finds a fairy book of wondrous stories: “It glowed 

and flashed the thoughts upon the soul. . . .” So it is with Phantastes. 

Some fantasy scholars consider William Morris to be the father of 

modern fantasy. Artist, illustrator, designer, poet, novelist, social 

reformer—Morris rebelled against the dehumanizing aspects of the 

industrial revolution and created a romanticized view of medieval 

times. In The Wood Beyond the World, the hero, Golden Walter, is 

haunted by a vision. He leaves the known world to pursue that vision. 

“Here in this land be strange adventures toward, and ... if we, and I in 

especial, were to turn our backs on them, and go home with nothing 

done, it were the pity of our lives,” says Walter. 

Another seminal work of modern fantasy is The King of Elfland’s 

Daughter, by Lord Dunsany. In this wonderfully romantic story, Alveric 

searches twelve years for his lost Princess Lirazel, whose voice was “like 

ice in thousands of broken pieces rocked by a wind of Spring upon 

lakes in some northern country.” 

These great works of early fantasy influenced in their turn the great 

fantasy writers of the twentieth century. The three works here show the 

diverging paths the genre has taken. H. P. Lovecraft’s chilling tale “The 

Doom That Came to Sarnath” describes the horrible fate of a race of 

conquerors. Kull emerges from the pen of Robert E. Howard as a 

savage warrior king of Valusia, the mightiest of seven empires. A comic 

tale by Ursula K. Le Guin reminds us that even fantastic worlds have 

rules and laws. When they are broken, the consequences for all may be 

disastrous. 

The unbounded world of fantasy takes many shapes and forms. It is 

a world that transports us “beyond the fields we know” so that we may 

hear the “horns of Elfland” calling. 

Cary Wilkins 
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The Story of Sigurd 

i 

Of the Birth and Waxing of Sigurd Fafnir’s-Bane 

The tale tells that Hjordis brought forth a man-child, who was 
straightly borne before King Hjalprek, and then was the king glad 
thereof, when he saw the keen eyes in the head of him, and he said that 
few men would be equal to him or like unto him in any wise. So he was 
sprinkled with water, and had to name Sigurd, of whom all men speak 
with one speech and say that none was ever his like for growth and 
goodliness. He was brought up in the house of King Hjalprek in great 
love and honour; and so it is, that whenso all the noblest men and 
greatest kings are named in the olden tales, Sigurd is ever put before 
them all, for might and prowess, for high mind and stout heart, 
wherewith he was far more abundantly gifted than any man of the 
northern parts of the wide world. 

So Sigurd waxed in King Hjalprek’s house, and there was no child 
but loved him; through him was Hjordis betrothed to King Alf, and 
jointure meted to her. 

Now Sigurd’s foster-father was hight Regin, the son of Hreidmar; he 
taught him all manner of arts, the chess play, and the lore of runes, and 
the talking of many tongues, even as the wont was with kings’ sons in 
those days. But on a day when they were together, Regin asked Sigurd, 
if he knew how much wealth his father had owned, and who had the 
ward thereof; Sigurd answered, and said that the kings kept the ward 
thereof. 

Said Regin, “Dost thou trust them all utterly?” 
Sigurd said, “It is seemly that they keep it till I may do somewhat 

therewith, for better they wot how to guard it than I do.” 
Another time came Regin to talk to Sigurd, and said, 
“A marvellous thing truly that thou must needs be a horse-boy to the 

kings, and go about like a running knave.” 
“Nay,” said Sigurd, “it is not so, for in all things I have my will, and 

whatso thing I desire is granted me with good will.” 
“Well, then,” said Regin, “ask for a horse of them.” 

3 



4 The Story of Sigurd 

“Yea,” quoth Sigurd, “and that shall I have, whenso I have need 
thereof.” 

Thereafter Sigurd went to the king, and the king said, 
“What wilt thou have of us?” 
Then said Sigurd, “I would even a horse of thee for my disport.” 
Then said the king, “Choose for thyself a horse, and whatso thing 

else thou desirest among my matters.” 
So the next day went Sigurd to the wood, and met on the way an old 

man, long-bearded, that he knew not, who asked him whither away. 
Sigurd said, “I am minded to choose me a horse; come thou, and 

counsel me thereon.” 
“Well then,” said he, “go we and drive them to the river which is 

called Busil-tarn.” 
They did so, and drave the horses down into the deeps of the river, 

and all swam back to land but one horse; and that horse Sigurd chose 
for himself; grey he was of hue, and young of years, great of growth, 
and fair to look on, nor had any man yet crossed his back. 

Then spake the grey-beard, “From Sleipnir’s kin is this horse come, 
and he must be nourished heedfully, for it will be the best of all horses;” 
and therewithal he vanished away. 

So Sigurd called the horse Grani, the best of all the horses of the 
world; nor was the man he met other than Odin himself. 

Now yet again spake Regin to Sigurd, and said, 
“Not enough is thy wealth, and I grieve right sore that thou must 

needs run here and there like a churl’s son; but I can tell thee where 
there is much wealth for the winning, and great name and honour to be 
won in the getting of it.” 

Sigurd asked where that might be, and who had watch and ward over 
it. 

Regin answered, “Fafnir is his name, and but a little way hence he 
lies, on the waste of Gnita-heath; and when thou comest there thou 
mayest well say that thou hast never seen more gold heaped together in 
one place, and that none might desire more treasure, though he were 
the most ancient and famed of all kings.” 

“Young am I,” says Sigurd, “yet know I the fashion of this worm, and 
how that none durst go against him, so huge and evil is he.” 

Regin said, “Nay it is not so; the fashion and the growth of him is 
even as of other lingworms, and an over great tale men make of it; and 
even so would thy forefathers have deemed; but thou, though thou be 
of the kin of the Volsungs, shalt scarce have the heart and mind of 
those, who are told of as the first in all deeds of fame.” 

Sigurd said, “Yea, belike I have little of their hardihood and prowess, 
but thou hast naught to do to lay a coward’s name upon me, when I am 
scarce out of my childish years. Why dost thou egg me on hereto so 
busily?” 

Regin said, “Therein lies a tale which I must needs tell thee.” 
“Let me hear the same,” said Sigurd. 
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II 

Regin’s Tale of His Brothers, and the Gold Called 
Andvari’s Hoard 

“Thus the tale begins,” said Regin. “Hreidmar was my father’s name, 
a mighty man and a wealthy: and his hrst son was named Fafnir, his 
second Otter, and I was the third, and the least of them all both for 
prowess and good conditions, but I was cunning to work in iron, and 
silver, and gold, whereof I could make matters that availed somewhat. 
Other skill my brother Otter followed, and had another nature withal, 
for he was a great fisher, and above other men herein; in that he had 
the likeness of an otter by day, and dwelt ever in the river, and bare fish 
to bank in his mouth, and his prey would he ever bring to our father, 
and that availed him much: for the most part he kept him in his otter- 
gear, and then he would come home and eat alone, and slumbering, for 
on the dry land he might see naught. But Fafnir was by far the greatest 
and grimmest, and would have all things about called his. 

“Now,” says Regin, “there was a dwarf called Andvari, who ever 
abode in that force, which was called Andvari’s force, in the likeness of 
a pike, and got meat for himself, for many fish there were in the force; 
now Otter, my brother, was ever wont to enter into the force, and bring 
fish aland, and lay them one by one on the bank. And so it befell that 
Odin, Loki, and Hoenir, as they went their ways, came to Andvari’s 
force, and Otter had taken a salmon, and ate it slumbering upon the 
river bank; then Loki took a stone and cast it at Otter, so that he gat his 
death thereby; the gods were well content with their prey, and fell to 
flaying off the otter’s skin; and in the evening they came to Hreidmar’s 
house, and showed him what they had taken: thereon he laid hands on 
them, and doomed them to such ransom, as that they should fill the 
otter skin with gold, and cover it over without with red gold; so they 
sent Loki to gather gold together for them; he came to Ran, and got her 
net, and went therewith to Andvari’s force, and cast the net before the 
pike, and the pike ran into the net and was taken. Then said Loki: 

‘“What fish of all fishes, 
Swims strong in the flood, 

But hath learnt little wit to beware? 
Thine head must thou buy, 
From abiding in hell, 

And find me the wan waters’ flame.’ 

“He answered: 

“‘Andvari folk call me, 
Call Oinn my father, 

Over many a force have I fared; 
For a Norn of ill-luck, 
This life on me lay 

Through wet ways ever to wade.’ 
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“So Loki beheld the gold of Andvari, and when he had given up the 
gold, he had but one ring left, and that also Loki took from him; then 
the dwarf went into a hollow of the rocks, and cried out that that gold¬ 
ring, yea and all the gold withal, should be the bane of every man who 
should own it thereafter. 

“Now the gods rode with the treasure to Hreidmar, and fulfilled the 
otter-skin, and set it on its feet, and they must cover it over utterly with 
gold: but when this was done then Hreidmar came forth, and beheld 
yet one of the muzzle hairs, and bade them cover that withal; then Odin 
drew the ring, Andvari’s-loom, from his hand, and covered up the hair 
therewith; then sang Loki: 

“‘Gold enow, good enow, 
A great weregild, thou hast, 

That my head in good hap I may hold; 
But thou and thy son 
Are naught fated to thrive, 

The bane shall it be of you both.’ 

“Thereafter,” says Regin, “Fafnir slew his father and murdered him, 
nor got I aught of the treasure, and so evil he grew, that he fell to lying 
abroad, and begrudged any share in the wealth to any man, and so 
became the worst of all worms, and ever now lies brooding upon that 
treasure: but for me, I went to the king and became his master-smith; 
and thus is the tale told of how I lost the heritage of my father, and the 
weregild for my brother.” 

So spake Regin; but since that time gold is called Ottergild, and for 
no other cause than this. 

But Sigurd answered, “Much hast thou lost, and exceeding evil have 
thy kinsmen been! but now, make a sword by thy craft, such a sword as 
that none can be made like unto it; so that I may do great deeds 
therewith, if my heart avail thereto, and thou wouldst have me slay this 
mighty dragon.” 

Regin says, “Trust me well herein; and with that same sword shalt 
thou slay Fafnir.” 

Ill 

Of the Welding Together of the Shards of the Sword 
Gram 

So Regin makes a sword, and gives it into Sigurd’s hands. He took the 
sword and said, 

“Behold thy smithying, Regin!” and therewith smote it into the anvil, 
and the sword brake; so he cast down the brand, and bade him forge a 
better. 

Then Regin forged another sword, and brought it to Sigurd, who 
looked thereon. 

Then said Regin, “Belike thou art well content therewith, hard 
master though thou be in smithying.” 
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So Sigurd proved the sword, and brake it even as the first; then he 
said to Regin, 

“Ah, art thou, mayhappen, a traitor and a liar like to those former kin 
of thine?” 

Therewith he went to his mother, and she welcomed him in seemly 
wise, and they talked and drank together. 

Then spake Sigurd, “Have I heard aright, that King Sigmund gave 
thee the good sword Gram in two pieces?” 

“True enough,” she said. 
So Sigurd said, “Deliver them into my hands, for I would have them.” 
She said he looked like to win great fame, and gave him the sword. 

Therewith went Sigurd to Regin, and bade him make a good sword 
thereof as he best might; Regin grew wroth thereat, but went into the 
smithy with the pieces of the sword, thinking well meanwhile that 
Sigurd pushed his head far enow into the matter of smithying. So he 
made a sword, and as he bore it forth from the forge, it seemed to the 
smiths as though fire burned along the edges thereof. Now he bade 
Sigurd take the sword, and said he knew not how to make a sword if 
this one failed. Then Sigurd smote it into the anvil, and cleft it down to 
the stock thereof, and neither burst the sword nor brake it. Then he 
praised the sword much, and thereafter went to the river with a lock of 
wool, and threw it up against the stream, and it fell asunder when it met 
the sword. Then was Sigurd glad, and went home. 

But Regin said, “Now whereas I have made the sword for thee, belike 
thou wilt hold to thy troth given, and wilt go meet Fafnir?” 

“Surely will I hold thereto,” said Sigurd, “yet first must I avenge my 
father.” 

Now Sigurd the older he grew, the more he grew in the love of all 
men, so that every child loved him well. 

IV 

The Prophecy of Grihr 

There was a man hight Grihr, who was Sigurd’s mother’s brother, and 
a little after the forging of the sword Sigurd went to Grihr, because he 
was a man who knew things to come, and what was fated to men: of him 
Sigurd asked diligently how his life should go; but Grihr was long or he 
spake, yet at the last, by reason of Sigurd’s exceeding great prayers, he 
told him all his life and the fate thereof, even as afterwards came to 
pass. So when Grihr had told him all even as he would, he went back 
home; and a little after he and Regin met. 

Then said Regin, “Go thou and slay Fafnir, even as thou hast given 

thy word.” 
Sigurd said, “That work shall be wrought; but another is hrst to be 

done, the avenging of Sigmund the King and the other of my kinsmen 
who fell in that their last fight.” 
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V 

Of Sigurd’s Avenging of Sigmund His Father 

Now Sigurd went to the king and spake thus: 

“Here have I abode a space with you, and I owe you thanks and 
reward, for great love and many gifts and all due honour; but now will I 
away from the land and go meet the sons of Hunding, and do them to 
wit that the Volsungs are not all dead; and your might would I have to 
strengthen me therein.” 

So the kings said that they would give him all things soever that he 
desired, and therewith was a great army got ready, and all things 
wrought in the most heedful wise, ships and all war-gear, so that his 
journey might be of the stateliest: but Sigurd himself steered the 
dragon-keel which was the greatest and noblest; richly wrought were 
their sails, and glorious to look on. 

So they sail and have wind at will; but when a few days were overpast, 
there arose a great storm on the sea, and the waves were to behold even 
as the foam of men’s blood; but Sigurd bade take in no sail, howsoever 
they might be riven, but rather to lay on higher than heretofore. But as 
they sailed past the rocks of a ness, a certain man hailed the ships, and 
asked who was captain over that navy; then was it told him that the 
chief and lord was Sigurd, the son of Sigmund, the most famed of all 
the young men who now are. 

Then said the man, “Naught but one thing, certes, do all say of him, 
that none among the sons of kings may be likened unto him; now fain 
were I that ye would shorten sail on some of the ships, and take me 
aboard.” 

Then they asked him of his name, and he sang: 

“Hnikar I hight, 
When I gladdened Huginn, 
And went to battle, 
Bright son of Volsung; 
Now may ye call 
The carl on the cliff top, 
Feng or Fjolnir: 
Fain would I with you.” 

They made for land therewith, and took that man aboard. Then quoth 
Sigurd, as the song says: 

“Tell me this, O Hnikar, 
Since full well thou knowest 

Fate of Gods, good and ill of mankind, 
What best our hap foresheweth, 
When amid the battle 

About us sweeps the sword edge.” 
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Quoth Hnikar: 

“Good are many tokens 
If thereof men wotted 

When the swords are sweeping: 
Fair fellow deem I 
The dark-winged raven, 

In war, to weapon-wielder. 

“The second good thing: 
When abroad thou goest 

For the long road well arrayed, 
Good if thou seest 
Two men standing, 

Fain of fame within the forecourt. 

“A third thing: 
Good hearing, 
The wolf a howling 

Abroad under ash boughs; 
Good hap shalt thou have 
Dealing with helm-staves, 

If thou seest these fare before thee. 

“No man in fight 
His face shall turn 
Against the moon’s sister 
Low, late-shining, 
For he winneth battle 
Who best beholdeth 
Through the midmost sword-play, 
And the sloping ranks best shapeth. 

“Great is the trouble 
Of foot ill-tripping, 

When arrayed for fight thou farest, 
For on both sides about 
Are the Disir by thee, 

Guileful, wishful of thy wounding, 

“Fair-combed, well-washen 
Let each warrior be, 

Nor lack meat in the morning, 
For who can rule 
The eve’s returning, 

And base to fall before fate grovelling.’’ 

Then the storm abated, and on they fared till they came aland in the 
realm of Hunding’s sons, and then Fjolnir vanished away. 

Then they let loose fire and sword, and slew men and burnt their 
abodes, and did waste all before them: a great company of folk fled 
before the face of them to Lyngi the King, and tell him that men of war 
are in the land, and are faring with such rage and fury that the like has 
never been heard of; and that the sons of King Hunding had no great 
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forecast in that they said they would never fear the Volsungs more, for 
here was come Sigurd, the son of Sigmund, as captain over this army. 

So King Lyngi let sent the war-message all throughout his realm, and 
has no will to flee, but summons to him all such as would give him aid. 
So he came against Sigurd with a great army, he and his brothers with 
him, and an exceeding fierce fight befell; many a spear and many an 
arrow might men see there raised aloft, axes hard driven, shields cleft 
and byrnies torn, helmets were shivered, skulls split atwain, and many a 
man felled to the cold earth. 

And now when the fight has long dured in such wise, Sigurd goes 
forth before the banners, and has the good sword Gram in his hand, 
and smites down both men and horses, and goes through the thickest of 
the throng with both arms red with blood to the shoulder; and folk 
shrank aback before him wheresoever he went, nor would either helm 
or byrny hold before him, and no man deemed he had ever seen his 
like. So a long while the battle lasted, and many a man was slain, and 
furious was the onset; till at last it befell, even as seldom comes to hand, 
when a land army falls on, that, do whatso they might, naught was 
brought about; but so many men fell of the sons of Hunding that the 
tale of them may not be told; and now whenas Sigurd was among the 
foremost, came the sons of Hunding against him, and Sigurd smote 
therewith at Lyngi the King, and clave him down, both helm and head, 
and mail-clad body, and thereafter he smote Hjorward his brother 
atwain, and then slew all the other sons of Hunding who were yet alive, 
and the more part of their folk withal. 

Now home goes Sigurd with fair victory won, and plenteous wealth 
and great honour, which he had gotten to him in this journey, and 
feasts were made for him against he came back to the realm. 

But when Sigurd had been at home but a little, came Regin to talk 
with him, and said: 

“Belike thou wilt now have good will to bow down Fafnir’s crest 
according to thy word plighted, since thou hast thus revenged thy 
father and the others of thy kin.” 

Sigurd answered, “That will we hold to, even as we have promised, 
nor did it ever fall from our memory.” 

VI 

Of the Slaying of the Worm Fafnir 

Now Sigurd and Regin ride up the heath along that same way wherein 
Fafnir was wont to creep when he fared to the water; and folk say that 
thirty fathoms was the height of that cliff along which he lay when he 
drank of the water below. Then Sigurd spake: 

“How sayedst thou, Regin, that this drake was no greater than other 
lingworms; methinks the track of him is marvellous great?” 

Then said Regin, “Make thee a hole, and sit down therein, and 
whenas the worm comes to the water, smite him into the heart, and so 
do him to death, and win for thee great fame thereby.” 
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But Sigurd said, “What will betide me if I be before the blood of the 
worm?” 

Says Regin, “Of what avail to counsel thee if thou art still afeard of 
everything? Little art thou like thy kin in stoutness of heart.” 

Then Sigurd rides right over the heath; but Regin gets him gone, 
sore afeard. 

But Sigurd fell to digging him a pit, and whiles he was at that work, 
there came to him an old man with a long beard, and asked what he 
wrought there, and he told him. 

Then answered the old man and said, “Thou doest after sorry 
counsel: rather dig thee many pits, and let the blood run therein; but sit 
thee down in one thereof, and so thrust the worm’s heart through.” 

And therewithal he vanished away; but Sigurd made the pits even as 
it was shown to him. 

Now crept the worm down to his place of watering, and the earth 
shook all about him, and he snorted forth venom on all the way before 
him as he went; but Sigurd neither trembled nor was adrad at the 
roaring of him. So whenas the worm crept over the pits, Sigurd thrust 
his sword under his left shoulder, so that it sank in up to the hilts; then 
up leapt Sigurd from the pit and drew the sword back again unto him, 
and therewith was his arm all bloody, up to the very shoulder. 

Now when that mighty worm was ware that he had his death-wound, 
then he lashed out head and tail, so that all things soever that were 
before him were broken to pieces. 

So whenas Fafnir had his death-wound, he asked, “Who art thou? 
and who is thy father? and what thy kin, that thou wert so hardy as to 
bear weapons against me?” 

Sigurd answered, “Unknown to men is my kind. I am called a noble 
beast: neither father have I nor mother, and all alone have I fared 
hither.” 

Said Fafnir, “Whereas thou hast neither father nor mother, of what 
wonder wert thou born then? But now, though thou tellest me not thy 
name on this my death-day, yet thou knowest verily that thou best unto 
me.” 

He answered, “Sigurd am I called, and my father was Sigmund.” 
Says Fafnir, “Who egged thee on to this deed, and why wouldst thou 

be driven to it? Hadst thou never heard how that all folk were adrad of 
me, and of the awe of my countenance? But an eager father thou hadst, 
O bright-eyed swain!” 

Sigurd answered, “A hardy heart urged me on hereto; and a strong 
hand and this sharp sword, which well thou knowest now, stood me in 
stead in the doing of the deed; Seldom hath hardy eld a faint-heart youth.” 

Fafnir said, “Well, I wot that hadst thou waxed amid thy kin, thou 
mightest have good skill to slay folk in thine anger; but more of a 
marvel is it, that thou, a bondsman taken in war, shouldst have the 
heart to set on me, for few among bondsmen have heart for the fight.” 

Said Sigurd, “Wilt thou then cast it in my teeth that I am far away 
from my kin? Albeit I was a bondsman, yet was I never shackled. God 
wot thou hast found me free enow.” 

Fafnir answered, “In angry wise dost thou take my speech; but 
hearken, for that same gold which I have owned shall be thy bane too.” 
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Quoth Sigurd, “Fain would we keep all our wealth till that day of 
days; yet shall each man die once for all.” 

Said Fafnir, “Few things wilt thou do after my counsel; but take heed 
that thou shalt be drowned if thou farest unwarily over the sea; so bide 
thou rather on the dry land, for the coming of the calm tide.” 

Then said Sigurd, “Speak, Fafnir, and say, if thou art so exceeding 
wise, who are the Norns who rule the lot of all mothers’ sons.” 

Fafnir answers, “Many they be and wide apart; for some are of the 
kin of the TLsir, and some are of Elfin kin, and some there are who are 
daughters of Dvalin.” 

Said Sigurd, “How namest thou the holm whereon Surt and the /Esir 
mix and mingle the water of the sword?” 

“Unshapen is that holm hight,” said Fafnir. 
And yet again he said, “Regin, my brother, has brought about my 

end, and it gladdens my heart that thine too he bringeth about; for thus 
will things be according to his will.” 

And once again he spake, “A countenance of terror I bore up before 
all folk, after that I brooded over the heritage of my brother, and on 
every side did I spout out poison, so that none durst come anigh me, 
and of no weapon was I adrad, nor ever had I so many men before me, 
as that I deemed myself not stronger than all; for all men were sore 
afeard of me.” 

Sigurd answered and said, “Few may have victory by means of that 
same countenance of terror, for whoso comes amongst many shall one 
day find that no one man is by so far the mightiest of all.” 

Then says Fafnir, “Such counsel I give thee that thou take thy horse 
and ride away at thy speediest, for ofttimes it falls out so, that he who 
gets a death-wound avenges himself none the less.” 

Sigurd answered, “Such as thy redes are I will nowise do after them; 
nay I will ride now to thy lair and take to me that great treasure of thy 
kin.” 

“Ride there then,” said Fafnir, “and thou shalt find gold enow to 
suffice thee for all thy life-days; yet shall that gold be thy bane, and the 
bane of everyone soever who owns it.” 

Then up stood Sigurd, and said, “Home would I ride and lose all that 
wealth, if I deemed that by the losing thereof I should never die; but 
every brave and true man will fain have his hand on wealth till that last 
day; but thou, Fafnir, wallow in the death-pain till Death and Hell have 
thee.” 

And therewithal Fafnir died. 

VII 

Of the Slaying of Regin, Son of Hreidmar 
♦ 

Thereafter came Regin to Sigurd, and said, “Hail, lord and master, a 
noble victory hast thou won in the slaying of Fafnir, whereas none durst 
heretofore abide in the path of him; and now shall this deed of fame be 
of renown while the world stands fast.” 



I 

“Now crept the worm down to his place of watering.” 

Lancelot Speed 
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Then stood Regin staring on the earth a long while, and presently 
thereafter spake from heavy mood: “Mine own brother hast thou slain, 
and scarce may I be called sackless of the deed.” 

Then Sigurd took his sword Gram and dried it on the earth, and 
spake to Regin: 

“Afar thou faredst when I wrought this deed and tried this sharp 
sword with the hand and the might of me; with all the might and main 
of a dragon must I strive, while thou wert laid alow in the heather-bush, 
wotting not if it were earth and heaven.” 

Said Regin, “Long might this worm have lain in his lair, if the sharp 
sword I forged with my hand had not been good at need to thee; had 
that not been, neither thou nor any man would have prevailed against 
him as at this time.” 

Sigurd answers, “Whenas men meet foes in hght, better is stout heart 
than sharp sword.” 

Then said Regin, exceeding heavily, “Thou hast slain my brother, 
and scarce may I be sackless of the deed.” 

Therewith Sigurd cut out the heart of the worm with the sword called 
Ridil; but Regin drank of Fafnir’s blood, and spake, “Grant me a boon, 
and do a thing little for thee to do. Bear the heart to the fire, and roast 
it, and give me thereof to eat.” 

Then Sigurd went his ways and roasted it on a rod; and when the 
blood bubbled out he laid his finger thereon to essay it, if it were fully 
done; and then he set his finger in his mouth, and lo, when the heart- 
blood of the worm touched his tongue, straightway he knew the voice of 
all fowls, and heard withal how the wood-peckers chattered in the brake 
beside him: 

“There sittest thou, Sigurd, roasting Fafnir’s heart for another, that 
thou shouldest eat thine own self, and then thou shouldest become the 
wisest of all men.” 

And another spake: “There lies Regin, minded to beguile the man 
who trusts in him.” 

But yet again said the third, “Let him smite the head from off him 
then, and be only lord of all that gold.” 

And once more the fourth spake and said, “Ah, the wiser were he if 
he followed after that good counsel, and rode thereafter to Fafnir’s lair, 
and took to him that mighty treasure that lieth there, and then rode 
over Hindfell, whereas sleeps Brynhild; for there would he get great 
wisdom. Ah, wise he were, if he did after your redes, and bethought 
him of his own weal; for where wolfs ears are, wolfs teeth are near.” 

Then cried the fifth: “Yea, yea, not so wise is he as I deem him, if he 
spareth him, whose brother he hath slain already.” 

At last spake the sixth: “Handy and good rede to slay him, if he 
spareth him , whose brother he hath slain already.” 

At last spake the sixth: “Handy and good rede to slay him, and be 
lord of the treasure!” 

Then said Sigurd, “The time is unborn wherein Regin shall be my 
bane; nay, rather one road shall both these brothers bare.” 

And therewith he drew his sword Gram and struck off Regin’s head. 
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Then heard Sigurd the wood-peckers a-singing, even as the song 
says. 

For the first sang: 

“Bind thou, Sigurd, 
The bright red rings! 
Not meet it is 
Many things to fear. 
A fair may know I, 
Fair of all the fairest, 
Girt about with gold, 
Good for thy getting.” 

And the second: 

“Green go the ways 
Toward the hall of Giuki, 
that the fates show forth 
To those who fare thither; 
There the rich king 
Reareth a daughter; 
Thou shalt deal, Sigurd, 
With gold for that sweetling.” 

And the third: 

“A high hall is there 
Reared upon Hindfell, 
Without all around it 
Sweeps the red flame aloft; 
Wise men wrought 
That wonder of halls 
With the unhidden gleam 
Of the glory of gold.” 

Then the fourth sang: 

“Soft on the fell 
A shield-may sleepeth, 
The lime-trees’ red plague 
Playing about her: 
The sleep-thorn set Odin 
Into that maiden 
For her choosing in war 
The one he willed not.” 

“Go, son, behold 
That may under helm 
Whom from battle 
Vinskornir bore, 
From her may not turn 
The torment of sleep, 
Dear offspring of kings, 
In the dread Norns’ despite.” 
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Then Sigurd ate some deal of Fafnir’s heart, and the remnant he 
kept. Then he leapt on his horse and rode along the the trail of the 
worm Fafnir, and so right unto his abiding-place; and he found it open, 
and beheld all the doors and the gear of them that they were wrought 
of iron: yea, and all the beams of the house; and it was dug down deep 
into the earth: there found Sigurd gold exceeding plenteous, and the 
sword Rotti; and thence he took the Helm of Awe, and the Gold Byrny, 
and many things fair and good. So much gold he found there, that he 
thought verily that scarce might two horses, or three belike, bear it 
thence. So he took all the gold and laid it in two great chests, and set 
them on the horse Grani, and took the reins of him, but nowise will he 
stir, neither will he abide smiting. Then Sigurd knows the mind of the 
horse, and leaps on the back of him, and smites the spurs into him, and 
off the horse goes even as if he were unladen. 

VIII 

Of Sigurd’s Meeting with Brynhild on the Mountain 

By long roads rides Sigurd, till he comes at the last up on to Hindfell, 
and wends his way south to the land of the Franks; and he sees before 
him on the fell a great light, as of fire burning, and flaming up even 
unto the heavens; and when he came thereto, lo, a shield-hung castle 
before him, and a banner on the topmost thereof: into the castle went 
Sigurd, and saw one lying there asleep, and all-armed. Therewith he 
takes the helm from off the head of him, and sees that it is no man, but 
a woman; and she was clad in a byrny as closely set on her as though it 
had grown to her flesh; so he rent it from the collar downwards, and 
then the sleeves thereof, and ever the sword bit on it as if it were cloth. 
Then said Sigurd that over-long had she lain asleep; but she asked, 

“What thing of great might is that has prevailed to rend my byrny, 
and draw me from my sleep?” 

Even as sings the song: 

What bit on the byrny, 
Why breaks my sleep away, 
Who has turned from me 
My wan tormenting? 

“Ah, is it so, that here is come Sigurd Sigmundson, bearing Fafnir’s 
helm on his head and Fafnir’s bane in his hand?” 

Then answered Sigurd: 

“Sigmund’s son 
With Sigurd’s sword 
E’en now rent down 
The raven’s wall. 



Sigurd comes upon the castle. 

Lancelot Speed 
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“Of the Volsungs’ kin is he who has done the deed; but now I have 
heard that thou art daughter of a mighty king, and folk have told us 
that thou wert lovely and full of lore, and now I will try the same.” 

Then Brynhild sang: 

“Long have I slept 
And slumbered long, 
Many and long are the woes of mankind, 
By the might of Odin 
Must I bide helpless 

To shake from off me the spells of slumber. 

“Hail to the day come back! 
Hail, sons of the daylight! 

Hail to thee, dark night, and thy daughter! 
Look with kind eyes a-down, 
On us sitting here lonely, 

And give unto us the gain that we long for. 

“Hall to the Tsir, 
And the sweet Asyniur! 

Hail to the fair earth fulfilled of plenty! 
Fair words, wise hearts, 
Would we win from you, 

And healing hands while life we hold.” 

Then Brynhild speaks again and says, “Two kings fought, one hight 
Helm-Gunnar, an old man, and the greatest of warriors, and Odin had 
promised the victory unto him; but his foe was Agnar, or Audi’s 
brother: and so I smote down Helm-Gunnar in the fight; and Odin, in 
vengeance for that deed, stuck the sleep-thorn into me, and said that I 
should never again have the victory, but should be given away in 
marriage; but thereagainst I vowed a vow, that never would I wed one 
who knew the name of fear.” 

Then said Sigurd, “Teach us the lore of mighty matters!” 
She said, “Belike thou cannest more skill in all than I; yet will I teach 

thee; yea, and with thanks, if there be aught of my cunning that will in 
anywise pleasure thee, either of runes or of other matters that are the 
root of things; but now let us drink together, and may the Gods give to 
us twain a good day, that thou mayst win good help and fame from my 
wisdom, and that thou mayst hereafter mind thee of that which we 
twain speak together.” 

Then Brynhild filled a beaker and bore it to Sigurd, and gave him the 
drink of love, and spake: 

“Beer bring I to thee, 
Fair fruit of the byrnies’ clash, 
Mixed is it mightily, 
Mingled with fame, 
Brimming with bright lays 
And pitiful runes, 
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Wise words, sweet words, 
Speech of great game. 

“Runes of war know thou, 
If great thou wilt be! 

Cut them on hilt of hardened sword, 
Some on the brand’s back, 
Some on its shining side, 

Twice name Tyr therein. 

“Sea-runes good at need, 
Learnt for ship’s saving, 

For the good health of the swimming horse; 
On the stern cut them, 
Cut them on the rudder-blade 

And set flame to shaven oar: 
Howso big be the sea-hills, 
Howso blue beneath, 

Hail from the main then comest thou home. 

“Word-runes learn well 
If thou wilt that no man 

Pay back grief for the grief thou gavest; 
Wind thou these, 
Weave thou these, 

Cast thou these all about thee, 
At the Thing, 
Where folk throng, 

Unto the full doom faring. 

“Of ale-runes know the wisdom 
If thou wilt that another’s wife 

Should not bewray thine heart that trusteth; 
Cut them on the mead-horn, 
On the back of each hand, 

And nick an N upon thy nail. 

“Ale have thou heed 
To sign from all harm, 

Leek lay thou in the liquor, 
Then I know for sure 
Never cometh to thee 

Mead with hurtful matters mingled. 

“Help-runes shalt thou gather 
If skill thou wouldst gain 

To loosen child from low-laid mother; 
Cut be they in hands hollow, 
Wrapped the joints round about; 

Call for the Good-folks’ gainsome helping. 

“Learn the bough-runes’ wisdom 
If leech-lore thou lovest; 

And wilt wot about wounds’ searching 
On the bark be they scored; 
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On the buds of trees 
Whose boughs look eastward ever. 

“Thought-runes shalt thou deal with 
If thou wilt be of all men 

Fairest-souled wight, and wisest; 
These areded, 
These first cut, 

These first took to heart high Hropt. 

“On the shield were they scored 
That stands before the shining God, 
On Early-waking’s ear, 
On All-knowing’s hoof, 
On the wheel which runneth 
Under Rognir’s chariot; 
On Sleipnir’s jaw-teeth, 
On the sleigh’s traces. 

“On the rough bear’s paws, 
And on Bragi’s tongue, 
On the wolf s claws, 
And on eagle’s bill, 
On bloody wings, 
And bridge’s end; 
On loosing palms, 
And pity’s path: 

“On glass, and on gold, 
And on goodly silver, 
In wine and in wort, 
And the seat of the witch-wife; 
On Gungnir’s point, 
And Grani’s bosom; 
On the Norn’s nail, 
And the neb of the night-owl. 

“All these so cut, 
Were shaven and sheared, 

And mingled in with holy mead, 
And sent upon wide ways enow; 

Some abide with the Elves, 
Some abide with the Tsir, 

Or with the wise Vanir, 
Some still hold the songs of mankind. 

“These be the book-runes, 
And the runes of good help, 

And all the ale-runes, 
And the runes of much might; 

To whomso they may avail, 
Unbewildered unspoilt; 

They are wholesome to have: 
Thrive thou with these then, 
When thou hast learnt their lore, 
Till the Gods end thy life-days. 
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“Now shalt thou choose thee 
E’en as choice is bidden, 

Sharp steel’s root and stem, 
Choose song or silence; 
See to each in thy heart 

All hurt has been heeded.” 

Then answered Sigurd: 

“Ne’er shall I flee, 
Though thou wottest me fey; 

Never was I born for blenching, 
Thy loved rede will I 

Hold aright in my heart 
Even as long as I may live.” 

IX 

More Wise Words of Brynhild 

Sigurd spake now, “Sure no wiser woman than thou art one may be 
found in the wide world; yea, yea, teach me more yet of thy wisdom!” 

She answers, “Seemly is it that I do according to thy will, and show 
thee forth more redes of great avail, for thy prayer’s sake and thy 
wisdom;” and she spake withal: 

“Be kindly to friend and kin, and reward not their trespasses against 
thee; bear and forbear, and win for thee thereby long enduring praise 
of men. 

“Take good heed of evil things: a may’s love, and a man’s wife; full 
oft thereof doth ill befall! 

“Let not thy mind be overmuch crossed by unwise men at thronged 
meetings of folk; for oft these speak worse than they wot of; lest thou be 
called a dastard, and art minded to think that thou art even as is said; 
slay such an one on another day, and so reward his ugly talk. 

“If thou farest by the way whereas bide evil things, be well ware of 
thyself; take not harbour near the highway, though thou be benighted, 
for oft abide there ill wights for men’s bewilderment. 

“Let not fair women beguile thee, such as thou mayst meet at the 
feast, so that the thought thereof stand thee in stead of sleep, and a 
quiet mind; yea, draw them not to thee with kisses or other sweet things 
of love. 

“If thou hearest the fool’s word of a drunken man, strive not with 
him being drunk with drink and witless; many a grief, yea, and the very 
death, groweth from out such things. 

“Fight thy foes in the held, nor be burnt in thine house. 
“Never swear thou wrongsome oath; great and grim is the reward for 

the breaking of plighted troth. 
“Give kind heed to dead men,—sick-dead, sea-dead, or sword-dead; 

deal heedfully with their dead corpses. 
“Trow never in him for whom thou hast slain father, brother, or 

whatso near kin, yea, though young he be; for oft waxes wolf in youngling. 



22 The Story of Sigurd 

“Look thou with good heed to the wiles of thy friends; but little skill is 
given to me, that I should foresee the ways of thy life; yet good it were 
that hate fell not on thee from those of thy wife’s house.” 

Sigurd spake, “None among the sons of men can be found wiser than 
thou; and thereby swear I, that thee will I have as my own, for near to 
my heart thou liest.” 

She answers, “Thee would I fainest choose, though I had all men’s 

sons to choose from.” 
And thereto they plighted troth both of them. 

X 

Of the Semblance and Array of Sigurd Fafnir’s-Bane 

Now Sigurd rides away; many-folded is his shield, and blazing with 
red gold, and the image of a dragon is drawn thereon; and this same 
was dark brown above, and bright red below; and with even such-like 
image was adorned helm, and saddle, and coat-armour; and he was clad 
in the golden byrny, and all his weapons were gold-wrought. 

Now for this cause was the drake drawn on all his weapons, that when 
he was seen of men, all folk might know who went there; yea, all those 
who had heard of his slaying of that great dragon, that the Vaerings call 
Fafnir; and for that cause are his weapons gold-wrought, and brown of 
hue, and that he was by far above other men in courtesy and goodly 
manners, and well-nigh in all things else; and whenas folk tell of all the 
mightiest champions, and the noblest chiefs, then ever is he named the 
foremost, and his name goes wide about on all tongues north of the sea 
of the Greek-lands, and even so shall it be while the world endures. 

Now the hair of this Sigurd was golden-red of hue, fair of fashion, 
and falling down in great locks; thick and short was his beard, and of no 
other colour; high-nosed he was, broad and high-boned of face; so keen 
were his eyes, that few durst gaze up under the brows of him; his 
shoulders were as broad to look on as the shoulders of two; most duly 
was his body fashioned betwixt height and breadth, and in such wise as 
was seemliest; and this is the sign told of his height, that when he was 
girt with his sword Gram, which same was seven spans long, as he went 
through the full-grown rye-helds, the dew-shoe of the said sword smote 
the ears of the standing corn; and, for all that, greater was his strength 
than his growth: well could he wield sword, and cast forth spear, shoot 
shaft, and hold shield, bend bow, back horse, and do all the goodly 
deeds that he learned in his youth’s days. 

Wise he was to know things yet undone; and the voice of all fowls he 
knew, wherefore few things fell on him unawares. 

Of many words he was, and so fair of speech withal, that whensoever 
he made it his business to speak, he never left speaking before that to all 
men it seemed full sure, that no otherwise must the matter be than as he 
said. 

His sport and pleasure it was to give aid to his own folk, and to prove 
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himself in mighty matters, to take wealth from his unfriends, and give 
the same to his friends. 

Never did he lose heart, and of naught was he adrad. 

XI 

Sigurd Comes to Hlymdale 

Forth Sigurd rides till he comes to a great and goodly dwelling, the 
lord whereof was a might chief called Heimir; he had to wife a sister of 
Brynhild, who was hight Bekkhild, because she had bidden at home, 
and learned handicraft, whereas Brynhild fared with helm and byrny 
unto the wars, wherefore was she called Brynhild. 

Heimir and Bekkhild had a son called Alswid, the most courteous of 
men. 

Now at this stead were men disporting them abroad, but when they 
see the man riding thereto, they leave their play to wonder at him, for 
none such had they ever seen erst; so they went to meet him, and gave 
him good welcome; Alswid bade him abide and have such things at his 
hands as he would; and he takes his bidding blithesomely; due service 
withal was established for him; four men bore the treasure of gold from 
off the horse, and the fifth took it to him to guard the same; therein 
were many things to behold, things of great price, and seldom seen; 
and great game and joy men had to look on byrnies and helms, and 
mighty rings, and wondrous great golden stoups, and all kinds of war 
weapons. 

So there dwelt Sigurd long in great honour holden; and tidings of 
that deed of fame spread wide through all lands, of how he had slain 
that hideous and fearful dragon. So good joyance had they there 
together, and each was leal to other; and their sport was in the arraying 
of their weapons, and the shafting of their arrows, and the flying of 
their falcons. 

XII 

Sigurd Sees Brynhild at Hlymdale 

In those days came home to Heimir, Brynhild, his foster-daughter, 
and she sat in her bower with her maidens, and could more skill in 
handycraft than other women; she sat, overlaying doth with gold, and 
sewing therein the great deeds which Sigurd had wrought, the slaying 
of the Worm, and the taking of the wealth of him, and the death of 
Regin withal. 

Now tells the tale, that on a day Sigurd rode into the wood with hawk, 
and hound, and men thronging; and whenas he came home his hawk 
flew up to a high tower, and sat him down on a certain window. Then 
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fared Sigurd after his hawk, and he saw where sat a fair woman, and 
knew that it was Brynhild, and he deems all things he sees there to be 
worthy together, both her fairness, and the fair things she wrought: 
and therewith he goes into the hall, but has no more joyance in the 
games of the men folk. 

Then spake Alswid, “Why art thou so bare of bliss? this manner of 
thine grieveth us thy friends; why then wilt thou not hold to thy 
gleesome ways? Lo, thy hawks pine now, and thy horse Grani droops; 
and long will it be ere we are booted thereof?” 

Sigurd answered, “Good friend, hearken to what lies on my mind; for 
my hawk flew up into a certain tower; and when I came thereto and 
took him, lo there I saw a fair woman, and she sat by a needlework of 
gold, and did thereon my deeds that are passed, and my deeds that are 
to come.” 

Then said Alswid, “Thou hast seen Brynhild, Budli’s daughter, the 
greatest of great women.” 

“Yea, verily,” said Sigurd; “but how came she hither?” 
Alswid answered, “Short space there was betwixt the coming hither of 

the twain of you.” 
Says Sigurd, “Yea, but a few days agone I knew her for the best of the 

world’s women.” 
Alswid said, “Give not all thine heed to one woman, being such a man 

as thou art; ill life to sit lamenting for what we may not have.” 
“I shall go meet her,” says Sigurd, “and get from her love like my 

love, and give her a gold ring in token thereof.” 
Alswid answered. “None has ever yet been known whom she would 

let sit beside her, or to whom she would give drink; for ever will she 
hold to warfare and to the winning of all kinds of fame.” 

Sigurd said, “We know not for sure whether she will give us answer 
or not, or grant us a seat beside her.” 

So the next day after, Sigurd went to the bower, but Alswid stood 
outside the bower door, fitting shafts to his arrows. 

Now Sigurd spake, “Abide, fair and hale lady,—how farest thou?” 
She answered, “Well it fares; my kin and my friends live yet: but who 

shall say what goodhap folk may bear to their life’s end?” 
He sat him down by her, and there came in four damsels with great 

golden beakers, and the best of wine therein; and these stood before 
the twain. 

Then said Brynhild, “This seat is for few, but and if my father come.” 
He answered, “Yet is it granted to one that likes me well.” 
Now that chamber was hung with the best and fairest of hangings, 

and the floor thereof was all covered with cloth. 
Sigurd spake, “Now has it come to pass even as thou didst promise.” 
“O be thou welcome here!” said she, and arose therewith, and the 

four damsels with her, and bore the golden beaker to him, and bade 
him drink; he stretched out his hand to the beaker, and took it, and her 
hand withal, and drew her down beside him; and cast his arms round 
about her neck and kissed her, and said: 

“Thou art the fairest that was ever born!” 
But Brynhild said, “Ah, wiser is it not to cast faith and troth into a 
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woman’s power, for ever shall they break that they have promised.” 
He said, “That day would dawn the best of days over our heads 

whereon each of each should be made happy.” 
Brynhild answered, “It is not fated that we should abide together; I 

am a shield-may, and wear helm on head even as the kings of war, and 
them full oft I help, neither is the battle become loathsome to me.” 

Sigurd answered, “What fruit shall be of our life if we live not 
together: harder to bear this pain that lies hereunder, than the stroke 
of sharp sword.” 

Brynhild answers, “I shall gaze on the hosts of the war-kings, but 
thou shalt wed Gudrun, the daughter of Giuki.” 

Sigurd answered, “What king’s daughter lives to beguile me? neither 
am I double-hearted herein; and now I swear by the Gods that thee 
shall I have for mine own, or no woman else.” 

And even suchlike wise spake she. 
Sigurd thanked her for her speech, and gave her a gold ring, and 

now they swore oath anew, and so he went his ways to his men, and is 
with them awhile in great bliss. 

XIII 

Of the Dream of Gudrun, Giuki’s Daughter 

There was a king hight Giuki, who ruled a realm south of the Rhine; 
three sons he had, thus named: Gunnar, Hogni, and Guttorm, and 
Gudrun was the name of his daughter, the fairest of maidens; and all 
these children were far before all other kings’ children in all prowess, 
and in goodliness and growth withal; ever were his sons at the wars and 
wrought many a deed of fame. But Giuki had wedded Grimhild the 
Wise-wife. 

Now Budli was the name of a king, mightier than Giuki, mighty 
though they both were: and Atli was the brother of Brynhild: Atli was a 
fierce man and a grim, great and black to look on, yet noble of mien 
withal, and the greatest of warriors. Grimhild was a fierce-hearted 
woman. 

Now the days of the Giukings bloomed fair, chiefly because of those 
children, so far before the sons of men. 

On a day Gudrun says to her mays that she may have no joy of heart; 
then a certain woman asked her wherefore her joy was departed. 

She answered, “Grief came to me in my dreams, therefore is there 
sorrow in my heart, since thou must needs ask thereof.” 

“Tell it me, then, thy dream,” said the woman, “for dreams oft 
forecast but the weather.” 

Gudrun answers, “Nay, nay, no weather is this; I dreamed that I had 
a fair hawk on my wrist, feathered with feathers of gold.” 

Says the woman, “Many have heard tell of thy beauty, thy wisdom, 
and thy courtesy; some king’s son abides thee, then.” 
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Gudrun answers, “I dreamed that naught was so dear to me as this 
hawk, and all my wealth had I cast aside rather than him.” 

The woman said, “Well, then, the man thou shalt have will be of the 
goodliest, and well shalt thou love him.” 

Gudrun answered, “It grieves me that I know not who he shall be; let 
us go seek Brynhild, for she belike will wot thereof.” 

So they arrayed them in gold and many a fair thing, and she went 
with her damsels till they came to the hall of Brynhild, and that hall was 
dight with gold, and stood on a high hill; and whenas their goings were 
seen, it was told Brynhild, that a company of woman drove toward the 
burg in gilded waggons. 

“That shall be Gudrun, Giuki’s daughter,” says she: “I dreamed of 
her last night; let us go meet her; no fairer woman may come to our 
house.” 

So they went abroad to meet them, and gave them good greeting, and 
they went into the goodly hall together; fairly painted it was within, and 
well adorned with silver vessel; cloths were spread under the feet of 
them, and all folk served them, and in many wise they sported. 

But Gudrun was somewhat silent. 
Then said Brynhild, “Ill to abash folk of their mirth; prithee do not 

so; let us talk together for our disport of mighty kings and their great 
deeds.” 

“Good talk,” says Gudrun, “let us do even so; what kings deemest 
thou to have been the first of all men?” 

Brynhild says, “The sons of Haki, and Hagbard withal; they brought 
to pass many a deed of fame in their warfare.” 

Gudrun answers, “Great men certes, and of noble fame! Yet Sigar 
took their one sister, and burned the other, house and all; and they may 
be called slow to revenge the deed; why didst thou not name my 
brethren, who are held to be the first of men as at this time?” 

Brynhild says, “Men of good hope are they surely, though but little 
proven hitherto; but one I know far before them, Sigurd, the son of 
Sigmund the King; a youngling was he in the days when he slew the 
sons of Hunding, and revenged his father, and Eylimi, his mother’s 
father.” 

Said Gudrun, “By what token tellest thou that?” 
Brynhild answered, “His mother went amid the dead, and found 

Sigmund the King sore wounded, and would bind up his hurts; but he 
said he grew over old for war, and bade her lay this comfort to her 
heart, that she should bear the most famed of sons; and wise was the 
wise man’s word therein: for after the death of King Sigmund, she went 
to King Alf, and there was Sigurd nourished in great honour, and day 
by day he wrought some deed of fame, and is the man most renowned 
of all the wide world.” 

Gudrun says, “From love hast thou gained these tidings of him; but 
for this cause came I here, to tell thee dreams of mine which have 
brought me great grief.” 

Says Brynhild, “Let not such matters sadden thee; abide with thy 
friends who wish thee blithesome, all of them!” 

“This I dreamed,” said Gudrun, “that we went, a many of us in 



The Story of Sigurd 27 

company, from the bower, and we saw an exceeding great hart, that far 
excelled all other deer ever seen, and the hair of him was golden; and 
this deer we were all fain to take, but I alone got him; and he seemed to 
me better than all things else; but sithence thou, Brynhild, didst shoot 
and slay my deer even at my very knees, and such grief was that to me 
that scarce might I bear it: and then afterwards thou gavest me a wolf- 
cub, which besprinkled me with the blood of my brethren.” 

Brynhild answers, “I will arede thy dream, even as things shall come 
to pass hereafter; for Sigurd shall come to thee, even he whom I have 
chosen for my well-beloved; and Grimhild shall give him mead mingled 
with hurtful things, which shall cast us all into mighty strife. Him shalt 
thou have, and him shalt thou quickly miss; and Atli the King shalt thou 
wed; and thy brethren shalt thou lose, and slay Atli withal in the end.” 

Gudrun answers, “Grief and woe to know that such things shall be!” 
And therewith she and hers get them gone home to King Giuki. 

XIV 

Sigurd Comes to the Giukings and Is Wedded to Gudrun 

Now Sigurd goes his ways with all that great treasure, and in friendly 
wise he departs from them; and on Grani he rides with all his war-gear 
and the burden withal; and thus he rides until he comes to the hall of 
King Giuki; there he rides into the burg, and that sees one of the king’s 
men, and he spake withal: 

“Sure it may be deemed that here is come one of the Gods, for his 
array is all done with gold, and his horse is far mightier than other 
horses, and the manner of his weapons is most exceedingly goodly, and 
most of all the man himself far excels all other men ever seen.” 

So the king goes out with his court and greets the man, and asks, 
“Who art thou who thus ridest into my burg, as none has durst 

hitherto without the leave of my sons?” 
He answered, “I am called Sigurd, son of King Sigmund.” 
Then said King Giuki, “Be thou welcome here, then, and take at our 

hands whatso thou wiliest.” 
So he went into the king’s hall, and all men seemed little beside him, 

and all men served him, and there he abode in great joyance. 
Now oft they all ride abroad together, Sigurd and Gunnar and 

Hogni, and ever is Sigurd far the foremost of them, mighty men of 
their hands though they were. 

But Grimhild finds how heartily Sigurd loved Brynhild, and how oft 
he talks of her; and she falls to thinking how well it were, if he might 
abide there and wed the daughter of King Giuki, for she saw that none 
might come anigh to his goodliness, and what faith and goodhelp there 
was in him, and how that he had more wealth withal than folk might tell 
of any man; and the king did to him even as unto his own sons, and 
they for their parts held him of more worth than themselves. 
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So on a night as they sat at the drink, the Queen arose, and went 
before Sigurd, and said: 

“Great joy we have in thine abiding here, and all good things will we 
put before thee to take of us; lo now, take this horn and drink thereof.” 

So he took it and drank, and therewithal she said, “Thy father shall 
be Guiki the King, and I shall be thy mother, and Gunnar and Hogni 
shall be thy brethren, and all this shall be sworn with oaths each to each; 
and then surely shall the like of you never be found on earth.” 

Sigurd took her speech well, for with the drinking of that drink all 
memory of Brynhild departed from him. So there he abode awhile. 

And on a day went Grimhild to Giuki the King, and cast her arms 
around his neck, and spake: 

“Behold, there has now come to us the greatest of great hearts that 
the world holds; and needs must he be trusty and of great avail; give 
him thy daughter then, with plenteous wealth, and as much of rule as 
he will; perchance thereby he will be well content to abide here ever.” 

The king answered, “Seldom does it befall that kings offer their 
daughters to any, yet in higher wise will it be done to offer her this man, 
than to take lowly prayers for her from others.” 

On a night Gudrun pours out the drink, and Sigurd beholds her how 
fair she is and how full of all courtesy. 

Five seasons Sigurd abode there, and ever they passed their days 
together in good honour and friendship. 

And so it befell that the kings held talk together, and Giuki said, 
“Great good thou givest us, Sigurd, and with an exceeding strength 

thou strengthenest our realm.” 
Then Gunnar said, “All things that may be will we do for thee, so 

thou abidest here long; both dominion shalt thou have, and our sister 
freely and unprayed for, whom another man would not get for all his 
prayers.” 

Sigurd says, “Thanks have ye for this wherewith ye honour me, and 
gladly will I take the same.” 

Therewith they swore brotherhood together, and to be even as if they 
were children of one father and one mother; and a noble feast was 
holden, and endured many days, and Sigurd drank at the wedding of 
him and Gudrun; and there might men behold all manner of game and 
glee, and each day they feast better and better. 

Now fare these folk wide over the world, and do many great deeds, 
and slay many kings’ sons, and no man has ever done such works of 
prowess as did they; then home they come again with much wealth won 
in war. 

Sigurd gave of the serpent’s heart to Gudrun, and she ate thereof, 
and became greater-hearted, and wiser than e’er before: and the son of 
these twain was called Sigmund. 

Now on a time went Grimhild to Gunnar her son, and spake: 
“Fair blooms the life and fortune of thee, but for one thing only, and 

namely whereas thou art unwedded; go woo Brynhild; good rede is 

this, and Sigurd will ride with thee.” 

Gunnar answered, “Fair is she certes, and I am fain enow to win her”; 



“With the drinking of that drink all memory of Brynhild 
departed from him.” 

Lancelot Speed 
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and therewith he tells his father, and his brethren, and Sigurd, and they 
all prick him on to that wooing. 

XVI 

The Wooing of Brynhild 

Now they array them joyously for their journey and ride over hill 
and dale to the house of King Budli, and woo his daughter of him; in a 
good wise he took their speech, if so be that she herself would not deny 
them; but he said withal that so high-minded was she, that that man 
only might wed her whom she would. 

Then they ride to Hlymdale, and there Heimir gave them good 
welcome; so Gunnar tells his errand; Heimer says, that she must needs 
wed but him whom she herself chose freely; and tells them how her 
abode was but a little way thence, and that he deemed that him only 
would she have who should ride through the flaming fire that was 
drawn round about her hall; so they depart and come to the hall and 
the fire, and see there a castle with a gold roof-ridge, and all round 
about a fire roaring up. 

Now Gunnar rode on Goti, but Hogni on Holkvi, and Gunnar smote 
his horse to face the fire, but he shrank aback. 

Then said Sigurd, “Why givest thou back, Gunnar?” 
He answered, “The horse will not tread this fire; but lend me thy 

horse Grani.” 
“Yeah, with all my good will,” says Sigurd. 
Then Gunnar rides him at the fire, and yet nowise will Grani stir, nor 

may Gunnar any the more ride through that fire. So now they change 
semblance, Gunnar and Sigurd, even as Grimhild had taught them; 
then Sigurd in the likeness of Gunnar mounts and rides, Gram in his 
hand and golden spurs on his heels; then leapt Grani in to the fire when 
he felt the spurs; and a mighty roar arose as the fire burned ever 
madder, and the earth trembled, and the flames went up even unto the 
heavens, nor had any dared to ride as he rode, even as it were through 
the deep mirk. 

But now the fire sank withal, and he leapt from his horse and went 
into the hall, even as the song says: 

The flame flared at its maddest, 
Earth’s fields fell a-quaking 
As the red flame aloft 
Licked the lowest of heaven. 
Few had been fain, 
Of the rulers of folk, 
To ride through that flame, 
Or athwart it to tread. 

Then Sigurd smote 
Grani with sword, 
And the flame was slaked 
Before the king; 
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Low lay the flames 
Before the fain of fame; 
Bright gleamed the array 
That Regin erst owned. 

Now when Sigurd had passed through the fire, he came into a certain 
fair dwelling, and therein sat Brynhild. 

She asked, “What man is it?” 
Then he named himself Gunnar, son of Giuki, and said: 
“Thou art awarded to me as my wife, by the good-will and word of 

thy father and thy foster-father, and I have ridden through the flames 
of thy fire, according to thy word that thou hast set forth.” 

“I wot not clearly,” said she, “how I shall answer thee.” 
Now Sigurd stood upright on the hall floor, and leaned on the hilt of 

his sword, and he spake to Brynhild: 
“In reward thereof, shall I pay thee a great dower in gold and goodly 

things?” 
She answered in heavy mood from her seat, whereas she sat like unto 

swan on billow, having a sword in her hand, and a helm on her head, 
and being clad in a byrny, “O Gunnar,” she says, “speak not to me of 
such things; unless thou be the first and best of all men; for then shalt 
thou slay those my wooers, if thou hast heart thereto; I have been in 
battles with the king of the Greeks, and our weapons were stained with 
red blood, and for such things still I yearn.” 

He answered, “Yeah, certes many great deeds hast thou done; but yet 
call thou to mind thine oath, concerning the riding through of this fire, 
wherein thou didst swear that thou wouldest go with the man who 
should do this deed.” 

So she found that he spake but the sooth, and she paid heed to his 
words, and arose, and greeted him meetly, and he abode there three 
nights, and they lay in one bed together; but he took the sword Gram 
and laid it betwixt them, that in that wise must he needs wed his wife or 
else get his bane. 

Then she took from off her the ring Andvari’s-loom which he had 
given her aforetime, and gave it to him, but he gave her another ring 
out of Fafnir’s hoard. 

Thereafter he rode away through the same fire unto his fellows, and 
he and Gunnar changed semblances again, and rode unto Hlymdale, 
and told how it had gone with them. 

That same day went Brynhild home to her foster-father, and tells 
him as one whom she trusted, how that there had come a king to her; 
“And he rode through my flaming fire, and said he was come to woo 
me, and named himself Gunnar; but I said that such a deed might 
Sigurd alone have done, with whom I plighted troth on the mountain; 
and he is my first troth-plight, and my well-beloved.” 

Heimir said that things must needs abide even as now they had come 
to pass. 

Brynhild said, “Aslaug the daughter of me and Sigurd shall be 
nourished here with thee.” 

Now the kings fare home, but Brynhild goes to her father; Grimhild 
welcomes the kings meetly, and thanks Sigurd for his fellowship; and 
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withal is a great feast made, and many were the guests thereat; and 
thither came Budli the King with his daughter Brynhild, and his son 
Atli, and for many days did the feast endure: and at that feast was 
Gunnar wedded to Brynhild: but when it was brought to an end, once 
more has Sigurd memory of all the oaths that he sware unto Brynhild, 
yet withal he let all things abide in rest and peace. 

Brynhild and Gunnar sat together in great game and glee, and drank 
goodly wine. 

XVII 

How the Queens Held Angry Converse 
Together at the Bathing 

On a day as the Queens went to the river to bathe them, Brynhild 
waded the farthest out into the river; then asked Gudrun what that 
deed might signify. 

Brynhild said, “Yeah, and why then should I be equal to thee in this 
matter more than in others? I am minded to think that my father is 
mightier than thine, and my true-love has wrought many wondrous 
works of fame, and hath ridden the flaming fire withal, while thy 
husband was but the thrall of King Hjalprek.” 

Gudrun answered full of wrath, “Thou wouldst be wise if thou 
shouldst hold thy peace rather than revile my husband: lo now, the talk 
of all men it is, that none has ever abode in this world like unto him in 
all matters soever; and little it beseems thee of all folk to mock him who 
was thy first beloved: and Fafnir he slew, yea, and he rode thy flaming 
fire, whereas thou didst deem that he was Gunnar the King, and by thy 
side he lay, and took from thine hand the ring Andvari’s-loom;—here 
mayst thou well behold it!” 

Then Brynhild saw the ring and knew it, and waxed as wan as a dead 
woman, and she went home and spake no word the evening long. 

So when Sigurd came to bed to Gudrun she asked him why 
Brynhild’s joy was so departed. 

He answered, “I know not, but sore I misdoubt me that soon we shall 
know thereof overwell.” 

Gudrun said, “Why may she not love her life, having wealth and bliss, 
and the praise of all men, and the man withal that she would have?” 

“Ah, yea!” said Sigurd, “and where in all the world was she then, 
when she said that she deemed she had the noblest of all men, and the 
dearest to her heart of all?” 

Gudrun answers, “Tomorn will I ask her concerning this, who is the 
liefest to her of all men for a husband.” 

Sigurd said, “Needs must I forbid thee this, and full surely wilt thou 
rue the deed if thou doest it.” 

Now the next morning they sat in the bower, and Brynhild was silent; 
then spake Gudrun: 

“Be merry, Brynhild! Grievest thou because of that speech of ours 
together, or what other thing slayeth thy bliss?” 
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Brynhild answers, “With naught but evil intent thou sayest this, for a 
cruel heart thou hast.’’ 

“Say not so,” said Gudrun; “but rather tell me all the tale.” 
Brynhild answers, “Ask such things only are good for thee to know— 

matters meet for mighty dames. Good to love good things when all goes 
according to thy heart’s desire!” 

Gudrun says, “Early days for me to glory in that; but this word of 
thine lookest toward some foreseeing. What ill dost thou thrust at us? I 
did naught to grieve thee.” 

Brynhild answers, “For this shalt thou pay, in that thou hast got 
Sigurd to thee,—nowise can I see thee living in the bliss thereof, 
whereas thou hast him, and the wealth and the might of him.” 

But Gudrun answered, “Naught knew I of your words and vows 
together; and well might my father look to the mating of me without 
dealing with thee first.” 

“No secret speech had we,” quoth Brynhild, “though we swore oath 
together; and full well didst thou know that thou wentest about to 
beguile me; verily thou shalt have thy reward!” 

Says Gudrun, “Thou art mated better than thou art worthy of; but 
thy pride and rage shall be hard to slake belike, and therefor shall many 
a man pay.” 

“Ah, I should be well content,” said Brynhild, “if thou hadst not the 
nobler man!” 

Gudrun answers, “So noble a husband hast thou, that who knows of a 
greater king or a lord of more wealth and might?” 

Says Brynhild, “Sigurd slew Fafnir, and that only deed is of more 
worth than all the might of King Gunnar.” 

(Even as the song says): 

The worm Sigurd slew, 
Nor e’er shall that deed 
Be worsened by age 
While the world is alive: 
But thy brother the King 
Never durst, never bore 
The flame to ride down, 
Through the fire to fare. 

Gudrun answers, “Grani would not abide the fire under Gunnar the 
King, but Sigurd durst the deed, and thy heart may well abide without 
mocking him.” 

Brynhild answers, “Nowise will I hide from thee that I deem no good 
of Grimhild.” 

Says Gudrun, “Nay, lay no ill words on her, for in all things she is to 
thee as to her own daughter.” 

“Ah,” says Brynhild, “she is the beginning of all this bale that biteth 
so; an evil drink she bare to Sigurd, so that he had no more memory of 
my very name.” 

“All wrong thou talkest; a lie without measure is this,” quoth Gudrun. 

Brynhild answered, “Have thou joy of Sigurd according to the 
measure of the wiles wherewith ye have beguiled me! unworthily have 
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ye conspired against me; may all things go with you as my heart hopes!” 
Gudrun says, “More joy shall I have of him than thy wish would give 

unto me: but to no man’s mind it came, that he had aforetime his 
pleasure of me; nay not once.” 

“Evil speech thou speakest,” says Brynhild; “when thy wrath runs off 
thou wilt rue it; but come now, let us no more cast angry words one at 
the other!” 

Says Gudrun, “Thou wert the first to cast such words at me, and now 
thou makest as if thou wouldst amend it, but a cruel and hard heart 
abides behind.” 

“Let us lay aside vain babble,” says Brynhild. “Long did I hold my 
peace concerning my sorrow of heart, and, lo now, thy brother alone do 
I love; let us fall to other talk.” 

Gudrun said, “Far beyond all this doth thine heart look.” 
And so ugly ill befell from that going to the river, and that knowing 

of the ring, wherefrom did all their talk arise. 

XVIII 

Of Brynhild’s Great Grief and Mourning 

After this talk Brynhild lay a-bed, and tidings were brought to King 
Gunnar that Brynhild was sick; he goes to see her thereon, and asks 
what ails her; but she answered him naught, but lay there as one dead: 
and when he was hard on her for an answer, she said, 

“What didst thou with that ring that I gave thee, even the one which 
King Budli gave me at our last parting, when thou and King Giuki came 
to him and threatened fire and the sword, unless he had me to wife? 
Yea, at that time he led me apart, and asked me which I had chosen of 
those who were come; but I prayed him that I might abide to ward the 
land and be chief over the third part of his men; then were there two 
choices for me to deal betwixt, either that I should be wedded to him 
whom he would, or lose all my weal and friendship at his hands; and he 
said withal that his friendship would be better to me than his wrath: 
then I bethought me whether I should yield to his will, or slay many a 
man; and therewithal I deemed that it would avail little to strive with 
him, and so it fell out, that I promised to wed whomsoever should ride 
the horse Grani with Fafnir’s Hoard, and ride through my flaming fire, 
and slay those men whom I called on him to slay, and now so it was, that 
none durst ride, save Sigurd only, because he lacked no heart thereto; 
yeah, and the Worm he slew, and Regin, and five kings beside; but 
thou, Gunnar, durst do naught; as pale as a dead man didst thou wax, 
and no king thou art, and no champion, so whereas I made a vow unto 
my father, that him alone would I love who was the noblest man alive, 
and that this is none save Sigurd, lo, now have I broken my oath and 
brought it to naught, since he is none of mine, and for this cause shall I 
compass thy death; and a great reward of evil things have I wherewith 
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to reward Grimhild;—never, I wot, has woman lived eviler or of lesser 
heart than she.” 

Gunnar answered in such wise that few might hear him, “Many a vile 
word hast thou spoken, and an evil-hearted woman art thou, whereas 
thou revilest a woman far better than thou; never would she curse her 
life as thou dost; nay, nor has she tormented dead folk or murdered 
any; but lives her life well praised of all.” 

Brynhild answered, “Never have I dealt with evil things privily, or 
done loathsome deeds;—yet most fain I am to slay thee.” 

And therewith would she slay King Gunnar, but Hogni laid her in 
fetters; but then Gunnar spake withal: 

“Nay, I will not that she abide in fetters.” 
Then said she, “Heed it not! for never again seest thou me glad in 

thine hall, never drinking, never at the chess-play, never speaking the 
words of kindness, never overlaying the fair cloths with gold, never 
giving thee good counsel;—ah, my sorrow of heart that I might not get 
Sigurd to me!” 

Then she sat up and smote her needlework, and rent it asunder, and 
bade set open her bower doors, that far away might the wailings of her 
sorrow be heard; then great mourning and lamentation there was, so 
that folk heard it far and wide through that abode. 

Now Gudrun asked her bower-maidens why they sat so joyless and 
downcast. “What has come to you, that ye fare ye as witless women, or 
what unheard-of wonders have befallen you?” 

Then answered a waiting-lady, hight Swaflod, “An untimely, an evil 
day it is, and our hall is fulfilled of lamentation.” 

Then spake Gudrun to one of her handmaids, “Arise, for we have 
slept long; go, wake Brynhild, and let us fall to our needlework and be 
merry.” 

“Nay, nay,” she says, “nowise may I wake her, or talk with her; for 
many days has she drunk neither mead nor wine; surely the wrath of 
the Gods has fallen upon her.” 

Then spake Gudrun to Gunnar, “Go and see her,” she says, “and bid 
her know that I am grieved with her grief.” 

“Nay,” says Gunnar, “I am forbid to see her or to share her weal.” 
Nevertheless he went unto her, and strives in many wise to have 

speech of her, but gets no answer whatsoever: therefore he gets him 
gone and finds Hogni, and bids him go see her: he said he was loth 
thereto, but went, and gat no more of her. 

Then they go and find Sigurd, and pray him to visit her; he answered 
naught thereto, and so matters abode for that night. 

But the next day, when he came home from hunting, Sigurd went to 
Gudrun, and spake: 

“In such wise do matters show to me, as though great and evil things 
will betide from this trouble and upheaving, and that Brynhild will 

surely die.” 
Gudrun answers, “O my lord, by great wonders is she encompassed, 

seven days and seven nights has she slept, and none has dared wake 

her.” 
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“Nay, she sleeps not,” said Sigurd, “her heart is dealing rather with 
dreadful intent against me.” 

Then said Gudrun, weeping, “Woe worth the while for thy death! go 
and see her; and wot if her fury may not be abated; give her gold, and 
smother up her grief and anger therewith!” 

Then Sigurd went out, and found the door of Brynhild’s chamber 
open; he deemed she slept, and drew the clothes from off her, and said, 

“Awake, Brynhild! the sun shineth now over all the house, and thou 
has slept enough; cast off grief from thee, and take up gladness!” 

She said, “And how then hast thou dared to come to me? in this 
treason none was worse to me than thou.” 

Said Sigurd, “Why wilt thou not speak to folk? for what cause 
sorrowest thou?” 

Brynhild answers, “Ah, to thee will I tell of my wrath!” 
Sigurd said, “As one under a spell art thou, if thou deemest that there 

is aught cruel in my heart against thee; but thou hast him for husband 
whom thou didst choose.” 

“Ah, nay,” she said, “never did Gunnar ride through the fire to me, 
nor did he give me to dower the host of the slain: I wondered at the 
man who came into my hall; for I deemed indeed that I knew thine 
eyes; but I might not see clearly, or divide the good from the evil, 
because of the veil that lay heavy on my fortune.” 

Says Sigurd, “No nobler men are there than the sons of Giuki, they 
slew the king of the Danes, and that great chief, the brother of King 
Budli.” 

Brynhild answered, “Surely for many an ill deed must I reward them; 
mind me not of my griefs against them! But thou, Sigurd, slewest the 
Worm, and rodest the fire through; yea, and for my sake, and not one 
of the sons of King Giuki.” 

Sigurd answers,”1 am not thy husband, and thou art not my wife; yet 
did a farfamed king pay dower to thee.” 

Says Brynhild, “Never looked I at Gunnar in such a wise that my 
heart smiled on him; and hard and fell am I to him, though I hide it 
from others.” 

“A marvelous thing,” says Sigurd, “not to love such a king; what 
angers thee most? for surely his love should be better to thee than 

g°|d” 
“This is the sorest sorrow to me,” she said, “that the bitter sword is 

not reddened in thy blood.” 
“Have no fear thereof!” says he; “no long while to wait or the bitter 

sword stand deep in my heart; and no worse needest thou to pray for 
thyself, for thou wilt not live when I am dead; the days of our two lives 
shall be few enough from henceforth.” 

Brynhild answers, “Enough and to spare of bale is in thy speech, 
since thou bewrayedst me, and didst twin me and all bliss;—naught do I 
heed my life or death.” 

Sigurd answers, “Ah, live, and love King Gunnar and me withal! and 
all my wealth will I give thee if thou die not.” 

Brynhild answers, “Thou knowest me not, nor the heart that is in me; 
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for thou art the first and best of all men, and I am becoming the most 
loathsome of all women to thee.” 

‘‘This is truer,” says Sigurd, ‘‘that I loved thee better than myself, 
though I fell into the wiles from whence our lives may not escape; for 
whenso my own heart and mind availed me, then I sorrowed sore that 
thou wert not my wife; but as I might I put my trouble from me, for in a 
king’s dwelling was I; and withal and in spite of all I was well content 
that we were all together. Well may it be, that that shall come to pass 
which is foretold; neither shall I fear the fulfilment thereof.” 

Brynhild answered and said, ‘‘Too late thou tellest me that my grief 
grieved thee: little pity shall I find now.” 

Sigurd said, ‘‘This my heart would, that thou and I should go into 
one bed together; even so wouldst thou be my wife.” 

Said Brynhild, “Such words may nowise be spoken, nor will I have 
two kings in one hall; I will lay my life down rather than beguile 
Gunnar the King.” 

And therewith she calls to mind how they met, they two, on the 
mountain, and swore oath each to each. 

“But now is all changed, and I will not live.” 
“I might not call to mind thy name,” said Sigurd, “or know thee 

again, before the time of thy wedding; the greatest of all griefs is that.” 
Then said Brynhild, “I swore an oath to wed the man who should 

ride my flaming fire, and that oath will I hold to, or die.” 
“Rather than thou die, I will wed thee, and put away Gudrun,” said 

Sigurd. 
But therewithal so swelled the heart betwixt the sides of him, that the 

rings of his byrny burst asunder. 
“I will not have thee,” says Brynhild, “nay, nor any other!” 
Then Sigurd got him gone. 
So saith the song of Sigurd: 

Out then went Sigurd, 
The great kings’ well-loved 
From the speech and the sorrow, 
Sore drooping, so grieving, 
That the shirt round about him 
Of iron rings woven, 
From the sides brake asunder 
Of the brave in the battle. 

So when Sigurd came into the hall, Gunnar asked if he had come to a 
knowledge of what great grief lay heavy on her, or if she had power of 
speech: and Sigurd said that she lacked it not. So now Gunnar goes to 
her again, and asked her, what wrought her woe, or if there were 
anything that might amend it. 

“I will not live,” says Brynhild, “for Sigurd has bewrayed me, yea, and 
thee no less, whereas thou didst suffer him to come into my bed: lo 
thou, two men in one dwelling I will not have; and this shall be Sigurd’s 
death, or thy death, or my death;—for now has he told Gudrun all, and 
she is mocking me even now!” 
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XIX 

Of the Slaying of Sigurd Fafnir’s-Bane 

Thereafter Brynhild went out, and sat under her bower-wall, and 
had many words of wailing to say, and still she cried that all things were 
loathsome to her, both land and lordship alike, so she might not have 
Sigurd. 

But therewith came Gunnar to her again, and Brynhild spake, “Thou 
shalt lose both realm and wealth, and thy life and me, for I shall fare 
home to my kin, and abide there in sorrow, unless thou slayest Sigurd 
and his son; never nourish thou a wolfcub.” 

Gunnar grew sick at heart thereat, and might nowise see what fearful 
thing lay beneath it all; he was bound to Sigurd by oath, and this way 
and that way swung the heart within him; but at the last he bethought 
him of the measureless shame if his wife went from him, and he said 
within himself, “Brynhild is better to me than all things else, and the 
fairest woman of all women, and I will lay down my life rather than lose 
the love of her.” And herewith he called to him his brother and spake: 

“Trouble is heavy on me,” and he tells him that he must needs slay 
Sigurd, for that he has failed him wherein he trusted him; “so let us be 
lords of the gold and the realm withal.” 

Hogni answers, “Ill it behoves us to break our oaths with wrack and 
wrong, and withal great aid we have in him; no kings shall be as great as 
we, if so be the King of the Hunfolk may live; such another brother-in- 
law never may we get again; bethink thee how good it is to have such a 
brother-in-law, and such sons to our sister! But well I see how things 
stand, for this has Brynhild stirred thee up to, and surely shall her 
counsel drag us into huge shame and scathe.” 

Gunnar says, “Yet shall it be brought about: and, lo, a rede thereto;— 
let us egg on our brother Guttorm to the deed; he is young, and of little 
knowledge, and is clean out of all the oaths moreover.” 

“Ah, set about in ill wise,” says Hogni, “and though indeed it may well 
be compassed, a due reward shall we gain for the betrayal of such a 
man as is Sigurd.” 

Gunnar says, “Sigurd shall die, or I shall die.” 
And therewith he bids Brynhild arise and be glad at heart: so she 

arose, and still ever she said that Gunnar should come no more into her 
bed till the deed was done. 

So the brothers fall to talk, and Gunnar says that it is a deed well 
worthy of death, that taking of Brynhild’s maiden-head; “So come now, 
let us prick on Guttorm to do the deed.” 

Therewith they call him to them, and offer him gold and great 
dominion, as they well have might to do. Yea, and they took a certain 
worm and somewhat of wolf s flesh and let seethe them together, and 
gave him to eat of the same, even as the singer sings: 

Fish of the wild-wood, 
Worms smooth crawling, 
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With wolf-meat mingled, 
They minced for Guttorm; 
Then in the beaker, 
In the wine his mouth knew, 
They set it, still doing 
More deeds of wizards. 

Wherefore with the eating of this meat he grew so wild and eager, 
and with all things about him, and with the heavy words of Grimhild, 
that he gave his word to do the deed; and mighty honour they 
promised him reward thereof. 

But of these evil wiles naught at all knew Sigurd, for he might not 
deal with this shapen fate, nor the measure of his life-days, neither 
deemed he that he was worthy of such things at their hands. 

So Guttorm went in to Sigurd the next morning as he lay upon his 
bed, yet durst he not do aught against him, but shrank back out again; 
yea, and even so he fared a second time, for so bright and eager were 
the eyes of Sigurd that few durst look upon him. But the third time he 
went in, and there lay Sigurd asleep; then Guttorm drew his sword and 
thrust Sigurd through in such wise that the sword-point smote into the 
bed beneath him; then Sigurd awoke with that wound, and Guttorm gat 
him unto the door; but therewith Sigurd caught up the sword Gram, 
and cast it after him, and it smote him on the back, and struck him 
asunder in the midst so that the feet of him fell one way, and the head 
and hands back into the chamber. 

Now Gudrun lay asleep on Sigurd’s bosom, but she woke up unto woe 
that may not be told of, all swimming in the blood of him, and in such 
wise did she bewail her with weeping and words of sorrow, that Sigurd 
rose up on the bolster, and spake: 

“Weep not,” said he, “for thy brothers live for thy delight; but a 
young son have I, too young to beware of his foes; and an ill turn have 
these played against their own fortune; for never will they get a 
mightier brother-in-law to ride abroad with them; nay, nor a better son 
to their sister, than this one, if he may grow to man’s estate. Lo, now is 
that come to pass which was foretold me long ago, but from mine eyes 
has it been hidden, for none may fight against his fate and prevail. 
Behold, this has Brynhild brought to pass, even she who loves me 
before all men; but this I may swear, that never have I wrought ill to 
Gunnar, but rather have ever held fast to my oath with him, nor was I 
ever too much a friend to his wife. And now if I had been forewarned, 
and had been afoot with my weapons, then should many a man have 
lost his life or ever I had fallen, and all those brethren should have been 
slain, and a harder work would the slaying of me have been than the 
slaying of the mightiest bull or the mightiest boar of the wild-wood.” 

And even therewithal life left the King; but Gudrun moaned and 
drew a weary breath, and Brynhild heard it, and laughed when she 
heard her moaning. 

Then said Gunnar, “thou laughest not because thy heart-roots are 
gladded, or else why doth thy visage wax so wan? Such an evil creature 
thou art; most like thou art nigh to thy death! Lo now, how meet would 
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it be for thee to behold thy brother Atli slain before thine eyes, and that 
thou shouldst stand over him dead; whereas we must needs now stand 
over our brother-in-law in such a case—our brother-in-law and our 
brother’s bane.” 

She answered, “None need mock at the measure of slaughter being 
unfulfilled; yet heedeth not Atli your wrath or your threats; yea, he 
shall live longer than ye, and be a mightier man.” 

Hogni spake and said, “Now hath come to pass the soothsaying of 
Brynhild, an ill work not to be atoned for.” 

And Gudrun said, “My kinsmen have slain my husband but ye, when 
ye next ride to the war and are come into the battle, then shall ye look 
about and see that Sigurd is neither on your right hand nor the left, and 
ye shall know that he was your good-hap and your strength; and if he 
had lived and had sons, then should ye have been strengthened by his 
offspring and his kin.” 

XX 

Of the Lamentation of Gudrun Over Sigurd Dead, As It Is 
Told in the Ancient Songs 

Gudrun of old days 
Drew near to dying 
As she sat in sorrow 
Over Sigurd; 
Yet she sighed not 
Nor smote hand on hand, 
Nor wailed she aught 
As other women. 

Then went earls to her, 
Full of all wisdom, 
Fain help to deal 
To her dreadful heart: 
Hushed was Gudrun 
Of wail or greeting, 
But with heavv woe 

/ 

Was her heart a-breaking. 

Bright and fair 
Sat the great earls’ brides, 
Gold arrayed 
Before Gudrun; 
Each told the tale 
Of her great trouble, 
The bitterest bale 
She erst abode. 

Then spake Giaflaug, 
Giuki’s sister: 
“Lo upon earth 
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I live most loveless 
Who of five mates 
Must see the ending, 
Of daughters twain 
And three sisters, 
Of brethren eight, 
And abide behind lonely.” 

Naught gat Gudrun 
Of wail or greeting, 
So heavy was she 
For her dead husband, 
So dreadful-hearted 
For the King laid dead there. 

Then spake Herborg 
Queen of Hunland: 
“Crueller tale 
Have I to tell of, 
Of my seven sons 
Down in the Southlands, 
And the eighth man, my mate, 
Felled in the death-mead. 

“Father and mother, 
And four brothers, 
On the wide sea 
The winds and death played with: 
The billows beat 
On the bulwark boards. 

“Alone must I sing o’er them, 
Alone must I array them, 
Alone must my hands deal with 
Their departing; 
And all this was 
In one season’s wearing, 
And none was left 
For love or solace. 

“Then was I bound 
A prey of the battle, 
When that same season 
Wore to its ending; 
As a tiring may 
Must I bind the shoon 
Of the duke’s high dame, 
Every day at dawning. 

“From her jealous hate 
Gat I heavy mocking, 
Cruel lashes 
She laid upon me, 
Never met I 
Better master 
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Or mistress worser 
In all the wide world.” 

Naught gat Gudrun 
Of wail or greeting, 
So heavy was she 
For her dead husband, 
So dreadful-hearted 
For the King laid dead there. 

Then spake Gullrond, 
Guiki’s daughter: 
“O foster-mother, 
Wise as thou mayst be, 
Naught canst thou better 
The young wife’s bale.” 
And she bade uncover 
The dead King’s corpse. 

She swept the sheet 
Away from Sigurd, 
And turned his cheek 
Towards his wife’s knees— 
‘‘Look on thy loved one 
Lay lips to his lips, 
E’en as thou wert clinging 
To thy king alive yet!” 

Once looked Gudrun— 
One look only, 
And saw her lord’s locks 
Lying all bloody, 
The great man’s eyes 
Glazed and deadly, 
And his heart’s bulwark 
Broken by sword-edge. 

Back then sank Gudrun, 
Back on the bolster, 
Loosed was her head array, 
Red did her cheeks grow, 
And the rain-drops ran 
Down over her knees. 

Then wept Gudrun, 
Giuki’s daughter, 
So that the tears flowed 
Through the pillow; 
As the geese withal 
That were in the homefield, 
The fair fowls the may owned, 
Fell a-screaming. 

Then spake Gullrond, 
Giuki’s daughter: 
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“Surely knew I 
No love like your love 
Among all men, 
On the mould abiding; 
Naught wouldst thou joy in 
Without or within doors, 
O my sister, 
Save beside Sigurd.” 

Then spoke Gudrun 
Giuki’s daughter: 
“Such was my Sigurd 
Among the sons of Giuki, 
As is the king leek 
O’er the low grass waxing, 
Or a bright stone 
Strung on band, 
Or a pearl of price 
On a prince’s brow. 

“Once I was counted 
By the king’s warriors 
Higher than any 
Of Herjan’s mays; 
Now am I as little 
As the leaf may be, 
Amid wind-swept wood 
Now when dead he lieth. 

“I miss from my seat, 
I miss from my bed, 
My darling of sweet speech. 
Wrought the sons of Giuki, 
Wrought the sons of Giuki, 
This sore sorrow, 
Yea, for their sister, 
Most sore sorrow. 

“So may your lands 
Lie waste on all sides, 
As ye have broken 
Your bounden oaths! 
N’er shalt thou, Gunnar, 
The gold have joy of, 
The dear-bought rings 
Shall drag thee to death, 
Whereon thou swarest 
Oath unto Sigurd. 

“Ah, in the days by-gone 
Great mirth in the homeheld 
When my Sigurd 
Set saddle on Grani, 
And they went their ways 
For the wooing of Brynhild! 
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An ill day, an ill woman, 
And most ill hap!” 

Then spake Brynhild, 
Budli’s daughter: 
“May the woman lack 
Both love and children, 
Who gained greeting 
For thee, O Gudrun! 
Who gave thee this morning 
Many words!” 

Then spake Gullrond, 
Guiki’s daughter: 
“Hold peace of such words 
Thou hated of all folk! 
The bane of brave men 
Hast thou been ever, 
All waves of ill 
Wash over thy mind, 
To seven great kings 
Hast thou been a sore sorrow 
And the death of good will 
To wives and women.” 

Then spake Brynhild, 
Budli’s daughter: 
“None but Atli 
Brought bale upon us, 
My very brother 
Born of Budli. 

“When we saw in the hall 
Of the Hunnish people 
The gold a-gleaming 
On the kingly Giukings; 
I have paid for that faring 
Oft and full, 
And for the sight 
That then I saw.” 

By a pillar she stood 
And strained its wood to her; 
From the eyes of Brynhild, 
Budli’s daughter, 
Flashed out fire, 
And she snorted forth venom, 
As the sore wounds she gazed on 
Of the dead-slain Sigurd. 
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XXI 

Of the Ending of Brynhild 
( 

And now none might know for what cause Brynhild must bewail with 
weeping for what she had prayed for with laughter: but she spake: 

“Such a dream I had, Gunnar, as that my bed was acold, and that 
thou didst ride into the hands of thy foes: lo now, ill shall it go with thee 
and all thy kin, O ye breakers of oaths; for on the day thou slayedst 
him, dimly didst thou remember how thou didst blend thy blood with 
the blood of Sigurd, and with an ill reward hast thou rewarded him for 
all that he did well to thee; whereas he gave unto thee to be the 
mightiest of men; and well was it proven how fast he held to his oath 
sworn, when he came to me and laid betwixt us the sharp-edged sword 
that in venom had been made hard. All too soon did ye fall to working 
wrong against him and against me, whenas I abode at home with my 
father, and had all that I would, and had no will that anyone of you 
should be any of mine, as ye rode into our garth, ye three kings 
together; but then Atli led me apart privily, and asked me if I would not 
have him who rode Grani;—yea, a man nowise like unto you; but in 
those days I plighted myself to the son of King Sigmund and no other; 
and lo, now, no better shall ye fare for the death of me.” 

Then rose up Gunnar, and laid his arms about her neck, and 
besought her to live and have wealth from him; and all others in 
likewise letted her from dying; but she thrust them all from her, and 
said that it was not the part of any to let her in that which was her will. 

Then Gunnar called to Hogni, and prayed him for counsel, and bade 
him go to her, and see if he might perchance soften her dreadful heart, 
saying withal, that now they had need enough on their hands in the 
slaking of her grief, till time might get over. 

But Hogni answered, “Nay, let no man hinder her from dying, for no 
gain will she be to us, nor has she been gainsome since she came 
hither!” 

Now she bade bring forth much gold, and bade all those come thither 
who would have wealth: then she caught up a sword, and thrust it 
under her armpit, and sank aside upon the pillows, and said, “Come, 
take gold whoso will!” 

But all held their peace, and she said, “Take the gold, and be glad 
thereof!” 

And therewith she spake unto Gunnar, “Now for a little while will I 
tell of that which shall come to pass hereafter; for speedily shall ye be at 
one again with Gudrun by the rede of Grimhild, the Wise-wife; and the 
daughter of Gudrun and Sigurd shall be called Swanhild, the fairest of 
all women born. Gudrun shall be given to Atli, yet not with her good 
will. Thou shalt be fain to get Oddrun, but that shall Atli forbid thee; 
but privily shall ye meet, and much shall she love thee. Atli shall bewray 
thee, and cast thee into a worm-close, and thereafter shall Atli and his 
sons be slain, and Gudrun shall be their slayer; and afterwards shall the 
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great waves bear her to the burg of King Jonakr, to whom she shall bear 
sons of great fame: Swanhild shall be sent from the land and given to 
King Jormunrek; and her shall bite the rede of Bikki, and therewithal is 
the kin of you clean gone; and more sorrows therewith for Gudrun. 

“And now I pray thee, Gunnar, one last boon.—Let make a great bale 
on the plain meads for all of us; for me, and for Sigurd, and for those 
who were slain with him, and let that be covered over with cloth dyed 
red by the folk of the Gauls, and burn me thereon on one side of the 
King of the Huns, and on the other those men of mine, two at the head 
and two at the feet, and two hawks withal; and even so is all shared 
equally; and lay there betwixt us a drawn sword, as in the other days 
when we twain stepped into one bed together; and then may we have 
the name of man and wife, nor shall the door swing to the heel of him 
as I go behind him. Nor shall that be a niggard company if there follow 
him those five bondwomen and eight bondmen, whom my father gave 
me, and those burn there withal who were slain with Sigurd. 

“Now more yet would I say, but for my wounds, but my life-breath 
flits; the wounds open—yet have I said sooth.” 

Now is the dead corpse of Sigurd arrayed in an olden wise, and a 
mighty bale is raised, and when it was somewhat kindled there was laid 
thereon the dead corpse of Sigurd Fafnir’s-bane, and his son of three 
winters whom Brynhild had let slay, and Guttorm withal; and when the 
bale was all ablaze, thereunto was Brynhild borne out, when she had 
spoken with her bower-maidens, and bid them take the gold that she 
would give; and then died Brynhild, and was burned there by the side 
of Sigurd, and thus their life-days ended. 
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The Quest of the Holy Graal 

i 

How the King Went on Pilgrimage, and His Squire Was 
Slain in a Dream 

Now the King was minded to go on a pilgrimage, and he agreed with 
the Queen that he would set forth to seek the holy chapel of St. 
Augustine, which is in the White Forest, and may only be found by 
adventure. Much he wished to undertake the quest alone, but this the 
Queen would not suffer, and to do her pleasure he consented that a 
youth, tall and strong of limb, should ride with him as his squire. Chaus 
was the youth’s name, and he was son to Gwain li Aoutres. “Lie within 
to-night,” commanded the King, “and take heed that my horse be 
saddled at break of day, and my arms ready.” “At your pleasure, Sir,” 
answered the youth, whose heart rejoiced because he was going alone 
with the King. 

As night came on, all the Knights quitted the hall, but Chaus the 
squire stayed where he was, and would not take off his clothes or his 
shoes, lest sleep should fall on him and he might not be ready when the 
King called him. So he sat himself down by the great fire, but in spite of 
his will sleep fell heavily on him, and he dreamed a strange dream. 

In his dream it seemed that the King had ridden away to the quest, 
and had left his squire behind him, which filled the young man with 
fear. And in his dream he set the saddle and bridle on his horse, and 
fastened his spurs, and girt on his sword, and galloped out of the castle 
after the King. He rode on a long space, till he entered a thick forest, 
and there before him lay traces of the King’s horse, and he followed till 
the marks of the hoofs ceased suddenly at some open ground and he 
thought that the King had alighted there. On the right stood a chapel, 
and about it was a graveyard, and in the graveyard many coffins, and in 
his dream it seemed as if the King had entered the chapel, so the young 
man entered also. But no man did he behold save a Knight that lay 
dead upon a bier in the midst of the chapel, covered with a pall of rich 
silk, and four tapers in golden candlesticks were burning round him. 
The squire marvelled to see the body lying there so lonely, with no one 
near it, and likewise that the King was nowhere to be seen. Then he 
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took out one of the tall tapers, and hid the candlestick under his cloak, 
and rode away until he should find the King. 

On his journey through the forest he was stopped by a man black and 
ill-favoured, holding a large knife in his hand. 

“Ho! you that stand there, have you seen King Arthur?” asked the 

squire. 
“No, but I have met you, and I am glad thereof, for you have under 

your cloak one of the candlesticks of gold that was placed in honour of 
the Knight who lies dead in the chapel. Give it to me, and I will carry it 
back; and if you do not this of your own will, I will make you.” 

“By my faith!” cried the squire, “I will never yield it to you! Rather, 
will I carry it off and make a present of it to King Arthur.” 

“You will pay for it dearly,” answered the man, “if you yield it not up 
forthwith.” 

To this the squire did not make answer, but dashed forward, thinking 
to pass him by; but the man thrust at him with his knife, and it entered 
his body up to the hilt. And when the squire dreamed this, he cried, 
“Help! help! for I am a dead man!” 

As soon as the King and the Queen heard that cry they awoke from 
their sleep, and the Chamberlain said, “Sir, you must be moving, for it 
is day”; and the King rose and dressed himself, and put on his shoes. 
Then the cry came again: “Fetch me a priest, for I die!” and the King 
ran at great speed into the hall, while the Queen and the Chamberlain 
followed him with torches and candles. “What aileth you?” asked the 
King of his squire, and the squire told him of all that he had dreamed. 
“Ha,” said the King, “is it, then, a dream?” “Yes, Sir,” answered the 
squire, “but it is a right foul dream for me, for right foully it hath come 
true,” and he lifted his left arm, and said, “Sir, look you here! Lo, here 
is the knife that was struck in my side up to the haft.” After that, he 
drew forth the candlestick, and showed it to the King. “Sir, for this 
candlestick that I present to you was I wounded to the death!” The 
King took the candlestick in his hands and looked at it, and none so rich 
had he seen before, and he bade the Queen look also. “Sir,” said the 
squire again, “draw not forth the knife out of my body till I be shriven 
of the priest.” So the King commanded that a priest should be sent for, 
and when the squire had confessed his sins, the King drew the knife out 
of the body and the soul departed forthwith. Then the King grieved 
that the young man had come to his death in such strange wise, and 
ordered him a fair burial, and desired that the golden candlestick 
should be sent to the Church of Saint Paul in London, which at that 
time was newly built. 

After this King Arthur would have none to go with him on his quest, 
and many strange adventures he achieved before he reached the chapel 
of St. Augustine, which was in the midst of the White Forest. There he 
alighted from his horse, and sought to enter, but though there was 
neither door nor bar he might not pass the threshold. But from without 
he heard wondrous voices singing, and saw a light shining brighter than 
any that he had seen before, and visions such as he scarcely dared to 
look upon. And he resolved greatly to amend his sins, and to bring 
peace and order into his kingdom. So he set forth, strengthened and 
comforted, and after divers more adventures returned to his Court. 
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II 

The Coming of the Holy Graal 

It was on the eve of Pentecost that all the Knights of the Table Round 
met together at Camelot, and a great feast was made ready for them. 
And as they sat at supper they heard a loud noise, as of the crashing of 
thunder, and it seemed as if the roof would fall on them. Then, in the 
midst of the thunder, there entered a sunbeam, brighter by seven times 
than the brightest day, and its brightness was not of this world. The 
Knights held their peace, but every man looked at his neighbour, and 
his countenance shone fairer than ever it had done before. As they sat 
dumb, for their tongues felt as if they could speak nothing, there 
floated in the hall the Holy Graal, and over it a veil of white samite, so 
that none might see it nor who bare it. But sweet odours filled the place, 
and every Knight had set before him the food he loved best; and after 
that the Holy Vessel departed suddenly, they wist not where. When it 
had gone their tongues were loosened, and the King gave thanks for 
the wonders that they had been permitted to see. After that he had 
finished, Sir Gawaine stood up and vowed to depart the next morning 
in quest of the Holy Graal, and not to return until he had seen it. “But if 
after a year and a day I may not speed in my quest,” said he, “I shall 
come again, for I shall know that the sight of it is not for me.” And 
many of the Knights there sitting swore a like vow. 

But King Arthur, when he heard this, was sore displeased. “Alas!” 
cried he unto Sir Gawaine, “you have undone me by your vow. For 
through you is broken up the fairest fellowship, and the truest of 
knighthood, that ever the world saw, and when they have once 
departed they shall meet no more at the Table Round, for many shall 
die in the quest. It grieves me sore, for I have loved them as well as my 
own life.” So he spoke, and paused, and tears came into his eyes. “Ah, 
Gawaine, Gawaine! you have set me in great sorrow.” 

“Comfort yourself,” said Sir Lancelot, “for we shall win for ourselves 
great honour, and much more than if we had died in any other wise, 
since die we must.” But the King would not be comforted, and the 
Queen and all the Court were troubled also for the love which they had 
to these Knights. Then the Queen came to Sir Galahad, who was sitting 
among those Knights though younger he was than any of them, and 
asked him whence he came, and of what country, and if he was son to 
Sir Lancelot. And King Arthur did him great honour, and he rested 
him in his own bed. And next morning the King and Queen went into 
the Minster, and the Knights followed them, dressed all in armour, save 
only their shields and their helmets. When the service was finished the 
King would know how many of the fellowship had sworn to undertake 
the quest of the Graal, and they were counted, and found to number a 
hundred and fifty. They bade farewell, and mounted their horses, and 
rode through the streets of Camelot, and there was weeping of both 
rich and poor, and the King could not speak for weeping. And at 
sunrise they all parted company with each other, and every Knight took 
the way he best liked. 
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III 

The Adventure of Sir Galahad 

Now Sir Galahad had as yet no shield, and he rode four days without 
meeting any adventure, till at last he came to a White Abbey, where he 
dismounted and asked if he might sleep there that night. The brethren 
received him with great reverence, and led him to a chamber, where he 
took off his armour, and then saw that he was in the presence of two 
Knights. “Sirs,” said Sir Galahad, “what adventure brought you hither?” 
“Sir,” replied they, “we heard that within this Abbey is a shield that no 
man may hang round his neck without being dead within three days, or 
some mischief befalling him. And if we fail in the adventure, you shall 
take it upon you.” “Sirs,” replied Sir Galahad, “I agree well thereto, for 
as yet I have no shield.” 

So on the morn they arose and heard Mass, and then a monk led 
them behind an altar where hung a shield white as snow, with a red 
cross in the middle of it. “Sirs,” said the monk, “this shield cannot be 
hung round no Knight’s neck, unless he be the worthiest Knight in the 
world, and therefore I counsel you to be well advised.” 

“Well,” answered one of the Knights, whose name was King Bag- 
demagus, “I know truly that I am not the best Knight in the world, but 
yet shall I try to bear it,” and he bare it out of the Abbey. Then he said 
to Sir Galahad, “I pray you abide here still, till you know how I shall 
speed,” and he rode away, taking with him a squire to send tidings back 
to Sir Galahad. 

After King Bagdemagus had ridden two miles he entered a fair 
valley, and there met him a goodly Knight seated on a white horse and 
clad in white armour. And they came together with their spears, and Sir 
Bagdemagus was borne from his horse, for the shield covered him not 
at all. Therewith the strange Knight alighted and took the white shield 
from him, and gave it to the squire, saying, “Bear this shield to the good 
Knight Sir Galahad that thou hast left in the Abbey, and greet him well 
from me.” 

“Sir,” said the squire, “what is your name?” 
“Take thou no heed of my name,” answered the Knight, “for it is not 

for thee to know, nor for any earthly man.” 
“Now, fair Sir,” said the squire, “tell me for what cause this shield 

may not be borne lest ill befalls him who bears it.” 
“Since you have asked me,” answered the Knight, “know that no man 

shall bear this shield, save Sir Galahad only.” 
Then the squire turned to Bagdemagus, and asked him whether he 

were wounded or not. “Yes, truly,” said he, “and I shall hardly escape 
from death”; and scarcely could he climb on to his horse’s back when 
the squire brought it near him. But the squire led him to a monastery 
that lay in the valley, and there he was treated of his wounds, and after 
long lying came back to life. After the squire had given the Knight into 
the care of the monks, he rode back to the Abbey, bearing with him the 
shield. “Sir Galahad,” said he, alighting before him, “the Knight that 
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wounded Bagdemagus sends you greeting, and bids you bear this 
shield, which shall bring you many adventures.” 

“Now blessed be God and fortune,” answered Sir Galahad, and called 
for his arms, and mounted his horse, hanging the shield about his neck. 
Then, followed by the squire, he set out. They rode straight to the 
hermitage, where they saw the White Knight who had sent the shield to 
Sir Galahad. The two Knights saluted each other courteously, and then 
the White Knight told Sir Galahad the story of the shield, and how it 
had been given into his charge. Afterwards they parted, and Sir 
Galahad and his squire returned unto the Abbey whence they came. 

The monks made great joy at seeing Sir Galahad again, for they 
feared he was gone for ever; and as soon as he was alighted from his 
horse they brought him unto a tomb in the churchyard where there was 
night and day such a noise that any man who heard it should be driven 
nigh mad, or else lose his strength. “Sir,” they said, “we deem it a 
fiend.” Sir Galahad drew near, all armed save his helmet, and stood by 
the tomb. “Lift up the stone,” said a monk, and Galahad lifted it, and a 
voice cried, “Come thou not nigh me, Sir Galahad, for thou shalt make 
me go again where I have been so long.” But Galahad took no heed of 
him, and lifted the stone yet higher, and there rushed from the tomb a 
foul smoke, and in the midst of it leaped out the foulest figure that ever 
was seen in the likeness of a man. “Galahad,” said the figure, “I see 
about thee so many angels that my power dare not touch thee.” Then 
Galahad, stooping down, looked into the tomb, and he saw a body all 
armed lying there, with a sword by his side. “Fair brother,” said 
Galahad, “let us remove this body, for he is not worthy to be in this 
churchyard, being a false Christian man.” 

This being done they all departed and returned unto the monastery, 
where they lay that night, and the next morning Sir Galahad knighted 
Melias his squire, as he had promised him aforetime. So Sir Galahad 
and Sir Melias departed thence, in quest of the Holy Graal, but they 
soon went their different ways and fell upon different adventures. In 
his first encounter Sir Melias was sore wounded, and Sir Galahad came 
to his help, and left him to an old monk who said that he would heal 
him of his wounds in the space of seven weeks, and that he was thus 
wounded because he had not come clean to the quest of the Graal, as Sir 
Galahad had done. Sir Galahad left him there, and rode on till he came 
to the Castle of the Maidens, which he alone might enter who was free 
from sin. There he chased away the Knights who had seized the castle 
seven years agone, and restored all to the Duke’s daughter, who owned 
it of right. Besides this he set free the maidens who were kept in prison, 
and summoned all those Knights in the country round who had held 
their lands of the Duke, bidding them do homage to his daughter. And 
in the morning one came to him and told him that as the seven Knights 
fled from the Castle of Maidens they fell upon the path of Sir Gawaine, 
Sir Gareth, and Sir Lewaine, who were seeking Sir Galahad, and they 
gave battle; and the seven Knights were slain by the three Knights. “It is 
well,” said Galahad, and he took his armour and his horse and rode 
away. 

So when Sir Galahad left the Castle of Maidens he rode till he came to 
a waste forest, and there he met with Sir Lancelot and Sir Percivale; but 
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they knew him not, for he was now disguised. And they fought 
together, and the two Knights were smitten down out of the saddle. 
“God be with thee, thou best Knight in the world,” cried a nun who 
dwelt in a hermitage close by; and she said it in a loud voice, so that 
Lancelot and Percivale might hear. But Sir Galahad feared that she 
would make known who he was, so he spurred his horse and struck 
deep into the forest before Sir Lancelot and Sir Percivale could mount 
again. They knew not which path he had taken, so Sir Percivale turned 
back to ask advice of the nun, and Sir Lancelot pressed forward. 

IV 

How Sir Lancelot Saw a Vision, and Repented of His Sins 

He halted when he came to a stone cross, which had by it a block of 
marble, while nigh at hand stood an old chapel. He tied his horse to a 
tree, and hung his shield on a branch, and looked into the chapel, for 
the door was waste and broken. And he saw there a fair altar covered 
with a silken cloth, and a candlestick which had six branches, all of 
shining silver. A great light streamed from it, and at this sight Sir 
Lancelot would fain have entered in, but he could not. So he turned 
back sorrowful and dismayed, and took the saddle and bridle off his 
horse, and let him pasture where he would, while he himself unlaced 
his helm, and ungirded his sword, and lay down to sleep upon his 
shield, at the foot of the cross. 

As he lay there, half waking and half sleeping, he saw two white 
palfreys come by, drawing a litter, wherein lay a sick Knight. When they 
reached the cross they paused, and Sir Lancelot heard the Knight say, 
“O sweet Lord, when shall this sorrow leave me, and when shall the 
Holy Vessel come by me, through which I shall be blessed? For I have 
endured long, though my ill deeds were few.” Thus he spoke, and Sir 
Lancelot heard it, and of a sudden the great candlestick stood before 
the cross, though no man had brought it. And with it was a table of 
silver and the Holy Vessel of the Graal, which Lancelot had seen 
aforetime. Then the Knight rose up, and on his hands and knees he 
approached the Holy Vessel, and prayed, and was made whole of his 
sickness. After that the Graal went back into the chapel, and the light 
and the candlestick also, and Sir Lancelot would fain have followed, but 
could not, so heavy was the weight of his sins upon him. And the sick 
Knight arose and kissed the cross, and saw Sir Lancelot lying at the foot 
with his eyes shut. “I marvel greatly at this sleeping Knight,” he said to 
his squire, “that he had no power to wake when the Holy Vessel was 
brought hither.” “I dare right well say,” answered the squire, “that he 
dwelleth in some deadly sin, whereof he was never confessed.” “By my 
faith,” said the Knight, “he is unhappy, whoever he is, for he is of the 
fellowship of the Round Table, which have undertaken the quest of the 
Graal.” “Sir,” replied the squire, “you have all your arms here, save only 
your sword and your helm. Take therefore those of this strange Knight, 
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who has just put them off.” And the Knight did as his squire said, and 
took Sir Lancelot’s horse also, for it was better than his own. 

After they had gone Sir Lancelot waked up wholly, and thought of 
what he had seen, wondering if he were in a dream or not. Suddenly a 
voice spoke to him, and it said, “Sir Lancelot, more hard than is the 
stone, more bitter than is the wood, more naked and barren than is the 
leaf of the fig tree, art thou; therefore go from hence and withdraw 
thee from this holy place.” When Sir Lancelot heard this, his heart was 
passing heavy, and he wept, cursing the day when he had been born. 
But his helm and sword had gone from the spot where he had lain them 
at the foot of the cross, and his horse was gone also. And he smote 
himself and cried, “My sin and my wickedness have done me this 
dishonour; for when I sought wordly adventures for worldly desires I 
ever achieved them and had the better in every place, and never was I 
discomfited in any quarrel, were it right or wrong. And now I take 
upon me the adventures of holy things, I see and understand that my 
old sin hinders me, so that I could not move nor speak when the Holy 
Graal passed by.” Thus he sorrowed till it was day, and he heard the 
birds sing, and at that he felt comforted. And as his horse was gone 
also, he departed on foot with a heavy heart. 

V 

The Adventure of Sir Percivale 

All this while Sir Percivale had pursued adventures of his own, and 
came nigh unto losing his life, but he was saved from his enemies by the 
good Knight, Sir Galahad, whom he did not know, although he was 
seeking him, for Sir Galahad now bore a red shield, and not a white 
one. And at last the foes fled deep into the forest, and Sir Galahad 
followed; but Sir Percivale had no horse and was forced to stay behind. 
Then his eyes were opened, and he knew it was Sir Galahad who had 
come to his help, and he sat down under a tree and grieved sore. 

While he was sitting there a Knight passed by riding a black horse, 
and when he was out of sight a yeoman came pricking after as fast as he 
might, and, seeing Sir Percivale, asked if he had seen a Knight mounted 
on a black horse. “Yes, Sir, forsooth,” answered Sir Percivale, “why do 
you want to know?” “Ah, Sir, that is my steed which he has taken from 
me, and wherever my lord shall find me, he is sure to slay me.” “Well,” 
said Sir Percivale, “thou seest that I am on foot, but had I a good horse I 
would soon come up with him.” “Take my hackney,” said the yoeman, 
“and do the best you can, and I shall follow you on foot to watch how 
you speed.” Sir Percivale rode as fast as he might, and at last he saw that 
Knight, and he hailed him. The Knight turned and set his spear against 
Sir Percivale, and smote the hackney in the breast, so that he fell dead 
to the earth, and Sir Percivale fell with him; then the Knight rode away. 
But Sir Percivale was mad with wrath, and cried to the Knight to return 
and fight with him on foot, and the Knight answered not and went on 
his way. When Sir Percivale saw that he would not turn, he threw 
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himself on the ground, and cast away his helm and sword, and 
bemoaned himself for the most unhappy of all Knights; and there he 
abode the whole day, and being faint and weary, slept till it was 
midnight. And at midnight he waked and saw before him a woman, 
who said to him right fiercely, “Sir Percivale, what doest thou here?” 
“Neither good nor great ill,” answered he. “If thou wilt promise to do 
my will when I call upon you,” said she, “I will lend you my own horse, 
and he shall bear thee whither thou shalt choose.” This Sir Percivale 
promised gladly, and the woman went and returned with a black horse, 
so large and well-apparelled that Sir Percivale marvelled. But he 
mounted him gladly, and drove in his spurs, and within an hour and 
less the horse bare him four days’journey hence, and would have borne 
him into a rough water that roared, had not Sir Percivale pulled at his 
bridle. The Knight stood doubting, for the water made a great noise, 
and he feared lest his horse could not get through it. Still, wishing 
greatly to pass over, he made himself ready, and signed the sign of the 
cross upon his forehead. 

At that the bend which had taken the shape of a horse shook off Sir 
Percivale and dashed into the water, crying and making great sorrow; 
and it seemed to him that the water burned. Then Sir Percivale knew 
that it was not a horse but a bend, which would have brought him to 
perdition, and he gave thanks and prayed all that night long. As soon as 
it was day he looked about him, and saw he was in a wild mountain, girt 
round with the sea and hlled with wild beasts. Then he rose and went 
into a valley, and there he saw a young serpent bring a young lion by 
the neck, and after that there passed a great lion, crying and roaring 
after the serpent, and a berce battle began between them. Sir Percivale 
thought to help the lion, as he was the more natural beast of the twain, 
and he drew his sword and set his shield before him, and gave the 
serpent a deadly buffet. When the lion saw that, he made him all the 
cheer that a beast might make a man, and fawned about him like a 
spaniel, and stroked him with his paws. And about noon the lion took 
his little whelp, and placed him on his back, and bare him home again, 
and Sir Percivale, being left alone, prayed till he was comforted. But at 
eventide the lion returned, and couched down at his feet, and all night 
long he and the lion slept together. 

VI 

An Adventure of Sir Lancelot 

As Lancelot went his way through the forest he met with many 
hermits who dwelled therein, and had adventure with the Knight who 
stole his horse and his helm, and got them back again. And he learned 
from one of the hermits that Sir Galahad was his son, and that it was he 
who at the Feast of Pentecost had sat in the Siege Perilous, which it was 
ordained by Merlin that none should sit in save the best Knight in the 
world. All that night Sir Lancelot abode with the hermit and laid him to 
rest, a hair shirt always on his body, and it pricked him sorely, but he 
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bore it meekly and suffered the pain. When the day dawned he bade 
the hermit farewell. As he rode he came to a fair plain, in which was a 
great castle set about with tents and pavilions of divers hues. Here were 
full five hundred Knights riding on horseback, and those near the castle 
were mounted on black horses with black trappings, and they that were 
without were on white horses and their trappings white. And the two 
sides fought together, and Sir Lancelot looked on. 

At last it seemed to him that the black Knights nearest the castle fared 
the worst, so, as he ever took the part of the weaker, he rode to their 
help and smote many of the white Knights to the earth and did 
marvellous deeds of arms. But always the white Knights held round Sir 
Lancelot to tire him out. And as no man may endure for ever, in the 
end Sir Lancelot waxed so faint of fighting that his arms would not lift 
themselves to deal a stroke; then they took him, and led him away into 
the forest and made him alight from his horse and rest, and when he 
was taken the fellowship of the castle were overcome for want of him. 
“Never ere now was I at tournament or jousts but I had the best,” 
moaned Sir Lancelot to himself, as soon as the Knights had left him and 
he was alone. “But now am I shamed, and I am persuaded that I am 
more sinful than ever I was.” Sorrowfully he rode on till he passed a 
chapel, where stood a nun, who called to him and asked him his name 
and what he was seeking. 

So he told her who he was, and what had befallen him at the 
tournament, and the vision that had come to him in his sleep. “Ah, 
Lancelot,” said she, “as long as you were a knight of earthly knighthood 
you were the most wonderful man in the world and the most 
adventurous. But now, since you are set among Knights of heavenly 
adventures, if you were worsted at that tournament it is no marvel. For 
the tournament was meant for a sign, and the earthly Knights were they 
who were clothed in black in token of the sins of which they were not 
yet purged. And the white Knights were they who had chosen the way 
of holiness, and in them the quest has already begun. Thus you beheld 
both the sinners and the good men, and when you saw the sinners over¬ 
come you went to their help, as they were your fellows in boasting and 
pride of the world, and all that must be left in that quest. And that 
caused your misadventure. Now that I have warned you of your vain¬ 
glory and your pride, beware of everlasting pain, for of all earthly 
Knights I have pity of you, for I know well that among earthly sinful 
Knights you are without peer.” 

VII 

An Adventure of Sir Gawaine 

Sir Gawaine rode long without meeting any adventure, and from 
Pentecost to Michaelmas found none that pleased him. But at 
Michaelmas he met Sir Ector de Maris and rejoiced greatly. 

As they sat talking there appeared before them a hand showing unto 
the elbow covered with red samite, and holding a great candle that 
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burned right clear; and the hand passed into the chapel and vanished, 
they knew not where. Then they heard a voice which said, “Knights full 
of evil faith and poor belief, these two things have failed you, and 
therefore you may not come to the adventure of the Holy Graal.” And 
this same told them a holy man to whom they confessed their sins, 
“for,” said he, “you have failed in three things, charity, fasting, and 
truth, and have been great murderers. But sinful as Sir Lancelot was, 
since he went into the quest he never slew man, nor shall, till he come 
into Camelot again. For he has taken upon him to forsake sin. And 
were he not so unstable, he should be the next to achieve it, after 
Galahad his son. Yet shall he die an holy man, and in earthly sinful men 
he has no fellow.” 

“Sir,” said Gawaine, “by your words it seems that our sins will not let 
us labour in that quest?” “Truly,” answered the hermit, “there be an 
hundred such as you to whom it will bring naught but shame.” So 
Gawaine departed and followed Sir Ector, who had ridden on before. 

VIII 

The Adventure of Sir Bors 

When Sir Bors left Camelot on his quest he met a holy man riding on 
an ass, and Sir Bors saluted him. Then the good man knew him to be 
one of the Knights who were in quest of the Holy Graal. “What are 
you?” said he, and Sir Bors answered, “I am a Knight that fain would be 
counselled in the quest of the Graal, for he shall have much earthly 
worship that brings it to an end.” “That is true,” said the good man, “for 
he will be the best Knight in the world, but know well that there shall 
none attain it but by holiness and by confession of sin.” So they rode 
together till they came to the hermitage, and the good man led Sir Bors 
into the chapel, where he made confession of his sins, and they ate 
bread and drank water together. “Now,” said the hermit, “I pray you 
that you eat none other till you sit at the table where the Holy Graal 
shall be.” “Sir,” answered Sir Bors, “I agree thereto, but how know you 
that I shall sit there?” “That know I,” said the holy man, “but there will 
be but few of your fellows with you. Also instead of a shirt you shall 
wear this garment until you have achieved your quest,” and Sir Bors 
took off his clothes, and put on instead a scarlet coat. Then the good 
man questioned him, and marvelled to find him pure in life, and he 
armed him and bade him go. After this Sir Bors rode through many 
lands, and had many adventures, and was often sore tempted, but 
remembered the words of the holy man and kept his life clean of 
wrong. And once he had by mischance almost slain his own brother, but 
a voice cried, “Flee, Bors, and touch him not,” and he hearkened and 
stayed his hand. And there fell between them a fiery cloud, which 
burned up both their shields, and they two fell to the earth in a great 
swoon; but when they awakened out of it Bors saw that his brother had 
no harm. With that the voice spoke to him saying, “Bors, go hence and 
bear your brother fellowship no longer; but take your way to the sea, 
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where Sir Percivale abides till you come.” Then Sir Bors prayed his 
brother to forgive him all he had unknowingly done, and rode straight 
to the sea. On the shore he found a vessel covered with white samite, 
and as soon as he stepped in the vessel it set sail so fast it might have 
been flying, and Sir Bors lay down and slept till it was day. When he 
waked he saw a Knight lying in the midst of the ship, all armed save for 
his helm, and he knew him for Sir Percivale, and welcomed him with 
great joy; and they told each other of their adventures and of their 
temptations, and had great happiness in each other’s company. “We 
lack nothing but Galahad, the good Knight,” Sir Percivale said. 

IX 

Adventure of Sir Galahad 

Sir Galahad rested one evening at a hermitage. And while he was 
resting, there came a gentlewoman and asked leave of the hermit to 
speak with Sir Galahad, and would not be denied, though she was told 
he was weary and asleep. Then the hermit waked Sir Galahad and bade 
him rise, as a gentlewoman had great need of him, so Sir Galahad rose 
and asked her what she wished. “Galahad,” said she, “I will that you 
arm yourself, and mount your horse and follow me, and I will show you 
the highest adventure that ever any Knight saw.” And Sir Galahad bade 
her go, and he would follow wherever she led. In three days they 
reached the sea, where they found the ship where Sir Bors and Sir 
Percivale were lying. And the lady bade him leave his horse behind and 
said she would leave hers also, but their saddles and bridles they would 
take on board the ship. This they did, and were received with great joy 
by the two Knights; then the sails were spread, and the ship was driven 
before the wind at a marvellous pace till they reached the land of 
Logris, the entrance to which lies between two great rocks with a 
whirlpool in the middle. 

Their own ship might not get safely through; but they left it and went 
into another ship that lay there, which had neither man nor woman in 
it. At the end of the ship was written these words: “Thou man which 
shalt enter this ship beware thou be in steadfast belief; if thou fail, I 
shall not help thee.” Then the gentlewoman turned and said, “Per¬ 
civale, do you know who I am?” “No, truly,” answered he. “I am your 
sister, and therefore you are the man in the world that I most love. If 
you are without faith, or have any hidden sin, beware how you enter, 
else you will perish.” “Fair sister,” answered he, “I shall enter therein, 
for if I am an untrue Knight then shall I perish.” So they entered the 
ship, and it was rich and well adorned, that they all marvelled. 

In the midst of it was a fair bed, and Sir Galahad went thereto and 
found on it a crown of silk, and a sword drawn out of its sheath half a 
foot and more. The sword was of divers fashions, and the pommel of 
stone, wrought about with colours, and every colour with its own virtue, 
and the handle was of the ribs of two beasts. The one was the bone of a 
serpent, and no hand that handles it shall ever become weary or hurt; 
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and the other is a bone of a fish that swims in Euphrates, and whoso 
handles it shall not think on joy or sorrow that he has had, but only on 
that which he beholds before him. And no man shall grip this sword but 
one that is better than other men. So first Sir Percivale stepped forward 
and set his hand to the sword, but he might not grasp it. Next Sir Bors 
tried to seize it, but he also failed. When Sir Galahad beheld the sword, 
he saw that there was written on it, in letters of blood, that he who tried 
to draw it should never fail of shame in his body or be wounded to the 
death. “By my faith,” said Galahad, “I would draw this sword out of its 
sheath, but the offending is so great I shall not lay my hand thereto.” 
“Sir,” answered the gentlewoman, “know that no man can draw this 
sword save you alone”; and she told him many tales of the Knights who 
had set their hands to it, and of the evil things that had befallen them. 
And they all begged Sir Galahad to grip the sword, as it was ordained 
that he should. “I will grip it,” said Galahad, “to give you courage, but it 
belongs no more to me than it does to you.” Then he gripped it tight 
with his fingers, and the gentlewoman girt him about the middle with 
the sword, and after that they left that ship and went into another, 
which brought them to land, where they fell upon many strange 
adventures. And when they had wrought many great deeds, they 
departed from each other. But first Sir Percivale’s sister died, being 
bled to death, so that another lady might live, and she prayed them to 
lay her body in a boat and leave the boat to go as the winds and waves 
carried it. And so it was done, and Sir Percivale wrote a letter telling 
how she had helped them in all their adventures; and he put it in her 
right hand, and laid her in a barge, and covered it with black silk. And 
the wind arose and drove it from their sight. 

X 

Sir Lancelot Meets Sir Galahad, and They Part for Ever 

Now we must tell what happened to Sir Lancelot. 
When he was come to a water called Mortoise he fell asleep, awaiting 

for the adventure that should be sent to him, and in his sleep a voice 
spoke to him, and bade him rise and take his armour, and enter the first 
ship he should find. So he started up and took his arms and made him 
ready, and on the strand he found a ship that was without sail or oar. As 
soon as he was within the ship, he felt himself wrapped round with a 
sweetness such as he had never known before, as if all that he could 
desire was fulfilled. And with this joy and peace about him he fell 
asleep. When he woke he found near him a fair bed, with a dead lady 
lying on it, whom he knew to be Sir Percivale’s sister, and in her hand 
was the tale of her adventures, which Sir Lancelot took and read. For a 
month or more they dwelt in that ship together, and one day, when it 
had drifted near the shore, he heard a sound as of a horse; and when 
the steps came nearer he saw that a Knight was riding him. At the sight 
of the ship the Knight alighted and took the saddle and bridle, and the 
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Knight saluted him and said, “What is your name? for my heart goeth 
out to you.” 

“Truly,” answered he, “my name is Sir Lancelot du Lake.” 
“Sir,” said the new Knight, “you are welcome, for you were the 

beginner of me in the world.” 
“Ah,” cried Sir Lancelot, “is it you, then, Galahad?” 
“Yes, in sooth,” said he, and kneeled down and asked Lancelot’s 

blessing, and then took off his helm and kissed him. And there was 
great joy between them, and they told each other all that had befallen 
them since they left King Arthur’s Court. Then Galahad saw the 
gentlewoman dead on the bed, and he knew her, and said he held her 
in great worship, and that she was the best maid in the world, and how 
it was great pity that she had come to her death. But when Lancelot 
heard that Galahad had won the marvellous sword he prayed that he 
might see it, and kissed the pommel and the hilt, and the scabbard. “In 
truth,” he said, “never did I know of adventures so wonderful and 
strange.” So dwelled Lancelot and Galahad in that ship for half a year, 
and served God daily and nightly with all their power. And after six 
months had gone it befell that on a Monday they drifted to the edge of 
the forest, where they saw a Knight with white armour bestriding one 
horse and holding another all white, by the bridle. And he came to the 
ship, and saluted the two Knights and said, “Galahad, you have been 
long enough with your father, therefore leave that ship and start upon 
this horse, and go on the quest of the Holy Graal.” So Galahad went to 
his father and kissed him, saying, “Fair sweet father, I know not if I 
shall see you more till I have beheld the Holy Graal.” Then they heard a 
voice which said, “The one shall never see the other till the day of 
doom.” “Now, Galahad,” said Lancelot, “since we are to bid farewell for 
ever now, I pray to the great Father to preserve me and you both.” 
“Sir,” answered Galahad, “no prayer availeth so much as yours.” 

The next day Sir Lancelot made his way back to Camelot, where he 
found King Arthur and Guenevere; but many of the Knights of the 
Round Table were slain and destroyed, more than the half. All the 
Court was passing glad to see Sir Lancelot, and the King asked many 
things of his son Sir Galahad. 

XI 

How Sir Galahad Found the Graal and Died 
of That Finding 

Sir Galahad rode on till he met Sir Percivale and afterwards Sir Bors, 
whom they greeted most gladly, and they bare each other company. 
First they came to the Castle of Carbonek, where dwelled King Pelles, 
who welcomed them with joy, for he knew by their coming that they 
had fulfilled the quest of the Graal. They then departed on other 
adventures, and with the blood out of the Holy Lance Galahad anointed 
the maimed King and healed him. That same night at midnight a voice 
bade them arise and quit the castle, which they did, followed by three 
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Knights of Gaul. Then Galahad prayed every one of them that if they 
reached King Arthur’s Court they should salute Sir Lancelot his father, 
and those Knights of the Round Table that were present, and with that 
he left them, and Sir Bors and Sir Percivale with him. For three days 
they rode till they came to a shore, and found a ship awaiting them. 
And in the midst of it was the table of silver, and the Holy Graal which 
was covered with red samite. Then were their hearts right glad, and 
they made great reverence thereto, and Galahad prayed that at what 
time he asked, he might depart out of this world. So long he prayed that 
at length a voice said to him, “Galahad, thou shalt have thy desire, and 
when thou askest the death of the body thou shalt have it, and shalt find 
the life of the soul.” Percivale likewise heard the voice, and besought 
Galahad to tell him why he asked such things. And Galahad answered, 
“The other day when we saw a part of the adventures of the Holy Graal, 
I was in such a joy of heart that never did man feel before, and I knew 
well that when my body is dead my soul shall be in joy of which the 
other was but a shadow.” 

Some time were the three Knights in that ship, till at length they saw 
before them the city of Sarras. Then they took from the ship the table 
of silver, and Sir Percivale and Sir Bors went first, and Sir Galahad 
followed after to the gate of the city, where sat an old man that was 
crooked. At the sight of the old man Sir Galahad called to him to help 
them carry the table, for it was heavy. “Truly,” answered the old man, 
“it is ten years since I have gone without crutches.” “Care not for that,” 
said Galahad, “but rise up and show your good will.” So he arose and 
found himself as whole as ever he was, and he ran to the table and held 
up the side next Galahad. And there was much noise in the city that a 
cripple was healed by three Knights newly entered in. This reached the 
ears of the King, who sent for the Knights and questioned them. And 
they told him the truth, and of the Holy Graal; but the King listened 
nothing to all they said, but put them into a deep hole in the prison. 
Even here they were not without comfort, for a vision of the Holy Graal 
sustained them. And at the end of a year the King lay sick and felt he 
should die, and he called the three Knights and asked forgiveness of 
the evil he had done to them, which they gave gladly. Then he died, 
and the whole city was afraid and knew not what to do, till while they 
were in counsel a voice came to them and bade them choose the 
youngest of the three strange Knights for their King. And they did so. 
After Galahad was proclaimed King, he ordered that a coffer of gold 
and precious stones should be made to encompass the table of silver, 
and every day he and the two Knights would kneel before it and make 
their prayers. 

Now at the year’s end, and on the selfsame day that Galahad had 
been crowned King, he arose up early and came with the two Knights to 
the Palace; and he saw a man in the likeness of a Bishop, encircled by a 
great crowd of angels, kneeling before the Holy Vessel. And he called 
to Galahad and said to him, “Come forth, thou servant of Christ, and 
thou shalt see what thou hast much desired to see.” Then Galahad 
began to tremble right hard, when the flesh first beheld the things of 
the spirit, and he held up his hands to heaven and said, “Lord, I thank 
thee, for now I see that which hath been my desire for many a day. 
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Now, blessed Lord, I would no longer live, if it might please Thee.” 
Then Galahad went to Percivale and kissed him, and commended him 
to God; and he went to Sir Bors and kissed him, and commended him 
to God, and said, “Fair lord, salute me to my lord Sir Lancelot, my 
father, and bid him remember this unstable world.” Therewith he 
kneeled down before the table and made his prayers, and while he was 
praying his soul suddenly left the body and was carried by angels up 
into heaven, which the two Knights right well beheld. Also they saw 
come from heaven a hand, but no body behind it, and it came unto the 
Vessel, and took it and the spear, and bare them back to heaven. And 
since then no man has dared to say that he has seen the Holy Graal. 

When Percivale and Bors saw Galahad lying dead they made as much 
sorrow as ever two men did, and the people of the country and of the 
city were right heavy. And they buried him as behtted their King. As 
soon as Galahad was buried, Sir Percivale sought a hermitage outside 
the city, and put on the dress of a hermit, and Sir Bors was always with 
him, but kept the dress that he wore at Court. When a year and two 
months had passed Sir Percivale died also, and was buried by the side of 
Galahad; and Sir Bors left that land, and after long riding came to 
Camelot. Then was there great joy made of him in the Court, for they 
had held him as dead; and the King ordered great clerks to attend him, 
and to write down all his adventures and those of Sir Percivale and Sir 
Galahad. Next, Sir Lancelot told the adventures of the Graal which he 
had seen, and this likewise was written and placed with the other in 
almonries at Salisbury. And by and by Sir Bors said to Sir Lancelot, 
“Galahad your son saluteth you by me, and after you King Arthur and 
all the Court, and so did Sir Percivale; for I buried them with mine own 
hands in the City of Sarras. Also, Sir Lancelot, Galahad prayeth you to 
remember of this uncertain world, as you promised when you were 
together!” “That is true,” said Sir Lancelot, “and I trust his prayer may 
avail me.” But the prayer but little availed Sir Lancelot, for he fell to his 
old sins again. And now the Knights were few that survived the search 
for the Graal, and the evil days of Arthur began. 
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The Enchantment of Lionarda 

The lords of the kingdom of Thrace led Palmerin to a hill, from 
whence they showed him the place where Lionarda remained en¬ 
chanted. Now as the day was clear, at the foot of the hill he beheld in a 
pleasant valley some brave and stately towers among the green trees, a 
goodly sight to behold; for not only was the valley wherein they were 
edified as fresh and delightful a place as nature could make, but also 
the edifices and palaces displayed such numerous pinnacles and 
sumptuous varandas of marble, so white and lofty, that they seemed to 
touch the sky; with other surpassing devices and inventions, so worthy 
of admiration that he thought them to be framed by the celestial powers 
rather than by any earthly creatures. 

Well was Palmerin pleased to see a thing so pleasant; and though at 
that time his spirit was as it were dead with the longing remembrances 
which tormented it, yet the beauty of the place stirred in him a certain 
lively joy, and he thought how fair a lot would be his who should enjoy 
it, together with Lionarda; a lot which, however fair, he wished not for 
himself, nothing sufficing for him, but only the hope he had of his 
services and merits with Polinarda. After he had stayed awhile, 
beholding the manner of the valley, and thinking of the dangers which 
had been menaced, holding them in little, seeing that the place rather 
promised to delight the senses than to dismay the heart, he began to 
think lightly of the enterprize, which in truth a wise man ought not to 
have done, because that divers times the doubtfullest things have the 
pleasantest issue; and that which seemeth most pleasant at the begin¬ 
ning, doth prove to be the sharpest danger in the ending. But as in 
Palmerin this contempt of the danger arose from his surpassing 
hardihood, and from the many dangers which he had happily gone 
through, and this seemed to threaten none, he is the less worthy of 
blame. 

One of the knights that kept him company then advanced from 
among the others; he was a man of great authority, for his grey hairs, 
and the quality of his person, and the experience of things which many 
years had shewn him. “Sir knight,” said he to Palmerin, “to whom 
fortune hath alway been so great a friend, that in no danger or distress 

7/ 



72 The Enchantment of Lionarda 

hath she ever played you false, not for this, your accustomed pros¬ 
perity, should you cease to fear dangers, which to appearance may seem 
little; for she who in great things hath been willing to forward you, may 
peradventure in lesser ones forsake you, for the greater proof of her 
power: moreover, nothing should be judged of by its first appearance, 
seeing from such judgment errors arise for which afterwards there is no 
remedy. This I say, because the adventure which you are about to essay 
seemeth in its beginning more made for contentment than to be feared. 
But I would have you know, that this contentment is to be gained by 
danger, and perchance when you find yourself in it, you will find it 
greater than you thought for.” 

“Sir,” answered Palmerin, “your counsel, shewing so great good will, 
deserves a guerdon which I cannot now bestow; and indeed your words 
are full of truth. I am right thankful that you have given me so good a 
lesson to bear in mind hereafter; God grant that this may have the end 
which we all desire, and if I speed to my wish, I will not be unmindful 
of your friendly warning.” This promise, presented with so great 
humanity, inflamed a sudden envy in the hearts of some there present, 
who for the hope they had to see him king, began to enter into more 
praises than any true or faithful subject would offer. For they began to 
persuade him, that no adventure, how dangerous soever it proved, 
might astonish his person: but he declining from such praise as was the 
daily gift and work of flatterers, set spurs to his horse, and rode down 
the hill. 

An example surely worthy of great praise to all princes and rulers 
living on the earth, that they should not incline and lean to such, who 
only study with sweet words, flattering tales, and false reports, to rest 
and bring them asleep in so vile an exercise. Which painted faces if they 
would surpass, their subjects, friends, and servants, should be equally 
regarded, their renown plentifully increased, and accordingly hon¬ 
oured; yea, the virtuous should be richly rewarded, and the vicious 
rightfully for ever reproached; then would not the plain dealer be 
governed by such as have been noted, but the good should be openly 
discerned from the evil, and all enjoy one hope for a continual quiet: 
but to our matter. As soon as Palmerin pricked forward, the light began 
to darken, the air to be marvellously troubled, and misty, so that the 
lords of Thrace lost sight of him, and could not even see one another; 
and there was loud thundering, and great earthquakes, and other 
fearful signs, so they were overcome with such fear, that some fell 
before their horses, being astounded; others lost their stirrups and 
clung to the horses’ necks, and thus they made their way to the city, 
tearing their cloaks in the thickets, neither remembering the road nor 
any thing else. But as the signs that day were different from what they 
had been at any former time when this adventure had been essayed, the 
city itself was overspread with so thick and black a cloud, and filled with 
sounds so dolorous and dismayful, that no one had either judgment so 
free, or heart so strong, as to be exempt from the fear which these 
terrors occasioned. 

Selviam, whom Palmerin had ordered to stay upon the hill, seeing his 
master as he deemed in such danger, forgot all fear, and being guided 
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by the love with which he served him, spurred his horse to follow him. 
But as the nature of the enchantment was, that no one could enter the 
forbidden ground, except by great prowess and force of arms, he found 
himself suddenly in the city, without knowing how he came there, in 
company with the rest, and at such time as the cloud was beginning to 
disperse: Palmerin, meantime, remembering the Words of the old 
knight, perceived the error of his first opinion; for he knew not whither 
he went in that thick darkness, nor could he resist an inward pain, 
which seemed as if it would have rent his heart; wherat he greatly 
marvelled, thinking that nothing but his own passion could have 
touched him there. And now, certain invisible bodies approached him, 
and by force plucked him from the saddle, and threw him down; and 
though to defend himself he drew his sword, and struck on all sides, he 
found that his blows did no harm, for they were smitten against the air. 
Then he thought to mount on horseback again, but his labour was in 
vain; it was not possible for him to find his horse, which was far enough 
away, and presently, not only his sword was taken from him, but 
likewise all his armour was caught away on a sudden; whereat he began 
to stand in some fear, as knowing that strength hath need of arms to 
execute its purpose. Finding himself thus disarmed, and weary with 
striving to seize these bodies which were without souls, he sate himself 
down, not knowing what to do, and holding that the adventure was 
impossible to be achieved, for he could see none with whom to fight; 
and even if he had seen any, he was spoiled of all implement of offence 
or defence. The darkness became every minute more and more; he 
could neither go forward nor return; wherefore he said to himself, 
“Certes, there are more adventures in the world than men suspect; and 
let not him who is without mishap wish to enter into them, for he who 
fears it least will find it, and they who have longest avoided it cannot 
escape at last.” 

The history saith that Palmerin remained some time sitting upon the 
ground, deliberating with himself what he should do; and seeing that in 
these cases there was no room for counsels, he rose without any 
determination, committing himself to the difficulties which fortune 
might ordain, and careless what might happen, even if it were the end 
of his life, which he was resolved to sell as dearly as he could, believing 
that he who does what he can when dying, satisfies with his life what he 
owes to honour. Still it troubled him to see himself without arms, 
fearing that for lack of them he could not fulfil his intention. But what 
most dismayed him was, to feel his soul so depressed within him, that 
his limbs seemed to be almost deprived of their wonted virtue. And now 
there came from the hill above, a mighty and terrible thundering, that 
he expected the earth would have opened under him. With this he 
heard fearful hollow voices, and when the rolling sounds reached him, 
then was he snatched up a mighty height, and presently let fall, so that 
he thought himself descending to the abyss. These fears, however, he 
underwent as one who expected worse; what he most grieved at being 
that they were of such a nature that resistance could not be made. At 
this time the darkness began to clear away, when he found himself to be 
in the midst of a little island, enclosed round about with a water so black 
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and deep, that it seemed as if it came from the centre of the earth. In 
the midst of this islet Palmerin espied an old withered tree, and 
underneath it stood a knight armed in his own lost armour, with his 
sword likewise in his hand, who said unto him, “Now, O thou valiant 
knight, I would fain see what thy courage will avail, or by what means 
thou canst defend thyself from the wrath of my hands, which with the 
edge of thy own sword will mangle thy flesh and bones, whereon the 
wild beasts of the country shall feed: so that thy renown, famed over all 
the whole earth, shall here take full end, where none can approach to 
bear witness of thy death.” 

Of a truth, he who should say that Palmerin was at this time free from 
the fears which such a danger might well bring upon him, might say 
what he pleased; for his heart, though it were always accompanied with 
all virtue and all courage, at that hour was not so, in that he was 
destitute of any thing for his defence in this extremity; and seeing that 
he had to defend himself with nothing but the limbs which nature had 
given him, against an armed enemy, who, according to his proportions 
and semblance, was no little to be feared, committing himself to the will 
of fortune, though things of honour ought not to be committed to her, 
yet being in such a state that there was no other remedy, he approached 
the knight, who with all fierceness advanced to meet him with his lifted 
sword. A dark cloud suddenly overshadowed them; but in the cloud, 
though he saw him not, Palmerin seized him in his arms, and the other 
thrust his sword into his breast up to the hilt, he feeling such pain as if 
he had indeed received so deadly a thrust; and though against such a 
fear no courage could suffice, yet was his such that it never forsook him, 
and he grappled with that phantom, till by fine force at length he 
overthrew; then meaning to cut off his head, at the instant when he 
drew the sword out of his own body, the cloud dispersed, and he found 
himself with it in his hand, and his armour under the tree, but the 
knight was gone. 

Amazed at these things, but seeing that what was at first so fearful 
proved at last to be fantastic and vain, he began to recover confidence, 
and donned his armour, wherewith he felt his strength increased, and a 
lively hope of more wonders, being now disposed to be delighted with 
them. Presently the day cleared, and he could see every thing as far as 
the eye could reach, and then on the other side beyond the island, in 
the midst of a green field and among goodly trees, he saw the edifices 
which he had seen from the hill; but there was no way of crossing to 
them, because of that great water which hath been spoken of, except by 
swimming; and this he feared to attempt, having no skill therein. 
Moreover, the bank on both sides was so steep that its height appeared 
immeasurable. Now seeing that he had this precipice to descend, and 
neither knowing how he could get up on the opposite side, nor how he 
could get to it, for the weight of his armour would drown him, he was 
so confounded, that neither was his courage sufficient to induce him to 
attempt it, nor his understanding to console him. There seemed to be 
no remedy, and for his more dismay, on the other side of the water he 
espied a company of monstrous and misshapen beasts, who seemed to 
be waiting there to devour him; and as if they were quarrelling who 
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should be the first to fall on him, they began a furious battle, some 
helping others, so that it looked like a challenge and pitched battle, 
party against party. This Palmerin judged to be one of the most notable 
things that ever he had seen: for while the battle continued many of 
them spoiled and killed one another, howling the while so loudly, that it 
was heard in the city as though they were in the midst of it, so that the 
fear there was greatly increased, for they thought that Palmerin was 
surely in some great danger. He who resented the most fear was 
Selviam, grieving that he was not present with his lord, to go through 
the same dangers, with that true love of a faithful servant, which 
masters for the most part understand so well, and so ill requite. The 
fury of this battle was so great, that at last all who were engaged in it lay 
dead upon the held. 

Their grievous fight being thus ended, Palmerin went about the 
island, to see where he might have passage to the other side. At last, in 
one part where the waters made a resting-place, he espied a boat, 
having four oars in it, which were handled and governed by four beasts 
of marvellous bigness, each one tied with a mighty chain, and at the 
poop sate a mighty lion, all imbrued in blood, as though he were master 
of the passage, who fed himself with nothing else but the flesh of his 
passengers. 

While Palmerin was beholding this fearful boat, he espied a man on 
the farther side, crying to the beasts to carry him over with them; 
whereat he was much amazed, as thinking no man to be so foolish as to 
hazard himself in so perilous a river with such boatmen, and under 
such a pilot. The boat put off to take him in, and the man was no sooner 
entered, but the lion seized him in his paws, and with his mighty claws 
straightway rent him in pieces, and devoured him, giving part to his 
companions, the rowers; for this was their ordinary food. Any one may 
conceive in what state was Palmerin’s heart, when he beheld all this, for 
he saw no way to pass but the terror of death was both before and 
behind him; but seeing there was no remedy, for if he remained in the 
islet he must needs die for want of food, so as a last resolution, he 
concluded to put himself to the rigour of the beasts, and shift with them 
by strength of arms; for he saw himself wholly destitute of any other 
hope. Hereupon he looked how he might descend, but there was no 
other way except by a rock which reached down to the water side, and 
which was so slippery and steep, that there was nothing on which he 
could lay hold, or stay himself; and he thought that he must needs be 
dashed to pieces before he could reach the bottom. This made him 
demur a little; and as this extreme danger was so greatly to be dreaded, 
he addressed himself to the remedy which he alway reserved for the 
worst perils, that is, to the remembrance of his lady, with which he was 
accustomed to surmount all, how great and terrible soever they might 
be. And having invoked her, he felt his fear gone, and without farther 
dread or delay let himself slide down the rock; but as all those dangers 
were in truth no otherwise dangerous than in appearance, he attained 
the river-side without any harm: the lion and his fellows pushed off 
from the opposite shore to receive him into the boat; and he perceiving 
this, drew his sword, and with shield advanced, made ready for the 
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adventure. But for this adventure such readiness, which is elsewhere so 
profitable, was nothing needed, for all were but phantasms and unreal 
shapes; and as soon as the prow was run ashore, and he had leapt in, he 
saw none to attack, for forthwith that strange pilot and his boatmen 
were gone, he knew not how, and he found himself alone in the boat: 
then taking the oars, he rowed himself to the farther side; but when he 
had crost the river, the opposite bank was so steep and overhanging, 
that he could by no possible means climb up; so that he was again 
utterly at a loss how to proceed. Being thus confounded, presently he 
saw an old and broken basket lowered down to him from the top of the 
rock, by a rope which was so weak and slender, that he thought the 
mere weight of the basket would have broken it. When Palmerin 
perceived that there was no other means of ascending that great height, 
once more trusting in the remembrance of her whom he served, he 
thought to lay aside his arms, that he might be less heavy; and 
disarming himself he was about to get into the basket with nothing but 
his sword. But as many times the heart feels within itself foreboding 
doubts of what is to come, a fear came upon him which made him put 
them on again, thinking they might still be necessary. Then, trusting to 
fortune and abiding the chance, he got into the basket, and without 
seeing any one to hoist him, was raised into the air, but with so slow and 
swaying a motion, that the delay doubled his fear. And now when he 
was at a great height, he saw that the basket began to break, and the 
cord give way with the weight, and untwist itself, so that at last nothing 
but a single thread was left, which was almost invisibly small. Certes, 
though he had already suffered many fears, this was the worst of all, for 
he saw himself in the last extremity, being suspended in heaven by a 
single hair. This made him again betake himself to his lady for help, as 
the only one in whom he trusted in such need; and as it is by faith alone 
that we must stand or fall, so this faith which he had in his lady was of 
such avail, that overcoming the slowness of the enchantment, in one 
moment it brought him up, and landed him above in the field where 
the battle of the beasts had been, of which he could now see no sign, 
neither of the water below. The disappearance of these things which 
had caused him such fear, giving him now a new joy, which dissipated 
all his sorrows, as joy when it is unexpected is ever wont to do. 

The day was now spent, and the moon, which was then full and in 
her strength, having no clouds to oppose or obscure her, began to rise 
in the East with a splendour which seemed almost unnaturally bright. 
The nightingales and other birds with which that land abounded began 
to welcome the night with such variety of songs and rejoicing, that 
Palmerin forgot all his past troubles. And laying himself down under a 
tree, intending to listen to them, fatigue so overpowered him, that he 
fell asleep, not having eaten all that day, food indeed being little needed 
by him: for though without it nature cannot be sustained, yet, when the 
spirits are roused by difficulties, the very occasion administers strength 
to the limbs, provided it be not over long; for of long want nature is 
incapable, and thereby in course becomes weak and broken down, and 
finally perishes. Palmerin past as peaceful a night as he had painful a 
day. When the dawn appeared, the birds awoke him with a song so 



The Enchantment of Lionarda 77 

joyous to hear, and so delightful to muse upon, that he wished the day 
had tarried longer, to have let him longer enjoy so sweet contentment. 
But as these follow their appointed order, it was not long before they 
forsook him, bright day-light, and their custom of seeking food, making 
them disperse. Palmerin rose, and looking round the held, well pleased 
at its beauty, beheld towards the East the towers and edifices which he 
had seen from the hill yesterday, surrounded with the same goodly 
trees; and though in this there was no show of danger, what he had 
already witnessed taught him still to apprehend it; on the other hand, 
the same experience taught him to have little fear. He had not 
advanced far towards them, before he espied his horse tied to a tree, 
saddled and bridled, and in such case as when he left him; at which he 
little marvelled, being now accustomed to the wonders of this land. So 
mounting upon him, he rode a little further, where he met with two 
knights, who were of great stature, and clad in the brightest and richest 
armour that he had ever seen; and they, without any words, couched 
their spears against him. He encountered the first full upon his shield, 
and the knight presently vanished away: the second burst his lance 
upon him. Palmerin veered round to requite him with a blow of his 
sword, but he vanished in like manner as the other. 

Then Palmerin looking about, espied some men about to draw up a 
bridge, which was the passage over a moat of one of the towers: at this 
he clapt spurs to his horse, and galloped thither apace, so that he 
crossed the bridge before they could raise it, and before they could 
fasten the gate forced his way with them into a court, which was 
surrounded with fair apartments. But though the manner of this was 
worthy to be admired, two giants who came out with huge maces in 
their hands did not give him leisure for this. This danger was more 
welcome to Palmerin than the others which he had past; so leaping 
from his horse, he advanced on foot to attack them with his wonted 
courage. The battle was soon finished, for all that they were designed to 
do was in appearance, and as soon as he touched them they dissolved 
into air, of which they were made. Then seeing that all the dangers 
which had threatened him were illusions, he determined all which 
might yet present themselves to him as nothing more. 

And now looking to see how he might ascend into the building, he 
perceived a little gate under some arches, and from thence a flight of 
steps ascended so steep, that it was a labour to climb them, so narrow 
that it was with difficulty a man could get up between the walls, and so 
long, that the top of them was out of sight. Palmerin, desirous to see the 
end of his labours, adventured to go up, and when he was a little way 
up the walls about him began to shake vehemently, so that sometimes 
he thought the vaulted roof would fall in and crush him; at other times 
he was so squeezed between the sides that he could not move. Long it 
was before he could gain the top, but then the shaking ceased, and he 
found himself in a long open gallery, which was of marvellous 
workmanship. At the end thereof there was a great door, made fast 
with three great locks and bolts of iron, and before the door lay a 
mighty serpent, whose horrible bigness not only filled up the door-way, 
but likewise great part of the gallery; the countenance of this serpent 
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was such, that the very sight of it struck fear to the heart; and his eye 
above all was so watchful, that it seemed hopeless to attempt aught 
against him by slight, if it could not be obtained by force. About his 
neck, upon a string, were hanged the keys that should open the three 
locks. Then Palmerin perceived that whoever would enter must use 
these keys; and seeing the porter was so unsociable that he would give 
them to no one, and that to take them from him against his will would 
be a hopeless endeavour, he stood awhile in doubt what he should do; 
but calling to mind the illusions of this place, he determined to attack 
him, and advanced to strike. The serpent rose in anger, glowing with 
fire, and breathing out flames from his mouth. But the danger 
quickened Palmerin’s courage, and seeing himself so engaged, he 
thrust his sword into one of his huge nostrils. At this he snorted out 
such volumes of smoke as blackened the whole air, and fled out of the 
gallery with terrible roarings, which seemed to shake the very earth. 

The people seeing him fly over the city, and how fearful a monster he 
was, well judged that Palmerin had been in some great danger; and 
though they were in great trouble for him, it was far greater pain to 
Selviam, who, though he was free from bodily dangers, felt in his soul 
those of his master. 

When Palmerin saw himself delivered from this danger, and the 
smoke had dispersed, he found the keys on the ground, wherewith he 
opened the locks, and entered into so fair a hall, and so marvellously 
wrought, that neither those in the island which he had won from 
Eutropa, nor the abode of Daliarte in the Dark Valley, might compare 
with this. 

Entering then into other apartments, for there was none to oppose 
him, he saw that they were all of the same cunning workmanship, which 
made him highly account the rare knowledge of the king of Thrace, by 
whom such a work had been devised. Now, as the serpent was the last of 
these vain perils, nothing more hindered him from approaching the 
true danger, which was the sight of Lionarda, from which no human 
wisdom could secure him. So proceeding from one apartment to 
another, at last he heard the voices of women in one of the rooms, who 
as soon as they perceived him, being terrified at such a novelty as the 
sight of an armed man, fled from the apartment, leaping from some 
varandas into a garden. Palmerin followed them into this garden, which 
seemed to him yet more worthy of admiration that all which he had 
seen within. He had not proceeded far, when, under the shade of some 
thick and green laurels, round about a fountain of rarer and more 
marvellous fashion than he had ever beheld, he saw some damsels 
seated, so fair that they seemed worthy to be in so fair a place; and 
among them was Lionarda, who in form and feature was more 
beautiful than the rest, beyond comparison. They, when they saw him 
approach, rose up to receive him, knowing that by him they were 
released from that enchantment. Lionarda welcomed him with that 
graceful courtesy which nature had imparted to her. “Sir Knight,” said 
she, “though certes the obligation which of so great a debt as you have 
laid me under, cannot be discharged with words, yet I beseech you 
accept now the wish I have to requite you, in satisfaction for your 
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deeds; and hereafter, if time shall give me room to requite you better, 
standing with mine honour, then shall you see the desire I have to 
recompense you what is due.” 

“Lady,” he replied, “abundant recompense for any achievement, how 
great soever, is this sight, and this beauty, for one who should have a 
heart free enough to let him understand so great a happiness. The 
things of this place are all so wonderful, that the present put the past 
out of remembrance;—I intreat you tell me, if I have any greater 
danger to pass, than this which you present before me, for if there be I 
shall despair to accomplish it. The hope of such great things ought to be 
reserved for a greater heart than mine.” 

Now, though Lionarda of a truth was so fair that fairer might not be, 
what she felt at these words sent up so modest a colour into her 
countenance as made her appear yet fairer, for they seemed to have in 
them that meaning which might well be suspected. She replied, “I know 
not, sir Knight, what danger you sustain at this present; all the dangers 
of this place were ended at such time as you came into this garden.” But 
then to break off their talk, there came in the lords and governors of 
the city, who seeing the serpent fly over the city, which they knew to be 
the end of the enchantment, came with full speed riding to the castle, 
where coming into the garden, they humbled themselves on their knees 
before the princess Lionarda, offering likewise to kiss the hand of 
Palmerin as their king; but he, whose resolution was otherwise, would 
not suffer this, but received them with equal courtesy. It was not long 
before a letter arrived, sent by queen Carmelia, for the princess. She 
was received in the city, with all the feasts and rejoicing which the 
people could devise in so short a time. Palmerin was amazed, as he 
returned, not to find that water which he had crost: for though he knew 
the other things to have been only visionary, this he thought had 
certainly been real. As soon as they reached the palace, Lionarda was 
received by her grand-mother Carmelia, with as much joy as a thing so 
long desired, deserved. Palmerin was lodged in the same apartment as 
before, when Selviam disarmed him, being full joyful to have his lord 
again, returned from so many dangers with such honour. This faithful 
love arose in him from that which Palmerin bore to him in like manner; 
for when it is otherwise the ingratitude of the lord makes the servant 
faithless. The damsel of Thrace brought him food, which is a necessary 
thing after labour; for only with this and with repose can the wearied 
limbs support themselves. In the city they began to prepare feasts for 
the ensuing day; every one expending according as his means permit¬ 
ted in different devices, after the fancy of each, different people, as is 
natural, devising different things. 
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The Elves 

“Where is our little Mary?” said the father. 
“She is playing out upon the green there, with our neighbour’s boy,” 

replied the mother. 
“I wish they may not run away and lose themselves,” said he; “they 

are so thoughtless.” 
The mother looked for the little ones, and brought them their 

evening luncheon. “It is warm,” said the boy; “and Mary had a longing 
for the red cherries.” 

“Have a care, children,” said the mother, “and do not run too far 
from home, and not into the wood; father and I are going to the fields.” 

Little Andres answered, “Never fear, the wood frightens us; we shall 
sit here by the house, where there are people near us.” 

The mother went in, and soon came out again with her husband. 
They locked the door, and turned towards the fields to look after their 
labourers, and see their hay-harvest in the meadow. Their house lay 
upon a little green height, encircled by a pretty ring of paling, which 
likewise enclosed their fruit and flower garden. The hamlet stretched 
somewhat deeper down, and on the other side lay the castle of the 
count. Martin rented the large farm from this nobleman, and was living 
in contentment with his wife and only child; for he yearly saved some 
money, and had the prospect of becoming a man of substance by his 
industry, for the ground was productive, and the count not illiberal. 

As he walked with his wife to the fields, he gazed cheerfully round, 
and said, “What a different look this quarter has, Brigitta, from the 
place we lived in formerly! Here it is all so green; the whole village is 
bedecked with thick-spreading fruit-trees; the ground is full of beauti¬ 
ful herbs and flowers; all the houses are cheerful and cleanly, the 
inhabitants are at their ease: nay, I could almost fancy that the woods 
are greener here than elsewhere, and the sky bluer; and, so far as the 
eye can reach, you have pleasure and delight in beholding the bountiful 
earth.” 

“And, whenever you cross the stream,” said Brigitta, “you are, as it 
were, in another world, all is so dreary and withered; but every traveller 
declares that our village is the fairest in the country far and near.” 

“All but that fir-ground,” said her husband; “do but look back to it, 
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how dark and dismal that solitary spot is lying in the gay scene; the 
dingy fir-trees with the smoky huts behind them, the ruined stalls, the 
brook flowing past with a sluggish melancholy.” 

“It is true,” replied Brigitta; “if you but approach that spot, you grow 
disconsolate and sad, you know not why. What sort of people can they 
be that live there, and keep themselves so separate from the rest of us, 
as if they had an evil conscience?” 

“A miserable crew,” replied the young farmer: “gipsies, seemingly, 
that steal and cheat in other quarters, and have their hoard and hiding- 
place here. I wonder only that his lordship suffers them.” 

“Who knows,” said the wife, with an accent of pity, “but perhaps they 
may be poor people, wishing, out of shame, to conceal their poverty; 
for, after all, no one can say aught ill of them; the only thing is, that 
they do not go to church, and none knows how they live; for the little 
garden, which indeed seems altogether waste, cannot possibly support 
them; and fields they have none.” 

“God knows,” said Martin, as they went along, “what trade they 
follow; no mortal comes to them, for the place they live in is as if 
bewitched and excommunicated, so that even our wildest fellows will 
not venture into it.” 

Such conversation they pursued while walking to the fields. That 
gloomy spot they spoke of lay aside from the hamlet. In a dell, begirt 
with firs, you might behold a hut, and various ruined office-houses; 
rarely was smoke seen to mount from it, still more rarely did men 
appear there; though at times curious people venturing somewhat 
nearer, had perceived upon the bench before the hut some hideous 
women, in ragged clothes, dandling in their arms some children equally 
dirty and ill-favoured; black dogs were running up and down upon the 
boundary; and of an evening, a man of monstrous size was seen to cross 
the foot-bridge of the brook, and disappear in the hut; and in the 
darkness, various shapes were observed, moving like shadows round a 
fire in the open air. This piece of ground, the firs, and the ruined huts, 
formed, in truth, a strange contrast with the bright green landscape, the 
white houses of the hamlet, and the stately new-built castle. 

The two little ones had now eaten their fruit: it came into their heads 
to run races; and the little nimble Mary always got the start of the less 
active Andres. “It is not fair,” cried Andres, at last; “let us try it for 
some length, then we shall see who wins.” 

“As thou wilt,” said Mary; “only to the brook we must not run.” 
“No,” said Andres; “but there, on the hill, stands the large pear-tree, 

a quarter of a mile from this. I shall run by the left, round past the fir- 
ground; thou canst try it by the right, over the fields; so we do not meet 
till we get up, and then we shall see which of us is swifter.” 

“Done,” cried Mary, and began to run; “for we shall not mar one 
another by the way; and my father says it is as far to the hill by that side 
of the gipsies’ house as by this.” 

Andres had already started, and Mary, turning to the right, could no 
longer see him. “It is very silly,” said she to herself: “I have only to take 
heart, and run along the bridge, past the hut, and through the yard, 
and I shall certainly be first.” She was already standing by the brook and 
the clump of firs. “Shall I? No: it is too frightful,” said she. A little white 
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dog was standing on the farther side, and barking with might and main. 
In her terror, Mary thought the dog some monster, and sprang back. 
“Fy! fy!” said she: “the dolt is gone half way by this time, while I stand 
here considering.” The little dog kept barking, and, as she looked at it 
more narrowly, it seemed no longer frightful, but, on the contrary, 
quite pretty: it had a red collar round its neck, with a glittering bell; and 
as it raised its head, and shook itself in barking, the little bell sounded 
with the finest tinkle. “Well, I must risk it!” cried she: “I will run for life; 
quick, quick, I am through; certainly to Heaven! they cannot eat me up 
alive in half a minute!” And with this, the gay, courageous little Mary 
sprang along the foot-bridge, passed the dog, which ceased its barking 
and began to fawn on her, and in a moment she was standing on the 
other bank, and the black firs all round concealed from view her 
father’s house and the rest of the landscape. 

But what was her astonishment when here! The loveliest, most 
variegated flower-garden lay round her; tulips, roses, and lilies were 
glittering in the fairest colours; blue and gold-red butterflies were 
wavering in the blossoms; cages of shining wire were hung on the 
espaliers, with many-coloured birds in them, singing beautiful songs; 
and children, in short white frocks, with flowing yellow hair and 
brilliant eyes, were frolicking about: some playing with lambkins, some 
feeding the birds or gathering flowers, and giving them to one another; 
some, again, were eating cherries, grapes, and ruddy apricots. No hut 
was to be seen; but instead of it, a large fair house, with a brazen door 
and lofty statutes, stood glancing in the middle of the space. Mary was 
confounded with surprise, and knew not what to think; but, not being 
bashful, she went right up to the first of the children, held out her 
hand, and wished the little creature good even. 

“Art thou come to visit us,then?” said the glittering child; “I saw thee 
running, playing on the other side, but thou wert frightened for our 
little dog.” 

“So you are not gipsies and rogues,” said Mary, “as Andres always 
told me! He is a stupid thing, and talks of much he does not 
understand.” 

“Stay with us,” said the strange little girl; “thou wilt like it well.” 
“But we are running a race.” 
“Thou wilt find thy comrade soon enough. There, take and eat.” 
Mary ate, and found the fruit more sweet than any she had ever 

tasted in her life before; and Andres, and the race, and the prohibition 
of her parents were entirely forgotten. 

A stately woman, in a shining robe, came towards them, and asked 
about the stranger child. “Fairest lady,” said Mary, “I came running 
hither by chance, and now they wish to keep me." 

“Thou art aware, Zerina,” said the lady, “that she can be here but for 
a little while; besides, thou shouldst have asked my leave.” 

“I thought,” said Zerina, “when I saw her admitted across the bridge, 
that I might do it; we have often seen her running in the fields, and 
thou thyself hast taken pleasure in her lively temper. She will have to 
leave us soon enough.” 

“No, I will stay here,” said the little stranger; “for here it is so 
beautiful, and here I shall find the prettiest playthings, and stores of 
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berries and cherries to boot. On the other side it is not half so grand.” 
The gold-robed lady went away with a smile; and many of the 

children now came bounding round the happy Mary in their mirth, and 
twitched her, and incited her to dance; others brought her lambs, or 
curious playthings; others made music on instruments, and sang to it. 

She kept, however, by the playmate who had first met her; for Zerina 
was the kindest and loveliest of them all. Little Mary cried and cried 
again: “I will stay with you forever; I will stay with you, and you shall be 
my sisters”; at which the children all laughed and embraced her. “Now 
we shall have a royal sport,” said Zerina. She ran into the palace, and 
returned with a little golden box, in which lay a quantity of seeds, like 
glittering dust. She lifted of it with her little hand, and scattered some 
grains on the green earth. Instantly the grass began to move, as in 
waves; and, after a few moments, bright rose-bushes started from the 
ground, shot rapidly up, and budded all at once, while the sweetest 
perfume Riled the place. Mary also took a little of the dust, and, having 
scattered it, she saw white lilies, and the most variegated pinks, pushing 
up. At a signal from Zerina, the flowers disappeared, and others rose in 
their room. “Now,” said Zerina, “look for something greater.” She laid 
two pine-seeds in the ground, and stamped them in sharply with her 
foot. Two green bushes stood before them. “Grasp me fast,” said she; 
and Mary threw her arms about the slender form. She felt herself 
borne upward; for the trees were springing under them with the 
greatest speed; the tall pines waved to and fro, and the two children 
held each other fast embraced, swinging this way and that in the red 
clouds of the twilight, and kissed each other; while the rest were 
climbing up and down the trunks with quick dexterity, pushing and 
teasing one another with loud laughter when they met; if any one fell 
down in the press, it flew through the air, and sank slowly and surely to 
the ground. At length Mary was beginning to feel frightened; and the 
other little child sang a few loud tones, and the trees again sank down, 
and set them on the ground as gradually as they had lifted them before 
to the clouds. 

They next went through the brazen door of the palace. Here many 
fair women, elderly and young, were sitting in the round hall, 
partaking of the fairest fruits, and listening to glorious invisible music. 
In the vaulting of the ceiling, palms, flowers, and groves stood painted, 
among which little figures of children were sporting and winding in 
every graceful posture; and with the tones of the music, the images 
altered and glowed with the most burning colours; now the blue and 
green were sparkling like radiant light, now these tints faded back in 
paleness, the purple flamed up, and the gold took fire; and then the 
naked children seemed to be alive among the flower-garlands, and to 
draw breath, and emit it through their ruby-coloured lips, so that by fits 
you could see the glance of their little white teeth, and the lighting up 
of their azure eyes. 

From the hall, a stair of brass led down to a subterranean chamber. 
Here lay much gold and silver, and precious stones of every hue shone 
out between them. Strange vessels stood along the walls, and all seemed 
filled with costly things. The gold was worked into many forms, and 
glittered with the friendliest red. Many little dwarfs were busied sorting 
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the pieces from the heap, and putting them in the vessels; others, 
hunch-backed and bandy-legged, with long red noses, were tottering 
slowly along, half bent to the ground, under full sacks, which they bore 
as millers do their grain; and, with much panting, shaking out the gold- 
dust on the ground. Then they darted awkwardly to the right and left, 
and caught the rolling balls that were like to run away; and it happened 
now and then that one in his eagerness overset the other, so that both 
fell heavily and clumsily to the ground. They made angry faces, and 
looked askance, as Mary laughed at their gestures and their ugliness. 
Behind them sat an old, crumpled little man, whom Zerina reverently 
greeted; he thanked her with a grave inclination of his head. He held a 
sceptre in his hand, and wore a crown upon his brow, and all the other 
dwarfs appeared to regard him as their master, and obey his nod. 

“What! more wanted?” asked he, with a surly voice, as the children 
came a little nearer. Mary was afraid, and did not speak; but her 
companion answered, they were only come to look about them in the 
chambers. “Still your old child’s tricks!” replied the dwarf; “will there 
never be an end to idleness?” With this, he turned again to his 
employment, kept his people weighting and sorting the ingots; some he 
sent away on errands, some he chid with angry tones. 

“Who is the gentleman?” said Mary. 
“Our Metal-Prince,” replied Zerina, as they walked along. 
They seemed once more to reach the open air, for they were standing 

by a lake, yet no sun appeared, and they saw no sky above their heads. 
A little boat received them, and Zerina steered it diligently forward. It 
shot rapidly along. On gaining the middle of the lake, the strangers saw 
that multitudes of pipes, channels, and brooks were spreading from the 
sea in every direction. “These waters to the right,” said Zerina, “flow 
beneath your garden, and this is why it blooms so freshly; by the other 
side we get down into the great stream.” On a sudden, out of all the 
channels, and from every quarter of the lake, came a crowd of little 
children swimming up: some wore garlands of sedge and water-lily; 
some had red stems of coral; others were blowing on crooked shells; a 
tumultuous noise echoed merrily from the dark shoes; among the 
children might be seen the fairest women sporting in the waters, and 
often several of the children sprang about some one of them, and with 
kisses hung upon her neck and shoulders. All saluted the strangers; 
and these steered onward through the revelry out of the lake into a 
little river, which grew narrower and narrower. At last the boat came 
aground. The strangers took their leave, and Zerina knocked against 
the cliff. This opened like a door, and a female form, all red, assisted 
them to mount. “Are you all brisk here?” inquired Zerina. 

“They are just at work,” replied the other, “and happy as they could 
wish; indeed, the heat is very pleasant.” 

They went up a winding stair, and on a sudden Mary found herself in 
a most resplendent hall, so that, as she entered, her eyes were dazzled 
by the radiance. Flame-coloured tapestry covered the walls with a 
purple glow; and when her eye had grown a little used to it, the 
stranger saw, to her astonishment, that in the tapestry there were 
figures moving up and down in dancing joyfulness; in form so 
beautiful, and of so fair proportions, that nothing could be seen more 
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graceful; their bodies were as of red crystals, so that it appeared as if 
the blood were visible within them, flowing and playing in its courses. 
They smiled on the stranger, and saluted her with various bows; but as 
Mary was about approaching nearer them, Zerina plucked her sharply 
back, crying, “Thou wilt burn thyself, my little Mary, for the whole of it 
is fire.” 

Mary felt the heat. “Why do the pretty creatures not come out,” said 
she, “and play with us?” 

“As thou livest in the Air,” replied the other, “so are they obliged to 
stay continually in Fire, and would faint and languish if they left it. 
Look, now how glad they are, how they laugh and shout; those down 
below spread out the fire-floods everywhere beneath the earth, and 
thereby the flowers, and fruits, and vine are made to flourish; these red 
streams, again, are to run beside the brooks of water; and thus the fiery 
creatures are kept ever busy and glad. But for thee it is too hot here; let 
us return to the garden.” 

In the garden the scene had changed since they left it. The 
moonshine was lying on every flower; the birds were silent, and the 
children were asleep in complicated groups among the green groves. 
Mary and her friend, however, did not feel fatigue, but walked about in 
the warm summer night, in abundant talk, till morning. 

When the day dawned they refreshed themselves on fruit and milk, 
and Mary said, “Suppose we go, by way of change, to the firs, and see 
how things look there?” 

“With all my heart,” replied Zerina; “thou wilt see our watchmen, too, 
and they will surely please thee; they are standing up among the trees 
on the mound.” The two proceeded through the flower garden by 
pleasant groves full of nightingales; then they ascended a vine-hill; and 
at last, after long following the windings of a clear brook, arrived at the 
firs, and the height which bounded the domain. “How does it come,” 
said Mary, “that we have to walk so far here, when, without, the circuit 
is so narrow?” 

“I know not,” said her friend; “but so it is.” 
They mounted to the dark firs, and a chill wind blew from without in 

their faces; a haze seemed lying far and wide over the landscape. On 
the top were many strange forms standing, with mealy, dusty faces, 
their misshapen heads not unlike those of white owls; they were clad in 
folded cloaks of shaggy wool; they held umbrellas of curious skins 
stretched out above them; and they waved and fanned themselves 
incessantly with large bat’s wings, which flared out curiously beside the 
woollen roquelaures. 

“I could laugh, yet I am frightened,” cried Mary. 
“These are our good, trusty watchmen,” said her playmate; “they 

stand here and wave their fans, that cold anxiety and inexplicable fear 
may fall on every one that attempts to approach us. They are covered 
so, because without it is now cold and rainy, which they cannot bear. 
But snow, or wind, or cold air never reaches down to us—here is an 
everlasting spring and summer; yet, if these poor people on the top 
were not frequently relieved, they would certainly perish.” 

“But who are you, then?” said Mary, while again descending to the 
flowery fragrance; “or have you no name at all?” 



The Elves 89 

“We are called the Elves,” replied the friendly child; “people talk 
about us in the Earth, as I have heard.” 

They now perceived a mighty bustle on the green. “The fair bird is 
come!” cried the children to them. All hastened to the hall. Here, as 
they approached, young and old were crowding over the threshold, all 
shouting for joy, and from within resounded a triumphant peal of 
music. Having entered, they perceived the vast circuit filled with the 
most varied forms, and all were looking upward to a large bird with 
glancing plumage, that was sweeping slowly round in the dome, and in 
its stately flight describing many a circle. The music sounded more 
gayly than before; the colours and lights alternated more rapidly. At 
last the music ceased; and the bird, with a rustling noise, floated down 
upon a glittering crown that hung hovering in air under the high 
window, by which the hall was lighted from above. His plumage was 
purple and green, and shining golden streaks played through it; on his 
head there waved a diadem of feathers, so resplendent that they 
glanced like jewels. His bill was red, and his legs of a glancing blue. As 
he moved, the tints gleamed through each other, and the eye was 
charmed with their radiance. His size was as that of an eagle. But now 
he opened his glittering beak, and sweetest melodies came pouring 
from his moved breast, in finer tones than the lovesick nightingale gives 
forth; still stronger rose the song, and streamed like floods of light, so 
that all, the very children themselves, were moved by it to tears of joy 
and rapture. When he ceased, all bowed before him; he again flew 
round the dome in circles, then darted through the door, and soared 
into the light heaven, where he shone far up like a red point, and then 
soon vanished from their eyes. 

“Why are ye all so glad?” inquired Mary, bending to her fair 
playmate, who seemed smaller than yesterday. 

“The king is coming!” said the little one; “many of us have never seen 
him, and whithersoever he turns his face, there is happiness and mirth; 
we have long looked for him, more anxiously than you look for spring 
when winter lingers with you; and now he has announced, by his fair 
herald, that he is at hand. This wise and glorious bird, that has been 
sent to us by the king, is called Phoenix; he dwells far off in Arabia, on a 
tree, which there is no other that resembles on earth, as in like manner 
there is no second Phoenix. When he feels himself grown old, he builds 
a pile of balm and incense, kindles it, and dies singing; and then from 
the fragrant ashes soars up the renewed Phoenix, with unlessened 
beauty. It is seldom he so wings his course that men behold him; and 
when once in centuries this does occur, they note it in their annals, and 
expect remarkable events. But now, my friend, thou and I must part; 
for the sight of the king is not permitted thee.” 

Then the lady with the golden robe came through the throng, and 
beckoning Mary to her, led her into a sequestered walk. “Thou must 
leave us, my dear child,” said she; “the king is to hold his court here for 
twenty years, perhaps longer; and fruitfulness and blessings will spread 
far over the land, but chiefly here beside us; all the brooks and rivulets 
will become more bountiful, all the fields and gardens richer, the wine 
more generous, the meadows more fertile, and the woods more fresh 
and green; a milder air will blow, no hail shall hurt, no flood shall 
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threaten. Take this ring, and think of us; but beware of telling any one 
of our existence; or we must fly this land, and thou and all around will 
lose the happiness and blessing of our neighbourhood. Once more kiss 
thy playmate, and farewell.” They issued from the walk: Zerina wept, 
Mary stooped to embrace her, and they parted. Already she was on the 
narrow bridge; the cold air was blowing on her back from the firs; the 
little dog barked with all its might, and rang its little bell; she looked 
round, then hastened over, for the darkness of the firs, the bleakness of 
the ruined huts, the shadows of the twilight, were filling her with terror. 

“What a night my parents must have had on my account!” said she to 
herself, as she stepped on the green; “and I dare not tell them where I 
have been, or what wonders I have witnessed, nor indeed would they 
believe me.” Two men passing by saluted her, and as they went along, 
she heard them say, “What a pretty girl! Where can she come from?” 
With quickened steps she approached the house; but the trees which 
were hanging last night loaded with fruit, were now standing dry and 
leafless; the house was differently painted, and a new barn had been 
built beside it. Mary was amazed, and thought she must be dreaming. 
In this perplexity she opened the door, and behind the table sat her 
father, between an unknown woman and a stranger youth. “Good God! 
father,” cried she, “where is my mother?” 

“Thy mother!” said the woman, with a forecasting tone, and sprang 
towards her: “Ha! thou surely canst not—Yes, indeed, indeed thou art 
my lost, long-lost, dear, only Mary!” She had recognised her by a little 
brown mole beneath the chin, as well as by her eyes and shape. All 
embraced her, all were moved with joy, and the parents wept. Mary was 
astonished that she almost reached to her father’s stature; and she 
could not understand how her mother had become so changed and 
faded. She asked the name of the stranger youth. “It is our neighbour’s 
Andres,” said Martin. “How comest thou to us again, so unexpectedly, 
after seven long years? Where hast thou been? Why didst thou never 
send us tidings of thee?” 

“Seven years!” said Mary, and could not order her ideas and 
recollections. “Seven whole years?” 

“Yes, yes,” said Andres, laughing, and shaking her trustfully by the 
hand; “I have won the race, good Mary; I was at the pear-tree and back 
again seven years ago, and thou, sluggish creature, art but just 
returned!” 

They again asked, they pressed her; but remembering her instruc¬ 
tion, she could answer nothing. It was they themselves chiefly that, by 
degrees, shaped a story for her: How, having lost her way, she had been 
taken up by a coach, and carried to a strange, remote part, where she 
could not give the people any notion of her parents’ residence; how she 
was conducted to a distant town, where certain worthy persons brought 
her up, and loved her; how they had lately died, and at length she had 
recollected her birthplace, and so returned. “No matter how it is!” 
exclaimed her mother; “enough that we have thee again, my little 
daughter, my own, my all!” 

Andres waited supper, and Mary could not be at home in anything 
she saw. The house seemed small and dark; she was astonished at her 
dress, which was clean and simple, but appeared quite foreign; she 



The Elves 91 

looked at the ring on her finger, and the gold of it glittered strangely, 
enclosing a stone of burning red. To her father’s question, she replied 
that the ring also was a present from her benefactors. 

She was glad when the hour of sleep arrived, and she hastened to her 
bed. Next morning she felt much more collected; she had now 
arranged her thoughts a little, and could better stand the questions of 
the people in the village, all of whom came in to bid her welcome. 
Andres was there too with the earliest, active, glad, and serviceable 
beyond all others. The blooming maiden of fifteen had made a deep 
impression on him: he had passed a sleepless night. The people of the 
castle likewise sent for Mary, and she had once more to tell her story to 
them, which was now grown quite familiar to her. The old count and 
his lady were surprised at her good breeding; she was modest, but not 
embarrassed; she made answer courteously in good phrases to all their 
questions; all fear of noble persons and their equipage had passed away 
from her; for when she measured these halls and forms by the wonders 
and the high beauty she had seen with the Elves in their hidden abode, 
this earthly splendour seemed dim to her; the presence of men was 
almost mean. The young lords were charmed with her beauty. 

It was now February. The trees were budding earlier than usual; the 
nightingale had never come so soon; the spring rose fairer in the land 
than the oldest men could recollect it. In every quarter, little brooks 
gushed out to irrigate the pastures and meadows; the hills seemed 
heaving, the vines rose higher and higher, the fruit-trees blossomed as 
they had never done, and a swelling, fragrant blessedness hung 
suspended heavily in rosy clouds over the scene. All prospered beyond 
expectation; no rude day, no tempest injured the fruits; the vine flowed 
blushing in immense grapes; and the inhabitants of the place felt 
astonished, and were captivated as in a sweet dream. The next year was 
like its forerunner; but the men had become accustomed to the 
marvellous. In autumn, Mary yielded to the pressing entreaties of 
Andres and her parents; she was betrothed to him, and in winter they 
were married. 

She often thought with inward longing of her residence beyond the 
fir-trees; she continued serious and still. Beautiful as all that lay around 
her was, she knew of something yet more beautiful; and from the 
remembrance of this, a faint regret attuned her nature to soft 
melancholy. It smote her painfully when her father and mother talked 
about the gipsies and vagabonds that dwelt in the dark spot of the 
ground. Often she was on the point of speaking out in defence of those 
good beings, whom she knew to be the benefactors of the land, 
especially to Andres, who appeared to take delight in zealously abusing 
them; yet still she repressed the word that was struggling to escape her 
bosom. So passed this year; in the next she was solaced by a little 
daughter, whom she named Elfrida, thinking of the designation of her 
friendly Elves. 

The young people lived with Martin and Brigitta, the house being 
large enough for all, and helped their parents in conducting their now 
extended husbandry. The little Elfrida soon displayed peculiar faculties 
and gifts, for she could walk at a very early age, and could speak 
perfectly before she was a twelvemonth old; and after some few years, 
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she had become so wise and clever, and of such wondrous beauty, that 
all people regarded her with astonishment; and her mother could not 
keep away the thought that her child resembled one of those shining 
little ones in the space behind the firs. Elfrida cared not to be with other 
children, but seemed to avoid, with a sort of horror, their tumultuous 
amusements, and liked best to be alone. She would then retire into a 
corner of the garden, and read, or work diligently with her needle; 
often, also, you might see her sitting, as if deep sunk in thought, or 
violently walking up and down the alleys, speaking to herself. Her 
parents readily allowed her to have her will in these things, for she was 
healthy, and waxed apace; only her strange, sagacious answers and 
observations often made them anxious. “Such wise children do not 
grow to age,” her grandmother Brigitta many times observed; “they are 
too good for this world; the child, besides, is beautiful beyond nature, 
and will never find its proper place on earth.” 

The little girl had this peculiarity, that she was very loath to let herself 
be served by any one, but endeavoured to do everything herself. She 
was almost the earliest riser in the house; she washed herself carefully, 
and dressed without assistance. At night she was equally careful; she 
took special heed to pack up her clothes and washes with her own 
hands, allowing no one, not even her mother, to meddle with her articles. 
The mother humoured her in this caprice, not thinking it of any 
consequence. But what was her astonishment when, happening one 
holyday to insist, regardless of Elfrida’s tears and screams, on dressing her 
out for a visit to the castle, she found upon her breast, suspended by a 
string, a piece of gold of a strange form, which she direcdy recognised as 
one of that sort she had seen in such abundance in the subterranean vault! 
The little thing was greatly frightened, and at last confessed that she had 
found it in the garden, and as she liked it much, had kept it carefully; she 
at the same time prayed so earnestly and pressingly to have it back, that 
Mary fastened it again on its former place, and, full of thoughts, went out 
with her in silence to the castle. 

Sideward from the farmhouse lay some offices for the storing of 
produce and implements, and behind these there was a little green, 
with an old grove, now visited by no one, as, from the new arrangement 
of the buildings, it lay too far from the garden. In this solitude Elfrida 
delighted most; and it occurred to nobody to interrupt her there, so 
that frequently her parents did not see her for half a day. One 
afternoon her mother chanced to be in these buildings, seeking for 
some lost article among the lumber, and she noticed that a beam of light 
was coming in, through a chink in the wall. She took a thought of 
looking through this aperture, and seeing what her child was busied 
with; and it happened that a stone was lying loose, and could be pushed 
aside, so that she obtained a view right into the grove. Elfrida was sitting 
there on a little bench, and beside her the well-known Zerina; and the 
children were playing and amusing one another in the kindliest unity. 
The Elf embraced her beautiful companion, and said mournfully, “Ah! 
dear little creature, as I sport with thee, so have I sported with thy 
mother, when she was a child; but you mortals so soon grow tall and 
thoughtful! It is very hard; wert thou but to be a child as long as I!” 

“Willingly would I do it,” said Elfrida; “but they all say I shall come to 
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sense, and give over playing altogether; for I have great gifts, as they 
think, for growing wise. Ah! and then I shall see thee no more, thou 
dear Zerina! Yet it is with us as with the fruit-tree flowers: how glorious 
the blossoming apple-tree, with its red bursting buds! It looks so stately 
and broad, and every one that passes under it thinks, surely something 
great will come of it; then the sun grows hot, and the buds come joyfully 
forth; but the wicked kernel is already there, which pushes off and casts 
away the fair flower’s dress; and now, in pain and waxing, it can do 
nothing more, but must grow to fruit in harvest. An apple, to be sure, is 
pretty and refreshing, yet nothing to the blossom of spring. So is it with 
us mortals: I am not glad in the least at growing to be a tall girl. Ah! 
could I but once visit you!” 

“Since the king is with us,” said Zerina, “it is quite impossible; but I 
will come to thee, my darling, often, often, and none shall see me either 
here or there. I will pass invisible through the air, or fly over to thee like 
a bird: oh! we will be much, much together, while thou art still little. 
What can I do to please thee?” 

“Thou must like me very dearly,” said Elfrida, “as I like thee in my 
heart: but come, let us make another rose.” 

Zerina took the well-known box from her bosom, threw two grains 
from it on the ground, and instantly a green bush stood before them, 
with two deep-red roses, bending their heads as if to kiss each other. 
The children plucked them, smiling, and the bush disappeared. “Oh 
that it would not die so soon!” said Elfrida; “this red child, this wonder 
of the earth!” 

“Give it me here,” said the little Elf; then breathed thrice upon the 
budding rose, and kissed it thrice. “Now,” said she, giving back the rose, 
“it will continue fresh and blooming till winter.” 

“I will keep it,” said Elfrida, “as an image of thee; I will guard it in my 
little room, and kiss it night and morning, as it were thyself.” 

“The sun is setting,” said the other; “I must home.” They embraced 
again, and Zerina vanished. 

In the evening Mary clasped her child to her breast with a feeling of 
alarm and veneration. She henceforth allowed the good little girl more 
liberty than formerly, and often calmed her husband, when he came to 
search for the child, which for some time he was wont to do, as her 
retiredness did not please him, and he feared that, in the end, it might 
make her silly, or even pervert her understanding. The mother often 
glided to the chink, and almost always found the bright Elf beside her 
child, employed in sport or in earnest conversation. 

“Wouldst thou like to fly?” inquired Zerina, once. 
“Oh, well! How well!” replied Elfrida; and the fairy clasped her 

mortal playmate in her arms, and mounted with her from the ground, 
till they hovered above the grove. The mother, in alarm, forgot herself, 
and pushed out her head in terror to look after them; when Zerina, 
from the air, held up her finger, and threatened, yet smiled; then 
descended with the child, embraced her, and disappeared. After this it 
happened more than once that Mary was observed by her; and every 
time, the shining little creature shook her head, or threatened, yet with 
friendly looks. 

Often, in disputing with her husband, Mary had said in her zeal, 
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“Thou dost injustice to the poor people in the hut!” But when Andres 
pressed her to explain why she differed in opinion from the whole 
village, nay, from his lordship himself, and how she could understand it 
better than the whole of them, she still broke off embarrassed, and 
became silent. One day, after dinner, Andres grew more violent than 
ever, and maintained that, by one means or another, the crew must be 
packed away, as a nuisance to the country; when his wife in anger said 
to him, “Hush! for they are benefactors to thee and to every one of us.” 

“Benefactors!” cried the other, in astonishment: “these rogues and 
vagabonds!” 

In her indignation, she was now at last tempted to relate to him, 
under promise of the strictest secrecy, the history of her youth; and as 
Andres at every word grew more incredulous, and shook his head in 
mockery, she took him by the hand and led him to the chink, where, to 
his amazement, he beheld the glittering Elf sporting with his child, and 
caressing her in the grove. He knew not what to say; an exclamation of 
astonishment escaped him, and Zerina raised her eyes. On the instant 
she grew pale and trembled violently; not with friendly, but with 
indignant looks, she made the sign of threatening, and then said to 
Elfrida, “Thou canst not help it, dearest heart; but they will never learn 
sense, wise as they believe themselves.” She embraced the little one with 
stormy haste; and then, in the shape of a raven, flew with hoarse cries 
over the garden towards the firs. 

In the evening the little one was very still: she kissed her rose with 
tears. Mary felt depressed and frightened, Andres scarcely spoke. It 
grew dark. Suddenly there went a rustling through the trees; birds flew 
to and fro with wild screaming; thunder was heard to roll, the earth 
shook, and tones of lamentation moaned in the air. Andres and his wife 
had not courage to rise; they shrouded themslves within the curtains, 
and with fear and trembling awaited the day. Towards morning it grew 
calmer; and all was silent when the sun, with his cheerful light, rose 
over the wood. 

Andres dressed himself, and Mary now observed that the stone of the 
ring upon her finger had become quite pale. On opening the door, the 
sun shone clear on their faces, but the scene around them they could 
scarcely recognise. The freshness of the wood was gone; the hills were 
shrunk, the brooks were flowing languidly with scanty streams, the sky 
seemed gray; and when you turned to the firs, they were standing 
there, no darker or more dreary than the other trees. The huts behind 
them were no longer frightful; and several inhabitants of the village 
came and told about the fearful night, and how they had been across 
the spot where the gipsies had lived; how these people must have left 
the place at last, for their huts were standing empty, and within had 
quite a common look, just like the dwellings of other poor people: some 
of their household gear was left behind. 

Elfrida, in secret, said to her mother, “I could not sleep last night; 
and in my fright at the noise, I was praying from the bottom of my 
heart, when the door suddenly opened, and my playmate entered to 
take leave of me. She had a travelling-pouch slung round her, a hat on 
her head, and a very large staff in her hand. She was very angry at thee, 
since on thy account she had now to suffer the severest and most 
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painful punishments, as she had always been so fond of thee; for all of 
them, she said, were very loath to leave this quarter.” 

Mary forbade her to speak of this; and now the ferryman came across 
the river, and told them new wonders. As it was growing dark, a 
stranger man of large size had come to him, and hired his boat till 
sunrise; and with this condition, that the boatman should remain quiet 
in his house—at least, not cross the threshold of his door. “I was 
frightened,” continued the old man, “and the strange bargain would 
not let me sleep. I slipped softly to the window, and looked towards the 
river. Great clouds were driving restlessly through the sky, and the 
distant woods were rustling fearfully; it was as if my cottage shook, and 
moans and lamentations glided round it. On a sudden I perceived a 
white, streaming light, that grew broader and broader, like many 
thousands of falling stars: sparkling and waving, it proceeded forward 
from the dark fir-ground, moved over the fields, and spread itself along 
towards the river. Then I heard a trampling, a jingling, a bustling and 
rushing, nearer and nearer; it went forward to my boat, and all stepped 
into it, men and women, as it seemed, and children; and the tall 
stranger ferried them over. In the river were by the boat swimming 
many thousands of glittering forms; in the air, white clouds and lights 
were wavering; and all lamented and bewailed that they must travel 
forth so far, far away, and leave their beloved dwelling. The noise of 
the rudder and the water creaked and gurgled between whiles, and 
then suddenly there would be silence. Many a time the boat landed, and 
went back, and was again laden; many heavy casks, too, they took along 
with them, which multitudes of horrid-looking little fellows carried and 
rolled; whether they were devils or goblins, Heaven only knows. Then 
came, in waving brightness, a stately freight: it seemed an old man 
mounted on a small, white horse, and all were crowding round him. I 
saw nothing of the horse but its head, for the rest of it was covered with 
costly glittering cloths and trappings. On his brow the old man had a 
crown so bright, that as he came across I thought the sun was rising 
there, and the redness of the dawn was glimmering in my eyes. Thus it 
went on all night. I at last fell asleep in the tumult, half in joy, half in 
terror. In the morning all was still; but the river is, as it were, run off, 
and I know not how I am to steer my boat in it now.” 

The same year there came a blight; the woods died away, the springs 
ran dry; and the scene, which had once been the joy of every traveller, 
was in autumn standing waste, naked, and bald, scarcely showing here 
and there, in the sea of sand, a spot or two where grass, with a dingy 
greenness, still grew up. The fruit-trees all withered, the vines faded 
away, and the aspect of the place became so melancholy, that the count, 
with his people, next year left the castle, which in time decayed and fell 
to ruins. 

Elfrida gazed on her rose day and night with deep longing, and 
thought of her kind playmate; and as it drooped and withered, so did 
she also hang her head; and before the spring, the little maiden had 
herself faded away. Mary often stood upon the spot before the hut, and 
wept for the happiness that had departed. She wasted herself away like 
her child, and in a few years she too was gone. Old Martin, with his son- 
in-law, returned to the quarter where he had lived before. 
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“It was the most extraordinary looking gentleman he had 
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CHAPTER i 

How the Agricultural System of the Black Brothers Was 
Interfered With By South-West Wind, Esquire 

In a secluded and mountainous part of Stiria there was, in old time, a 
valley of the most surprising and luxuriant fertility. It was surrounded, 
on all sides, by steep and rocky mountains, rising into peaks, which 
were always covered with snow, and from which a number of torrents 
descended in constant cataracts. One of these fell westward, over the 
face of a crag so high, that, when the sun had set to everything else, and 
all below was darkness, his beams still shone full upon this waterfall, so 
that it looked like a shower of gold. It was, therefore, called by the 
people of the neighbourhood, the Golden River. It was strange that 
none of these streams fell into the valley itself. They all descended on 
the other side of the mountains, and wound away through broad plains 
and by populous cities. But the clouds were drawn so constantly to the 
snowy hills, and rested so softly in the circular hollow, that in time of 
drought and heat, when all the country round was burnt up, there was 
still rain in the little valley; and its crops were so heavy, and its hay so 
high, and its apples so red, and its grapes so blue, and its wine so rich, 
and its honey so sweet, that it was a marvel to every one who beheld it, 
and was commonly called the Treasure Valley. 

The whole of this little valley belonged to three brothers, called 
Schwartz, Hans, and Gluck. Schwartz and Hans, the two elder brothers, 
were very ugly men, with over-hanging eyebrows and small dull eyes, 
which were always half shut, so that you couldn’t see into them, and 
always fancied they saw very far into you. They lived by farming the 
Treasure Valley, and very good farmers they were. They killed 
everything that did not pay for its eating. They shot the blackbirds, 
because they pecked the fruit; and killed the hedgehogs, lest they 
should suck the cows; they poisoned the crickets for eating the crumbs 
in the kitchen; and smothered the cicadas, which used to sing all 
summer in the lime trees. They worked their servants without any 
wages, till they would not work any more, and then quarrelled with 
them, and turned them out of doors without paying them. It would 
have been very odd, if with such a farm, and such a system of farming, 
they hadn’t got very rich; and very rich they did get. They generally 
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contrived to keep their corn by them till it was very dear, and then sell it 
for twice its value; they had heaps of gold lying about on their floors, 
yet it was never known that they had given so much as a penny or a 
crust in charity; they never went to mass; grumbled perpetually at 
paying tithes; and were, in a word, of so cruel and grinding a temper, as 
to receive from all those with whom they had any dealings, the nick¬ 
name of the “Black Brothers.” 

The youngest brother, Gluck, was so completely opposed, in both 
appearance and character, to his seniors as could possibly be imagined 
or desired. He was not above twelve years old, fair, blue-eyed, and kind 
in temper to every living thing. He did not, of course, agree particularly 
well with his brothers, or rather, they did not agree with him. He was 
usually appointed to the honourable office of turnspit, when there was 
anything to roast, which was not often; for, to do the brothers justice, 
they were hardly less sparing upon themselves than upon other people. 
At other times he used to clean the shoes, floors, and sometimes the 
plates, occasionally getting what was left on them, by way of encourage¬ 
ment, and a wholesome quantity of dry blows, by way of education. 

Things went on in this manner for a long time. At last came a very 
wet summer, and everything went wrong in the country around. The 
hay had hardly been got in, when the haystacks were floated bodily 
down to the sea by an innundation; the vines were cut to pieces with the 
hail; the corn was all killed by the black blight; only in the Treasure 
Valley, as usual, all was safe. As it had rain when there was rain 
nowhere else, so it had sun when there was sun nowhere else. 
Everybody came to buy corn at the farm, and went away pouring 
maledictions on the Black Brothers. They asked what they liked, and 
got it, except from the poor people, who could only beg, and several of 
whom were starved at their very door, without the slightest regard or 
notice. 

It was drawing towards winter, and very cold weather, when one day 
the two elder brothers had gone out, with their usual warning to little 
Gluck, who was left to mind the roast, that he was to let nobody in, and 
give nothing out. Gluck sat down quite close to the fire, for it was 
raining very hard, and the kitchen walls were by no means dry or 
comfortable looking. He turned and turned, and the roast got nice and 
brown. “What a pity,” thought Gluck, “my brothers never ask anybody 
to dinner. I’m sure, when they’ve got such a nice piece of mutton as this, 
and nobody else has got so much as a piece of dry bread, it would do 
their hearts good to have somebody to eat it with them.” 

Just as he spoke, there came a double knock at the house door, yet 
heavy and dull, as though the knocker had been tied up—more like a 
puff than a knock. 

“It must be the wind,” said Gluck; “nobody else would venture to 
knock double knocks at our door.” 

No, it wasn’t the wind: there it came again very hard, and what was 
particularly astounding, the knocker seemed to be in a hurry, and not 
to be in the least afraid of the consequences. Gluck went to the window, 
opened it, and put his head out to see who it was. 

It was the most extraordinary looking little gentleman he had ever 
seen in his life. He had a very large nose, slightly brass-colored; his 
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cheeks were very round, and very red, and might have warranted a 
supposition that he had been blowing a refractory fire for the last eight- 
and-forty hours; his eyes twinkled merrily through long silky eyelashes, 
his moustaches curled twice round like a corkscrew on each side of his 
mouth, and his hair, of a curious mixed pepper-and-salt colour, 
descended far over his shoulders. He was about four-feet-six in height, 
and wore a conical pointed cap of nearly the same altitude, decorated 
with a black feather some three feet long. His doublet was prolonged 
behind into something resembling a violent exaggeration of what is now 
termed a “swallow tail,” but was much obscured by the swelling folds of 
an enormous black, glossy-looking cloak, which must have been very 
much too long in calm weather, as the wind, whistling round the old 
house, carried it clear out from the wearer’s shoulders to about four 
times his own length. 

Gluck was so perfectly paralyzed by the singular appearance of his 
visitor, that he remained fixed without uttering a word, until the old 
gentleman, having performed another, and a more energetic concerto 
on the knocker, turned round to look after his fly-away cloak. In so 
doing he caught sight of Gluck’s little yellow head jammed in the 
window, with its mouth and eyes very wide open indeed. 

“Hollo!” said the little gentleman, “that’s not the way to answer the 
door: I’m wet, let me in.” 

To do the little gentleman justice, he was wet. His feather hung down 
between his legs like a beaten puppy’s tail, dripping like an umbrella; 
and from the ends of his moustaches the water was running into his 
waistcoat pockets, and out again like a mill stream. 

“I beg pardon, sir,” said Gluck, “I’m very sorry, but I really can’t.” 
“Can’t what?” said the old gentleman. 
“I can’t let you in, sir,—I can’t indeed; my brothers would beat me to 

death, sir, if I thought of such a thing. What do you want, sir?” 
“Want?” said the old gentleman, petulantly. “I want fire, and shelter; 

and there’s your great fire there blazing, crackling, and dancing on the 
walls, with nobody to feel it. Let me in, I say; I only want to warm 
myself.” 

Gluck had had his head, by this time, so long out of the window, that he 
began to feel it was really unpleasantly cold, and when he turned, and saw 
the beautiful fire rustling and roaring, and throwing long bright tongues 
up the chimney, as if it were licking its chops at the savoury smell of the leg 
of mutton, his heart melted within him that it should be burning away for 
nothing. “He does look very wet,” said little Gluck; “I’ll just let him in for a 
quarter of an hour.” Round he went to the door, and opened it; and as the 
little gentleman walked in, there came a gust of wind through the house, 
that made the old chimneys totter. 

“That’s a good boy,” said the little gentleman. “Never mind your 
brothers. I’ll talk to them.” 

“Pray, sir, don’t do any such thing,” said Gluck. “I can’t let you stay 
here till they come; they’d be the death of me.” 

“Dear me,” said the old gentleman, “I’m very sorry to hear that. How 

long may I stay?” 
“Only till the mutton’s done, sir,” replied Gluck, “and it’s very 

brown.” 
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Then the old gentleman walked into the kitchen, and sat himself 
down on the hob, with the top of his cap accommodated up the 
chimney, for it was a great deal too high for the roof. 

“You’ll soon dry there, sir,” said Gluck, and sat down again to turn 
the mutton. But the old gentleman did not dry there, but went on drip, 
drip, dripping among the cinders, and the fire fizzed, and sputtered, 
and began to look very black, and uncomfortable; never was such a 
cloak; every fold in it ran like a gutter. 

“I beg pardon, sir,” said Gluck at length, after watching the water 
spreading in long, quicksilver-like streams over the floor for a quarter 
of an hour; “mayn’t I take your cloak?” 

“No, thank you,” said the old gentleman. 
“Your cap, sir?” 
“I am all right, thank you” said the old gentleman rather gruffly. 
“But,—sir,—I’m very sorry,” said Gluck, hesitatingly, “but—really, 

sir—you’re—putting the fire out.” 
“It’ll take longer to do the mutton, then,” replied his visitor drily. 
Gluck was very much puzzled by the behaviour of his guest; it was 

such a strange mixture of coolness and humility. He turned away at the 
string meditatively for another five minutes. 

“That mutton looks very nice,” said the old gentleman at length. 
“Can’t you give me a little bit?” 

“Impossible, sir,” said Gluck. 
“I’m very hungry,” continued the old gentleman: “I’ve had nothing to 

eat yesterday, nor to-day. They surely couldn’t miss a bit from the 
knuckle!” 

He spoke in so very melancholy a tone, that it quite melted Gluck’s 
heart. “They promised me one slice to-day, sir,” said he; “I can give you 
that, but not a bit more.” 

“That’s a good boy,” said the old gentleman again. 
Then Gluck warmed a plate, and sharpened a knife. “I don’t care if I 

do get beaten for it,” thought he. Just as he had cut a large slice out of 
the mutton, there came a tremendous rap at the door. The old 
gentleman jumped off the hob, as if it had suddenly become inconve¬ 
niently warm. Gluck fitted the slice into the mutton again, with 
desperate efforts at exactitude, and ran to open the door. 

“What did you keep us waiting in the rain for?” said Schwartz, as he 
walked in, throwing his umbrella in Gluck’s face. “Ay! what for, indeed, 
you little vagabond?” said Hans, administering an educational box on 
the ear, as he followed his brother into the kitchen. 

“Bless my soul!” said Schwartz when he opened the door. 
“Amen,” said the little gentleman, who had taken his cap off, and was 

standing in the middle of the kitchen, bowing with the utmost possible 
velocity. 

“Who’s that?” said Schwartz, catching up a rolling-pin, and turning to 
Gluck with a fierce frown. 

“I don’t know, indeed, brother,” said Gluck in great terror. 
“How did he get in?” roared Schwartz. 
“My dear brother,” said Gluck, deprecatingly, “he was so very wet!” 
The rolling-pin was descending on Gluck’s head; but, at the instant, 

the old gentleman interposed his conical cap, on which it crashed with a 
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shock that shook the water out of it all over the room. What was very 
odd, the rolling-pin no sooner touched the cap, than it flew out of 
Schwartz’s hand, spinning like a straw in a high wind, and fell into the 
corner at the further end of the room. 

“Who are you, sir?” demanded Schwartz, turning upon him. 
“What’s your business?” snarled Hans. 
“I’m a poor old man, sir,” the little gentleman began very modestly, 

“and I saw your fire through the window, and begged shelter for a 
quarter of an hour.” 

“Have the goodness to walk out again, then,” said Schwartz. “We’ve 
quite enough water in our kitchen, without making it a drying-house.” 

“It is a cold day to turn an old man out in, sir; look at my grey hairs.” 
They hung down to his shoulders, as I told you before. 

“Ay!” said Hans, “there are enough of them to keep you warm. 
Walk!” 

“I’m very, very hungry, sir; couldn’t you spare me a bit of bread 
before I go?” 

“Bread, indeed!” said Schwartz; “do you suppose we’ve nothing to do 
with our bread but to give it to such red-nosed fellows as you?” 

“Why don’t you sell your feather?” said Hans, sneeringly. “Out with 
you!” 

“A little bit,” said the old gentleman. 
“Be off!” said Schwartz. 
“Pray, gentlemen-” 
“Off, and be hanged!” cried Hans, seizing him by the collar. But he 

had no sooner touched the old gentleman’s collar, than away he went 
after the rolling-pin, spinning round and round, till he fell into the 
corner on the top of it. Then Schwartz was very angry, and ran at the 
old gentleman to turn him out; but he also had hardly touched him, 
when away he went against the wall as he tumbled into the corner. And 
so there they lay, all three. 

Then the old gentleman spun himself round with velocity in the 
opposite direction; continued to spin until his long cloak was all wound 
neatly about him; clapped his cap on his head, very much on one side 
(for it could not stand upright without going through the ceiling), gave 
an additional twist to his corkscrew moustaches, and replied with 
perfect coolness: “Gentlemen, I wish you a very good morning. At 
twelve o’clock to-night I’ll call again; after such a refusal of hospitality 
as I have just experienced, you will not be surprised if that visit is the 
last I ever pay you.” 

“If I ever catch you here again,” muttered Schwartz, coming, half- 
frightened, out of the corner—but, before he could finish his sentence, 
the old gentleman had shut the house door behind him with a great 
bang: and there drove past the window, at the same instant, a wreath of 
ragged cloud, that whirled and rolled away down the valley in all 
manner of shapes; turning over and over in the air, and melting away at 
last in a gush of rain. 

“A very pretty business, indeed, Mr. Gluck!” said Schwartz. “Dish the 
mutton, sir. If ever I catch you at such a trick again—bless me, why, the 
mutton’s been cut!” 

“You promised me one slice, brother, you know,” said Gluck. 
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“Oh! and you were cutting it hot, I suppose, and going to catch all the 
gravy. It’ll be long before I promise you such a thing again. Leave the 
room, sir; and have the kindness to wait in the coal-cellar till I call you.” 

Gluck left the room melancholy enough. The brothers ate as much 
mutton as they could, locked the rest in the cupboard, and proceeded to 
get very drunk after dinner. 

Such a night as it was! Howling wind, and rushing rain, without 
intermission. The brothers had just sense enough left to put up all the 
shutters, and double bar the door, before they went to bed. They 
usually slept in the same room. As the clock struck twelve, they were 
both awakened by a tremendous crash. Their door burst open with a 
violence that shook the house from top to bottom. 

“What’s that?” cried Schwartz, starting up in his bed. 
“Only I,” said the little gentleman. 
The two brothers sat up on their bolster, and stared into the 

darkness. The room was full of water, and by a misty moonbeam, which 
found its way through a hole in the shutter, they could see in the midst 
of it an enormous foam globe, spinning round, and bobbing up and 
down like a cork, on which, as on a most luxurious cushion, reclined the 
little old gentleman, cap and all. There was plenty of room for it now, 
for the roof was off. 

“Sorry to incommode you,” said their visitor ironically. “I’m afraid 
your beds are dampish; perhaps you had better go to your brother’s 
room: I’ve left the ceiling on, there.” 

They required no second admonition, but rushed into Gluck’s room, 
wet through, and in an agony of terror. 

“You’ll find my card on the kitchen table,” the old gentleman called 
after them. “Remember, the last visit.” 

“Pray Heaven it may!” said Schwartz, shuddering. And the foam 
globe disappeared. 

Dawn came at last, and the two brothers looked out of Gluck’s little 
window in the morning. The Treasure Valley was one mass of ruin and 
desolation. The inundation had swept away trees, crops, and cattle, and 
left in their stead a waste of red sand and grey mud. The two brothers 
crept shivering and horror-struck into the kitchen. The water had 
gutted the whole first floor; corn, money, almost every movable thing 
had been swept away, and there was only a small white card on the 
kitchen table. On it, in large, breezy, long-legged letters, were engraved 
the words:— 
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CHAPTER II 

Of the Proceedings of the Three Brothers after the 

Visit of South-West Wind, Esquire; and How Little 

Gluck Had an Interview with the King of the 

Golden River 

South-west wind, Esquire, was as good as his word. After the 
momentous visit above related, he entered the Treasure Valley no 
more; and, what was worse, he had so much influence with his relations, 
the West Winds in general, and used it so effectually, that they all 
adopted a similar line of conduct. So no rain fell in the valley from one 
year’s end to another. Though everything remained green and flourish¬ 
ing in the plains below, the inheritance of the Three Brothers was a 
desert. What had once been the richest soil in the kingdom, became a 
shifting heap of red sand; and the brothers, unable longer to contend 
with the adverse skies, abandoned their valueless patrimony in despair, 
to seek some means of gaining a livelihood along the cities and people 
of the plains. All their money was gone, and they had nothing left but 
some curious old-fashioned pieces of gold plate, the last remnants of 
their ill-gotten wealth. 

“Suppose we turn goldsmiths?” said Schwartz to Hans, as they 
entered the large city. “It is a good knave’s trade; we can put a great 
deal of copper into the gold, without any one’s finding it out.” 

The thought was agreed to be a very good one; they hired a furnace, 
and turned goldsmiths. But two slight circumstances affected their 
trade: the first, that people did not approve of the coppered gold; the 
second, that the two elder brothers, whenever they had sold anything, 
used to leave little Gluck to mind the furnace, and go and drink out the 
money in the ale-house next door. So they melted all their gold, without 
making enough money to buy more, and were at last reduced to one 
large drinking mug, which an uncle of his had given to little Gluck, and 
which he was very fond it, and would not have parted with for the 
world; though he never drank anything out of it but milk and water. 
The mug was a very odd mug to look at. The handle was formed of two 
wreaths of flowing golden hair, so finely spun that it looked more like 
silk than metal, and these wreaths descended into, and mixed with, a 
beard and whiskers of the same exquisite workmanship, which sur¬ 
rounded and decorated a very fierce little face, of the reddest gold 
imaginable, right in the front of the mug, with a pair of eyes in it which 
seemed to command its whole circumference. It was impossible to drink 
out of the mug without being subjected to an intense gaze out of the 
side of these eyes; and Schwartz positively averred, that once, after 
emptying it, full of Rhenish, seventeen times, he had seen them wink! 
When it came to the mug’s turn to be made into spoons, it half broke 
poor little Gluck’s heart; but the brothers only laughed at him, tossed 
the mug into the melting-pot, and staggered out to the ale-house: 
leaving him, as usual, to pour the gold into bars, when it was all ready. 

When they were gone, Gluck took a farewell look at his old friend in 
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the melting-pot. The flowing hair was all gone; nothing remained but 
the red nose, and the sparkling eyes, which looked more malicious than 
ever. “And no wonder,” thought Gluck, “after being treated in that 
way.” He sauntered disconsolately to the window, and sat himself down 
to catch the fresh evening air, and escape the hot breath of the furnace. 
Now this window commanded a direct view of the range of mountains, 
which, as I told you before, overhung the Treasure Valley, and more 
especially of the peak from which fell the Golden River. It was just at 
the close of the day, and when Gluck sat down at the window, he saw 
the rocks of the mountain tops, all crimson, and purple with the sunset; 
and there were bright tongues of fiery cloud burning and quivering 
about them; and the river, brighter than all, fell, in a waving column of 
pure gold, from precipice to precipice, with the double arch of a broad 
purple rainbow stretched across it, flushing and fading alternately in 
the wreaths of spray. 

“Ah!” said Gluck aloud, after he had looked at if for a while, “if that 
river were really all gold, what a nice thing it would be.” 

“No it wouldn’t, Gluck,” said a clear metallic voice, close as his ear. 
“Bless me! what’s that?” exclaimed Gluck, jumping up. There was 

nobody there. He looked round the room, and under the table, and a 
great many times behind him, but there was certainly nobody there, 
and he sat down again at the window. This time he didn’t speak, but he 
couldn’t help thinking again that it would be very convenient if the 
river were really all gold. 

“Not at all, my boy,” said the same voice, louder than before. 
“Bless me!” said Gluck again, “what is that?” He looked again into all 

the corners and cupboards, and then began turning round, and round, 
as fast as he could in the middle of the room, thinking there was 
somebody behind him, when the same voice struck again on his ear. It 
was singing now very merrily. “Lala-lira-la;” no words, only a soft 
running effervescent melody, something like that of a kettle on the boil. 
Gluck looked out of the window. No, it was certainly in the house. 
Upstairs, and downstairs. No, it was certainly in that very room, coming 
in quicker time, and clearer notes, every moment. “Lala-lira-la.” All at 
once it struck Gluck that it sounded louder and louder near the 
furnace. He ran to the opening, and looked in: yes, he saw right, it 
seemed to be coming, not only out of the furnace, but out of the pot. He 
uncovered it, and ran back in a great fright, for the pot was certainly 
singing! He stood in the farthest corner of the room, with his hands up, 
and his mouth open, for a minute or two, when the singing stopped, 
and the voice became clear, and pronunciative. 

“Hollo!” said the voice. 
Gluck made no answer. 
“Hollo! Gluck, my boy,” said the pot again. 
Gluck summoned all his energies, walked straight up to the crucible, 

drew it out of the furnace, and looked in. The gold was all melted, and 
its surface as smooth and polished as a river; but instead of reflecting 
little Gluck’s head, as he looked in, he saw meeting his glance from 
beneath the gold the red nose and sharp eyes of his old friend of the 
mug, a thousand times redder and sharper than ever he had seen them 
in his life. 
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“Come, Gluck, my boy,” said the voice out of the pot again, “I’m all 
right; pour me out.” 

But Gluck was too much astonished to do anything of the kind. 
“Pour me out, I say,” said the voice rather gruffly. 
Still Gluck couldn’t move. 
“Will you pour me out?” said the voice passionately, “I’m too hot.” 
By a violent effort, Gluck recovered the use of his limbs, took hold of 

the crucible, and sloped it so as to pour out the gold. But instead of a 
liquid stream, there came out, first a pair of pretty little yellow legs, 
then some coat tails, then a pair of arms stuck a-kimbo, and, finally, the 
well-known head of his friend the mug; all which articles, uniting as 
they rolled out, stood up energetically on the floor, in the shape of a 
little golden dwarf, about a foot and a half high. 

“That’s right!” said the dwarf, stretching out first his legs, and then 
his arms, and then shaking his head up and down, and as far round as it 
would go, for five minutes, without stopping; apparently with the view 
of ascertaining if he were quite correctly put together, while Gluck 
stood contemplating him in speechless amazement. He was dressed in a 
slashed doublet of spun gold, so fine in its texture, that the prismatic 
colours gleamed over it, as if on a surface of mother of pearl; and, over 
this brilliant doublet, his hair and beard fell full halfway to the gound, 
in waving curls, so exquisitely delicate, that Gluck could hardly tell 
where they ended; they seemed to melt into air. The features of the 
face, however, were by no means finished with the same delicacy; they 
were rather coarse, slightly inclining to coppery in complexion, and 
indicative, in expression, of a very pertinacious and intractable disposi¬ 
tion in their small proprietor. When the dwarf had finished his self- 
examination, he turned his small sharp eyes full on Gluck, and stared at 
him deliberately for a minute or two. “No, it wouldn’t, Gluck, my boy,” 
said the little man. 

This was certainly rather an abrupt and unconnected mode of 
commencing conversation. It might indeed be supposed to refer to the 
course of Gluck’s thoughts, which had first produced the dwarf’s 
observations out of the pot; but whatever it referred to, Gluck had no 
inclination to dispute the dictum. 

“Wouldn’t it, sir?” said Gluck, very mildly and submissively indeed. 
“No,” said the dwarf, conclusively. “No, it wouldn’t.” And with that, 

the dwarf pulled his cap hard over his brows, and took two turns, of 
three feet long, up and down the room, lifting his legs up very high, 
and setting them down very hard. This pause gave time for Gluck to 
collect his thoughts a little, and, seeing no great reason to view his 
diminutive visitor with dread, and feeling his curiosity overcome his 
amazement, he ventured on a question of peculiar delicacy. 

“Pray, sir,” said Gluck, rather hesitatingly, “were you my mug?” 
On which the little man turned sharp round, walked straight up to 

Gluck, and drew himself up to his full height. “I,” said the little man, 
“am the King of the Golden River.” Whereupon he turned about again, 
and took two more turns, some six feet long, in order to allow time for 
the consternation which this announcement produced in his auditor to 
evaporate. After which, he again walked up to Gluck and stood still, as 
if expecting some comment on his communication. 



“Gluck stood contemplating him in speechless 
amazement.” 

Richard Doyle 



112 The King of the Golden River 

Gluck determined to say something at all events. “I hope your 
Majesty is very well,” said Gluck. 

“Listen!” said the little man, deigning no reply to this polite inquiry. 
“I am the King of what you mortals call the Golden River. The shape 
you saw me in was owing to the malice of a stronger king, from whose 
enchantments you have this instant freed me. What I have seen of you, 
and your conduct to your wicked brothers, renders me willing to serve 
you; therefore, attend to what I tell you. Whoever shall climb to the top 
of that mountain from which you see the Golden River issue, and shall 
cast into the stream at its source three drops of holy water, for him, and 
for him only, the river shall turn to gold. But no one failing in his first, 
can succeed in a second attempt; and if any one shall cast unholy water 
into the river, it will overwhelm him, and he will become a black stone.” 
So saying, the King of the Golden River turned away and deliberately 
walked into the centre of the hottest flame of the furnace. His figure 
became red, white, transparent, dazzling,—a blaze of intense light— 
rose, trembled, and disappeared. The King of the Golden River had 
evaporated. 

“Oh!” cried poor Gluck, running to look up the chimney after him; 
“oh dear, dear, dear me! My mug! my mug! my mug!” 

CHAPTER III 

How Mr. Hans Set Off on an Expedition to the Golden 

River, and How He Prospered Therein 

The King of the Golden River had hardly made the extraordinary exit 
related in the last chapter, before Hans and Schwartz came roaring into 
the house, very savagely drunk. The discovery of the total loss of their 
last piece of plate had the effect of sobering them just enough to enable 
them to stand over Gluck, beating him very steadily for a quarter of an 
hour; at the expiration of which period they dropped into a couple of 
chairs, and requested to know what he had got to say for himself. Gluck 
told them his story, of which, of course, they did not believe a word. 
They beat him again, till their arms were tired, and staggered to bed. In 
the morning, however, the steadiness with which he adhered to his 
story obtained him some degree of credence; the immediate con¬ 
sequence of which was, that the two brothers, after wrangling a long 
time on the knotty question, which of them should try his fortune first, 
drew their swords and began fighting. The noise of the fray alarmed 
the neighbours, who finding they could not pacify the combatants, sent 
for the constable. 

Hans, on hearing this, contrived to escape, and hid himself; but 
Schwartz was taken before the magistrate, fined for breaking the peace, 
and, having drunk out his last penny the evening before, was thrown 
into prison till he should pay. 

When Hans heard this, he was much delighted, and determined to 
set out immediately for the Golden River. How to get the holy water 
was the question. He went to the priest, but the priest could not give any 
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holy water to so abandoned a character. So Hans went to vespers in the 
evening for the first time in his life, and, under pretence of crossing 
himself, stole a cupful, and returned home in triumph. 

Next morning he got up before the sun rose, put the holy water into a 
strong flask, and two bottles of wine and some meat in a basket, slung 
them over his back, took his alpine staff in his hand, and set off for the 
mountains. 

On his way out of the town he had to pass the prison, and as he 
looked in at the windows, whom should he see but Schwartz himself 
peeping out of the bars, and looking very disconsolate. 

“Good morning, brother,” said Hans; “have you any message for the 
King of the Golden River?” 

Schwartz gnashed his teeth with rage, and shook the bars with all his 
strength; but Hans only laughed at him, and advising him to make 
himself comfortable till he came back again, shouldered his basket, 
shook the bottle of holy water in Schwartz’s face till it frothed again, 
and marched off in the highest spirits in the world. 

It was, indeed, a morning that might have made any one happy, even 
with no Golden River to seek for. Level lines of dewy mist lay stretched 
along the valley, out of which rose the massy mountains—their lower 
cliffs in pale grey shadow, hardly distinguishable from the floating 
vapour, but gradually ascending till they caught the sunlight, which ran 
in sharp touches of ruddy colour along the angular crags, and pierced, 
in long level rays, through their fringes of spear-like pine. Far above, 
shot up red splintered masses of castellated rock, jagged and shivered 
into myriads of fantastic forms, with here and there a streak of sunlit 
snow, traced down their chasms like a line of forged lightning; and, far 
beyond, and far above all these, fainter than the morning cloud, but 
purer and changeless, slept, in the blue sky, the utmost peaks of the 
eternal snow. 

The Golden River, which sprang from one of the lower and snowless 
elevations, was now nearly in shadow; all but the uppermost jets of 
spray, which rose like snow above the undulating line of the cataract, 
and floated away in feeble wreaths upon the morning wind. 

On this object, and on this alone, Hans’ eyes and thoughts were fixed; 
forgetting the distance he had to traverse, he set off at an imprudent 
rate of walking, which greatly exhausted him before he had scaled the 
first range of the green and low hills. He was, moreover, surprised, on 
surmounting them, to find that a large glacier, of whose existence, 
notwithstanding his previous knowledge of the mountains, he had been 
absolutely ignorant, lay between him and the source of the Golden 
River. He entered on it with the boldness of a practised mountaineer; 
yet he thought he had never transversed so strange or so dangerous a 
glacier in his life. The ice was excessively slippery, and out of all its 
chasms came wild sounds of gushing water; not monotonous or low, but 
changeful and loud, rising occasionally into drifting passages of wild 
melody, then breaking off into short melancholy tones, or sudden 
shrieks, resembling those of human voices in distress or pain. The ice 
was broken into thousands of confused shapes, but none, Hans 
thought, like the ordinary forms of splintered ice. There seemed a 
curious expression about all their outlines—a perpetual resemblance to 
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living features, distorted and scornful. Myriads of deceitful shadows, 
and lurid lights, played and floated about and through the pale blue 
pinnacles, dazzling and confusing the sight of the traveller; while his 
ears grew dull and his head giddy with the constant gush and roar of 
the concealed waters. These painful circumstances increased upon him 
as he advanced; the ice crashed and yawned into fresh chasms at his 
feet, tottering spires nodded around him, and fell thundering across his 
path; and though he had repeatedly faced these dangers on the most 
terrific glaciers, and in the wildest weather, it was with a new and 
oppressive feeling of panic terror that he leaped the last chasm, and 
flung himself, exhausted and shuddering, on the firm turf of the 
mountain. 

He had been compelled to abandon his basket of food, which became 
a perilous incumbrance on the glacier, and had now no means of 
refreshing himself but by breaking off and eating some of the pieces of 
ice. This, however, relieved his thirst; an hour’s repose recruited his 
hardy frame, and with the indomitable spirit of avarice, he resumed his 
laborious journey. 

His way now lay straight up a ridge of bare red rocks, without a blade 
of grass to ease the foot, or a projecting angle to afford an inch of shade 
from the south sun. It was past noon, and the rays beat intensely upon 
the steep path, while the whole atmosphere was motionless, and 
penetrated with heat. Intense thirst was soon added to the bodily 
fatigue with which Hans was now afflicted; glance after glance he cast 
on the flask of water which hung at his belt. “Three drops are enough,” 
at last thought he; “I may, at least, cool my lips with it.” 

He opened the flask, and was raising it to his lips, when his eye fell on 
an object lying on the rock beside him; he thought it moved. It was a 
small dog, apparently in the last agony of death from thirst. Its tongue 
was out, its jaws dry, its limbs extended lifelessly, and a swarm of black 
ants were crawling about its lips and throat. Its eye moved to the bottle 
which Hans held in his hand. He raised it, drank, spurned the animal 
with his foot, and passed on. And he did not know how it was, but he 
thought that a strange shadow had suddenly come across the blue sky. 

The path became steeper and more rugged every moment; and the 
high hill air, instead of refreshing him, seemed to throw his blood into a 
fever. The noise of the hill cataracts sounded like mockery in his ears; 
they were all distant, and his thirst increased every moment. Another 
hour passed, and he again looked down to the flask at his side; it was 
half empty; but there was much more than three drops in it. He 
stopped to open it, and again, as he did so, something moved in the 
path above him. It was a fair child, stretched nearly lifeless on the rock, 
its breast heaving with thirst, its eyes closed, and its lips parched and 
burning. Hans eyed it deliberately, drank, and passed on. And a dark 
grey cloud came over the sun, and long, snake-like shadows crept up 
along the mountain sides. Hans struggled on. The sun was sinking, but 
its descent seemed to bring no coolness; the leaden weight of the dead 
air pressed upon his brow and heart, but the goal was near. He saw the 
cataract of the Golden River springing from the hill-side, scarcely five 
hundred feet above him. He paused for a moment to breathe, and 
sprang on to complete his task. 
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At this instant a faint cry fell on his ear. He turned, and saw a grey¬ 
haired old man extended on the rocks. His eyes were sunk, his features 
deadly pale, and gathered into an expression of despair. “Water!” he 
stretched his arms to Hans, and cried feebly, “Water! I am dying.” 

“I have none,” replied Hans; “thou hast had thy share of life.” He 
strode over the prostrate body, and darted on. And a flash of blue 
lightning rose out of the East, shaped like a sword; it shook thrice over 
the whole heaven, and left it dark with one heavy, impenetrable shade. 
The sun was setting; it plunged towards the horizon like a red-hot ball. 

The roar of the Golden River rose on Hans’ ear. He stood at the 
brink of the chasm through which it ran. Its waves were filled with the 
red glory of the sunset: they shook their crests like tongues of fire, and 
flashes of bloody light gleamed along their foam. Their sound came 
mightier and mightier on his senses; his brain grew giddy with the 
prolonged thunder. Shuddering he drew the flask from his girdle, and 
hurled it into the centre of the torrent. As he did so, an icy chill shot 
through his limbs: he staggered, shrieked, and fell. The waters closed 
over his cry. And the moaning of the river rose wildly into the night, as 
it gushed over The Black Stone. 

CHAPTER IV 

How Mr. Schwartz Set Off on an Expedition to the 
Golden River, and How He Prospered Therein 

Poor little Gluck waited very anxiously alone in the house for Hans’ 
return. Finding he did not come back, he was terribly frightened, and 
went and told Schwartz in the prison all that had happened. Then 
Schwartz was very much pleased, and said that Hans must certainly 
have been turned into a black stone, and he should have all the gold to 
himself. But Gluck was very sorry, and cried all night. When he got up 
in the morning there was no bread in the house, nor any money; so 
Gluck went and hired himself to another goldsmith, and he worked so 
hard, and so neatly, and so long every day, that he soon got money 
enough together to pay his brother’s fine, and he went and gave it all to 
Schwartz, and Schwartz got out of prison. Then Schwartz was quite 
pleased, and said he should have some of the gold of the river. But 
Gluck only begged he would go and see what had become of Hans. 

Now when Schwartz had heard that Hans had stolen the holy water, 
he thought to himself that such a proceeding might not be considered 
altogether correct by the King of the Golden River, and determined to 
manage matters better. So he took some more of Gluck’s money, and 
went to a bad priest, who gave him some holy water very readily for it. 
Then Schwartz was sure it was all quite right. So Schwartz got up early 
in the morning before the sun rose, and took some bread and wine in a 
basket, and put his holy water in a flask, and set off for the mountains. 
Like his brother, he was much surprised at the sight of the glacier, and 
had great difficulty in crossing it, even after leavingg his basket behind 
him. The day was cloudless, but not bright: there was a heavy purple 
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haze hanging over the sky, and the hills looked lowering and gloomy. 
And as Schwartz climbed the steep rock path, the thirst came upon him, 
as it had upon his brother, until he lifted his flask to his lips to drink. 
Then he saw the fair child lying near him on the rocks, and it cried to 
him, and moaned for water. 

“Water indeed,” said Schwartz; “I haven’t half enough for myself,” 
and passed on. And as he went he thought the sunbeams grew more 
dim, and he saw a low bank of black cloud rising out of the West; and, 
when he had climbed for another hour the thirst overcame him again, 
and he would have drunk. Then he saw the old man lying before him 
on the path, and heard him cry out for water. “Water, indeed,” said 
Schwartz, “I haven’t half enough for myself,” and on he went. 

Then again the light seemed to fade from before his eyes, and he 
looked up, and, behold, a mist, of the colour of blood, had come over 
the sun; and the bank of black cloud had risen very high, and its edges 
were tossing and tumbling like the waves of the angry sea. And they cast 
long shadows, which flickered over Schwartz’s path. 

Then Schwartz climbed for another hour, and again his thirst 
returned; and as he lifted his flask to his lips, he thought he saw his 
brother Hans lying exhausted on the path before him, and, as he gazed, 
the figure stretched its arms to him, and cried for water. “Ha ha,” 
laughed Schwartz, “are you there? remember the prison bars, my boy. 
Water, indeed! do you suppose I carried it all the way up here for you!” 

And he strode over the figure; yet, as he passed, he thought he saw a 
strange expression of mockery about its lips. And, when he had gone a 
few yards farther, he looked back; but the figure was not there. 

And a sudden horror came over Schwartz, he knew not why; but the 
thirst for gold prevailed over his fear, and he rushed on. And the bank 
of black cloud rose to the zenith, and out of it came bursts of spiry 
lightning, and waves of darkness seemed to heave and float between 
their flashes over the whole heavens. And the sky where the sun was 
setting was all level, and like a lake of blood; and a strong wind came 
out of that sky, tearing its crimson clouds into fragments, and scattering 
them far into the darkness. And when Schwartz stood by the brink of 
the Golden River, its waves were black, like thunder clouds, but their 
foam was like fire; and the roar of the waters below, and the thunder 
above, met, as he cast the flask into the stream. And, as he did so, the 
lightning glared into his eyes, and the earth gave way beneath him, and 
the waters closed over his cry. And the moaning of the river rose wildly 
into the night, as it gushed over the Two Black Stones. 

CHAPTER V 

How Little Gluck Set Off on an Expedition to the Golden 
River, and How He Prospered Therein; with Other 

Matters of Interest 

When Gluck found that Schwartz did not come back he was very 
sorry, and did not know what to do. He had no money, and was obliged 
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to go and hire himself again to the goldsmith, who worked him very 
hard, and gave him very little money. So, after a month or two, Gluck 
grew tired, and made up his mind to go and try his fortune with the 
Golden River. “The little king looked very kind,” thought he. “I don’t 
think he will turn me into a black stone.” So he went to the priest, and 
the priest gave him some holy water as soon as he asked for it. Then 
Gluck took some bread in his basket, and the bottle of water, and set off 
very early for the mountains. 

If the glacier had occasioned a great deal of fatigue to his brothers, it 
was twenty times worse for him, who was neither so strong nor so 
practised on the mountains. He had several very bad falls, lost his 
basket and bread, and was very much frightened at the strange noises 
under the ice. He lay a long time to rest on the grass, after he had got 
over, and began to climb the hill just in the hottest part of the day. 
When he had climbed for an hour, he got dreadfully thirsty, and was 
going to drink like his brothers, when he saw an old man coming down 
the path above him, looking very feeble, and leaning on a staff. “My 
son,” said the old man, “I am faint with thirst, give me some of that 
water.” Then Gluck looked at him, and when he saw that he was pale 
and weary, he gave him the water; “Only pray don’t drink it all,” said 
Gluck. But the old man drank a great deal, and gave him back the bottle 
two-thirds empty. Then he bade him good speed, and Gluck went on 
again merrily. And the path became easier to his feet, and two or three 
blades of grass appeared upon it, and some grasshoppers began singing 
on the bank beside it; and Gluck thought he had never heard such 
merry singing. 

Then he went on for another hour, and the thirst increased on him 
so that he thought he should be forced to drink. But, as he raised the 
flask, he saw a little child lying panting by the roadside, and it cried out 
piteously for water. Then Gluck struggled with himself, and deter¬ 
mined to bear the thirst a little longer; and he put the bottle to the 
child’s lips, and it drank it all but a few drops. Then it smiled on him, 
and got up, and ran down the hill; and Gluck looked after it, till it 
became as small as a little star, and then turned and began climbing 
again. And then there were all kinds of sweet flowers growing on the 
rocks, bright green moss, with pale pink starry flowers, and soft belled 
gentians, more blue than the sky at its deepest, and pure white 
transparent lilies. And crimson and purple butterflies darted hither and 
thither, and the sky sent down such pure light, that Gluck had never 
felt so happy in his life. 

Yet, when he had climbed for another hour, his thirst became 
intolerable again; and, when he looked at his bottle, he saw that there 
were only five or six drops left in it, and he could not venture to drink. 
And, as he was hanging the flask on his belt again, he saw a little dog 
lying on the rocks, gasping for breath—just as Hans had seen it on the 
day of his ascent. And Gluck stopped and looked at it, and then at the 
Golden River, not five hundred yards above him; and he thought of the 
dwarfs words, “that no one could succeed, except in his first attempt”; 
and he tried to pass the dog, but it whined piteously, and Gluck stopped 
again. “Poor beastie,” said Gluck, “it’ll be dead when I come down 
again, if I don’t help it.” Then he looked closer and closer at it, and its 
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eye turned on him so mournfully, that he could not stand it. “Confound 
the King and his gold too,” said Gluck; and he opened the flask, and 
poured all the water into the dog’s mouth. 

The dog sprang up and and stood on its hind legs. Its tail 
disappeared, its ears became long, longer, silky, golden; its nose became 
very red, its eyes became very twinkling; in three seconds the dog was 
gone, and before Gluck stood his old acquaintance, the King of the 
Golden River. 

“Thank you,” said the monarch; “but don’t be frightened, it’s all 
right”; for Gluck showed manifest symptoms of his consternation at this 
unlooked-for reply to his last observation. “Why didn’t you come 
before,” continued the dwarf, “instead of sending me those rascally 
brothers of yours, for me to have the trouble of turning into stones? 
Very hard stones they make too.” 

“Oh dear me!” said Gluck, “have you really been so cruel?” 
“Cruel!” said the dwarf, “they poured unholy water into my stream: 

do you suppose I’m going to allow that?” 
“Why,” said Gluck, “I am sure, sir—your majesty, I mean—they got 

the water out of the church font.” 

“Very probably,” replied the dwarf; “but,” and his countenance grew 
very stern as he spoke, “the water which has been refused to the cry of 
the weary and dying, is unholy, though it had been blessed by every 
saint in heaven; and the water which is found in the vessel of mercy is 
holy, though it had been defiled with corpses.” 

So saying, the dwarf stopped and plucked a lily that grew at his feet. 
On its white leaves there hung three drops of clear dew. And the dwarf 
shook them into the flask which Gluck held in his hand. “Cast these into 
the river,” he said, “and descend on the other side of the mountains 
into the Treasure Valley. And so good speed.” 

As he spoke, the figure of the dwarf became indistinct. The playing 
colours of his robe formed themselves into a prismatic mist of dewy 
light; he stood for an instant veiled with them as with the belt of a broad 
rainbow. The colours grew faint, the mist rose into the air; the monarch 
had evaporated. 

And Gluck climbed to the brink of the Golden River, and its waves 
were as clear as crystal, and as brilliant as the sun. And, when he cast 
the three drops of dew into the stream, there opened where they fell a 
small circular whirlpool, into which the waters descended with a musical 
noise. 

Gluck stood watching it for some time, very much disappointed, 
because not only the river was not turned into gold, but its waters 
seemed much diminished in quality. Yet he obeyed his friend the 
dwarf, and descended the other side of the mountains towards the 
Treasure Valley; and, as he went, he thought he heard the noise of 
water working its way under the ground. And, when he came in sight of 
the Treasure Valley, behold, a river, like the Golden River, was 
springing from a new cleft of the rocks above it, and was flowing in 
innumerable streams among the dry heaps of red sand. 

And as Gluck gazed, fresh grass sprang beside the new streams, and 
creeping plants grew, and climbed among the moistening soil. Young 



“Then it smiled on him, and got up, and ran down the 

hill.” 

Richard Doyle 
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flowers opened suddenly along the river sides, as stars leap out when 
twilight is deepening, and thickets of myrtle, and tendrils of vine, cast 
lengthening shadows over the valley as they grew. And thus the 
Treasure Valley became a garden again, and the inheritance, which had 
been lost by cruelty, was regained by love. 

And Gluck went, and dwelt in the valley, and the poor were never 
driven from his door: so that his barns became full of corn, and his 
house of treasure. And, for him, the river had, according to the dwarfs 
promise, become a River of Gold. 

And, to this day, the inhabitants of the valley point out the place 
where the three drops of holy dew were cast into the stream, and trace 
the course of the Golden River under the ground, until it emerges in 
the Treasure Valley. And at the top of the cataract of the Golden River, 
are still to be seen two black stones, round which the waters howl 
mournfully every day at sunset; and these stones are still called by the 
people of the valley The Black Brothers. 



Phantastes 

A Faerie Romance for Men and Women 

Phantastes from “their fount” all shapes deriving, 

In new habiliments can quickly dight. 
Fletcher’s Purple Island 



Es lassen sich Erzahlungen ohne Zusammenhang, jedoch mit Associa¬ 
tion, wie Traume, denken; Gedichte, die bloss wohlklingend und voll 
schoner Worte sind, aber auch ohne alien Sinn und Zusammenhang, 
hochstens einzelne Strophen verstandlich, wie Bruchstiicke aus den 
verschiedenartigsten Dingen. Diese wahre Poesie kann hochstens einen 
allegorischen Sinn im Grossen, und eine indirecte Wirkung, wie Musik 
haben. Darum ist die Natur so rein poetisch, wie die Stube eines 
Zauberers, eines Physikers, eine Kinderstube, eine Polter-und Vor- 
rathskammer. * * 

Ein Mahrchen ist wie ein Traumbild ohne Zusammenhang. Ein 
Ensemble wunderbarer Dinge und Begebenheiten, z, B. eine Mus- 
ikalische Phantasie, die harmonischen Folgen einer Aeolsharfe, die 
Natur selbst. 

In einem echten Mahrchen muss alles wunderbar, geheimnissvoll 
und zusammenhangend sein; alles belebt, jeder auf eine andere Art. 
Die ganze Natur muss wunderlich mit der ganzen Geisterwelt gemischt 
sein; hier tritt die Zeit der Anarchie, der Gesetzlosigkeit, Freiheit, der 
Naturstand der Natur, die Zeit vor der Welt ein. . . . Die Welt des 
Mahrchens ist die, der Welt der Wahrheit durchaus entgegengesetzte, 
und eben darum ihr so durchaus ahnlich, wie das Chaos der vollen- 
deten Schopfung ahnlich ist.—Novalis. 



Phantastes 

A Faerie Romance for Men and Women 

By George Mac Donald 

In good sooth, my masters, this is no door. Yet is it a little window, that 
looketh upon a great world. 



“Here it chaunced that upon their quest Sir Galahad and 
Sir Percivale rencountered in the depths of a great 

forest.” 

Arthur Hughes 
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CHAPTER I 

A spirit * * * 
* * * * 

The undulating woods, and silent well, 
And rippling rivulet, and evening gloom, 
Now deepening the dark shades, for speech assuming, 
Held commune with him; as if he and it 
Were all that was. 

Shelley’s Alastor. 

I awoke one morning with the usual perplexity of mind which 
accompanies the return of consciousness. As I lay and looked through 
the eastern window of my room, a faint streak of peach-colour, dividing 
a cloud that just rose above the low swell of the horizon, announced the 
approach of the sun. As my thoughts, which a deep and apparently 
dreamless sleep had dissolved, began again to assume crystalline forms, 
the strange events of the foregoing night presented themselves anew to 
my wondering consciousness. The day before had been my one-and- 
twentieth birthday. Among other ceremonies investing me with my 
legal rights, the keys of an old secretary, in which my father had kept 
his private papers, had been delivered up to me. As soon as I was left 
alone, I ordered lights in the chamber where the secretary stood, the 
first lights that had been there for many a year; for, since my father’s 
death, the room had been left undisturbed. But, as if the darkness had 
been too long an inmate to be easily expelled, and had dyed with 
blackness the walls to which, bat-like, it had clung, these tapers served 
but ill to light up the gloomy hangings, and seemed to throw yet darker 
shadows into the hollows of the deep-wrought cornice. All the further 
portions of the room lay shrouded in a mystery whose deepest folds 
were gathered around the dark oak cabinet which I now approached 
with a strange mingling of reverence and curiosity. Perhaps, like a 
geologist, I was about to turn up to the light some of the buried strata of 
the human world, with its fossil remains charred by passion and 
petrified by tears. Perhaps I was to learn how my father, whose 
personal history was unknown to me, had woven his web of story; how 
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he had found the world, and how the world had left him. Perhaps I was 
to find only the records of lands and moneys, how gotten and how 
secured; coming down from strange men, and through troublous times, 
to me who knew little or nothing of them all. 

To solve my speculations, and to dispel the awe which was fast 
gathering around me as if the dead were drawing near, I approached 
the secretary; and having found the key that fitted the upper portion, I 
opened it with some difficulty, drew near it a heavy high-backed chair, 
and sat down before a multitude of little drawers and slides and pigeon¬ 
holes. But the door of a little cupboard in the centre especially attracted 
my interest, as if there lay the secret of this long hidden world. Its key I 
found. One of the rusty hinges cracked and broke as I opened the 
door: it revealed a number of small pigeon-holes. These, however, 
being but shallow compared with the depth of those around the little 
cupboard, the outer ones reaching to the back of the desk, I concluded 
that there must be some accessible space behind; and found, indeed, 
that they were formed in a separate framework, which admitted of the 
whole being pulled out in one piece. Behind, I found a sort of flexible 
portcullis of small bars of wood laid close together horizontally. After 
long search, and trying many ways to move it, I discovered at last a 
scarcely projecting point of steel on one side. I pressed this repeatedly 
and hard with the point of an old tool that was lying near, till at length it 
yielded inwards; and the little slide, flying up suddenly, disclosed a 
chamber—empty, except that in one corner lay a little heap of withered 
rose-leaves, whose long-lived scent had long since departed; and, in 
another, a small packet of papers, tied with a bit of ribbon, whose 
colour had gone with the rose-scent. Almost fearing to touch them, they 
witnessed so mutely to the law of oblivion, I leaned back in my chair, 
and regarded them for a moment; when suddenly there stood on the 
threshold of the little chamber, as though she had just emerged from its 
depth, a tiny woman-form, as perfect in shape as if she had been a small 
Greek statuette roused to life and motion. Her dress was of a kind that 
could never grow old-fashioned, because it was simply natural: a robe 
plaited in a band around the neck, and confined by a belt about the 
waist, descended to her feet. It was only afterwards, however, that I 
took notice of her dress, although my surprise was by no means of so 
overpowering a degree as such an apparition might naturally be 
expected to excite. Seeing, however, as I suppose, some astonishment in 
my countenance, she came forward within a yard of me, and said, in a 
voice that strangely recalled a sensation of twilight, and reedy river 
banks, and a low wind, even in this deathly room, 

“Anodos, you never saw such a little creature before, did you?” 
“No,” said I; “and indeed I hardly believe I do now.” 
“Ah! that is always the way with you men; you believe nothing the 

first time; and it is foolish enough to let mere repetition convince you of 
what you consider in itself unbelievable. I am not going to argue with 
you, however, but to grant you a wish.” 

Here I could not help interrupting her with the foolish speech, of 
which, however, I had no cause to repent: 

“How can such a very little creature as you grant or refuse anything?” 
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“Is that all the philosophy you have gained in one-and twenty years?” 
said she. “Form is much, but size is nothing. It is a mere matter of 
relation. I suppose your six-foot lordship does not feel altogether 
insignificant, though to others you do look small beside your old Uncle 
Ralph, who rises above you a great half-foot at least. But size is of so 
little consequence with me, that I may as well accommodate myself to 
your foolish prejudices.” 

So saying, she leapt from the desk upon the floor; where she stood a 
tall, gracious lady, with pale face and large blue eyes. Her dark hair 
flowed behind, wavy but uncurled, down to her waist, and against it her 
form stood clear in its robe of white. 

“Now,” said she, “you will believe me.” 

Overcome with the presence of a beauty which I could now perceive, 
and drawn towards her by an attraction irresistible as incomprehensi¬ 
ble, I suppose I stretched out my arms towards her, for she drew back a 
step or two, and said: 

“Foolish boy, if you could touch me, I should hurt you. Besides, I was 
two hundred and thirty-seven years old, last Midsummer eve; and a 
man must not fall in love with his grandmother, you know.” 

“But you are not my grandmother,” said I. 
“How do you know that?” she retorted. “I dare say you know 

something of your great grandfathers a good deal further back than 
that; but you know very little about your great grandmothers on either 
side. Now, to the point. Your little sister was reading a fairy-tale to you 
last night.” 

“She was.” 

“When she had flnished, she said, as she closed the book, ‘Is there a 
fairy-country, brother?’ You replied with a sigh, ‘I suppose there is, if 
one could And the way into it.’“ 

“I did; but I meant something quite different from what you seem to 
think.” 

“Never mind what I seem to think. You shall find the way into Fairy 
Land to-morrow. Now look in my eyes.” 

Eagerly I did so. They filled me with an unknown longing. I 
remembered somehow that my mother died when I was a baby. I 
looked deeper and deeper, till they spread around me like seas, and I 
sank in their waters. I forgot all the rest, till I found myself at the 
window, whose gloomy curtains were withdrawn, and where I stood 
gazing on a whole heaven of stars, small and sparkling in the 
moonlight. Below lay a sea, still as death and hoary in the moon, 
sweeping into bays and around capes and islands, away, away, I knew 
not whither. Alas! it was no sea, but a low fog burnished by the moon. 
“Surely there is such a sea somewhere!” said I to myself. A low sweet 
voice beside me replied— 

“In Fairy Land, Anodos.” 
I turned, but saw no one. I closed the secretary, and went to my own 

room, and to bed. 

All this I recalled as I lay with half-closed eyes. I was soon to find the 
truth of the lady’s promise that this day I should discover the road into 
Fairy Land. 
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CHAPTER II 

“Wo ist der Strom?” rief er mit Thranen. “Siehst du nicht seine blauen Wellen 
uber uns?” Er sah hinauf, und der blaue Strom floss leise tiber ihrem 
Haupte.—Novalis. Heinrich von Ofterdingen. 

“Where is the stream?” cried he, with tears. “Seest thou not its blue waves above 
us?” He looked up, and lo! the blue stream was flowing gently over their 
heads. 

While these strange events were passing through my mind, I 

suddenly, as one awakes to the consciousness that the sea has been 
moaning by him for hours, or that the storm has been howling about his 
window all night, became aware of the sound of running water near 
me; and looking out of bed, I saw that a large green marble basin, in 
which I was wont to wash, and which stood on a low pedestal of the 
same material in a corner of my room, was overflowing like a spring; 
and that a stream of clear water was running over the carpet, all the 
length of the room, finding its outlet I knew not where. And, stranger 
still, where this carpet, which I had myself designed to imitate a field of 
grass and daisies, bordered the course of the little stream, the grass- 
blades and daisies seemed to wave in a tiny breeze that followed the 
water’s flow; while under the rivulet they bent and swayed with every 
motion of the changeful current, as if they were about to dissolve with 
it, and, forsaking their fixed form, become fluent as the waters. 

My dressing-table was an old-fashioned piece of furniture of black 
oak, with drawers all down the front. These were elaborately carved in 
foliage, of which ivy formed the chief part. The nearer end of this table 
remained just as it had been, but on the further end a singular change 
had commenced. I happened to fix my eye on a little cluster of ivy- 
leaves. The first of these was evidently the work of the carver; the next 
looked curious; the third was unmistakeable ivy; and just beyond it a 
tendril of clematis had twined itself about the gilt handle of one of the 
drawers. Hearing next a slight motion above me, I looked up, and saw 
that the branches and leaves designed upon the curtains of my bed 
were slightly in motion. Not knowing what change might follow next, I 
thought it high time to get up; and, springing from the bed, my bare 
feet alighted upon a cool green sward; and although I dressed in all 
haste, I found myself completing my toilet under the boughs of a great 
tree, whose top waved in the golden stream of the sunrise with many 
interchanging lights, and with shadows of leaf and branch gliding over 
leaf and branch, as the cool morning wind swung it to and fro, like a 
sinking sea-wave. 

After washing as well as I could in the clear stream, I rose and looked 
around me. The tree under which I seemed to have lain all night, was 
one of the advanced guard of a dense forest, towards which the rivulet 
ran. Faint traces of a footpath, much overgrown with grass and moss, 
and with here and there a pimpernel even, were discernible along the 
right bank. “This,” thought I, “must surely be the path into Fairy Land, 
which the lady of last night promised I should so soon find.” I crossed 
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the rivulet, and accompanied it, keeping the footpath on its right bank, 
until it led me, as I expected, into the wood. Here I left it, without any 
good reason, and with a vague feeling that I ought to have followed its 
course: I took a more southerly direction. 

CHAPTER III 

Man doth usurp all space, 
Stares thee, in rock, bush, river, in the face. 
Never yet thine eyes behold a tree; 
’Tis no sea thou seest in the sea, 
Tis but a disguised humanity. 
To avoid thy fellow, vain thy plan; 
All that interests a man, is man.” 

Henry Sutton. 

The trees, which were far apart where I entered, giving free passage 
to the level rays of the sun, closed rapidly as I advanced, so that ere long 
their crowded stems barred the sunlight out, forming as it were a thick 
grating between me and the East. I seemed to be advancing towards a 
second midnight. In the midst of the intervening twilight, however, 
before I entered what appeared to be the darkest portion of the forest, 
I saw a country maiden coming towards me from its very depths. She 
did not seem to observe me, for she was apparently intent upon a bunch 
of wild flowers which she carried in her hand. I could hardly see her 
face; for, though she came right towards me, she never looked up. But 
when we met, instead of passing, she turned and walked alongside of 
me for a few yards, still keeping her face downwards, and busied with 
her flowers. She spoke rapidly, however, all the time, in a low tone, as if 
talking to herself, but evidently addressing the purport of her words to 
me. She seemed afraid of being observed by some lurking foe. “Trust 
the Oak,” said she; “trust the Oak, and the Elm, and the great Beech. 
Take care of the Birch, for though she is honest, she is too young not to 
be changeable. But shun the Ash and the Alder; for the Ash is an 
ogre—you will know him by his thick fingers; and the Alder will 
smother you with her web of hair, if you let her near you at night.” All 
this was uttered without pause or alteration of tone. Then she turned 
suddenly and left me, walking still with the same unchanging gait. I 
could not conjecture what she meant, but satisfied myself with thinking 
that it would be time enough to find out her meaning when there was 
need to make use of her warning; and that the occasion would reveal 
the admonition. I concluded from the flowers that she carried, that the 
forest could not be everywhere so dense as it appeared from where I 
was now walking; and I was right in this conclusion. For soon I came to 
a more open part, and by and by crossed a wide grassy glade, on which 
were several circles of brighter green. But even here I was struck with 
the utter stillness. No bird sang. No insect hummed. Not a living 
creature crossed my way. Yet somehow the whole environment seemed 
only asleep, and to wear even in sleep an air of expectation. The trees 
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seemed all to have an expression of conscious mystery, as if they said to 
themselves, “We could, an’ if we would.” They had all a meaning look 
about them. Then I remembered that night is the fairies’ day, and the 
moon their sun; and I thought—Everything sleeps and dreams now: 
when the night comes, it will be different. At the same time I, being a 
man and a child of the day, felt some anxiety as to how I should fare 
among the elves and other children of the night who wake when 
mortals dream, and find their common life in those wondrous hours 
that flow noiselessly over the moveless death-like forms of men and 
women and children, lying strewn and parted beneath the weight of the 
heavy waves of night, which flow on and beat them down, and hold 
them drowned and senseless, until the ebb-tide comes, and the waves 
sink away, back into the ocean of the dark. But I took courage and went 
on. Soon, however, I became again anxious, though from another 
cause. I had eaten nothing that day, and for an hour past had been 
feeling the want of food. So I grew afraid lest I should And nothing to 
meet my human necessities in this strange place; but once more I 
comforted myself with hope and went on. 

Before noon, I fancied I saw a thin blue smoke rising amongst the 
stems of larger trees in front of me; and soon I came to an open spot of 
ground in which stood a little cottage, so built that the stems of four 
great trees formed its corners, while their branches met and inter¬ 
twined over its roof, heaping a great cloud of leaves over it, up towards 
the heavens. I wondered at Ending a human dwelling in this neigh¬ 
bourhood; and yet it did not look altogether human, though sufficiently 
so to encourage me to expect some sort of food. Seeing no door, I went 
round to the other side, and there I found one, wide open. A woman 
sat beside it, preparing some vegetables for dinner. This was homely 
and comforting. As I came near, she looked up, and seeing me, showed 
no surprise, but bent her head again over her work, and said in a low 
tone: 

“Did you see my daughter?” 
“I believe I did,” said I. “Can you give me something to eat, for I am 

very hungry.” 
“With pleasure,” she replied, in the same tone; “but do not say 

anything more, till you come into the house, for the Ash is watching 
us.” 

Having said this, she rose and led the way into the cottage; which, I 
now saw, was built of the stems of small trees set closely together, and 
was furnished with rough chairs and tables, from which even the bark 
had not been removed. As soon as she had shut the door and set a 
chair: 

“You have fairy blood in you,” said she, looking hard at me. 
“How do you know that?” 
“You could not have got so far into this wood if it were not so; and I 

am trying to And out some trace of it in your countenance. I think I see 
it.” 

“What do you see?” 
“Oh, never mind: I may be mistaken in that.” 
“But how then do you come to live here?” 
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“Because I too have fairy-blood in me.” 
Here I, in my turn, looked hard at her; and thought I could perceive, 

notwithstanding the coarseness of her features, and especially the 
heaviness of her eyebrows, a something unusual—I could hardly call it 
grace, and yet it was an expression that strangely contrasted with the 
form of her features. I noticed too that her hands were delicately 
formed, though brown with work and exposure. 

“I should be ill,” she continued, “if I did not live on the borders of the 
fairies’ country, and now and then eat of their food. And I see by your 
eyes that you are not quite free of the same need; though, from your 
education and the activity of your mind, you have felt it less than I. You 
may be further removed too from the fairy race.” 

I remembered what the lady had said about my grandmothers. 
Here she placed some bread and some milk before me, with a kindly 

apology for the homeliness of the fare, with which, however, I was in no 
humour to quarrel. I now thought it time to try to get some explanation 
of the strange words both of her daughter and herself. 

“What did you mean by speaking so about the Ash?” 
She rose and looked out of the little window. My eyes followed her; 

but as the window was too small to allow anything to be seen from 
where I was sitting, I rose and looked over her shoulder. I had just time 
to see, across the open space, on the edge of the denser forest, a single 
large ash-tree, whose foliage showed bluish, amidst the truer green of 
the other trees around it; when she pushed me back with an expression 
of impatience and terror, and then almost shut out the light from the 
window by setting up a large old book in it. 

“In general,” said she, recovering her composure, “there is no danger 
in the daytime, for then he is sound asleep; but there is something 
unusual going on in the woods; there must be some solemnity among 
the fairies to-night, for all the trees are restless, and although they 
cannot come awake, they see and hear in their sleep.” 

“But what danger is to be dreaded from him?” 
Instead of answering the question, she went again to the window and 

looked out, saying she feared the fairies would be interrupted by foul 
weather, for a storm was brewing in the west. 

“And the sooner it grows dark, the sooner the Ash will be awake,” 
added she. 

I asked her how she knew that there was any unusual excitement in 
the woods. She replied: 

“Besides the look of the trees, the dog there is unhappy; and the eyes 
and ears of the white rabbit are redder than usual, and he frisks about 
as if he expected some fun. If the cat were at home, she would have her 
back up; for the young fairies pull the sparks out of her tail with 
bramble thorns, and she knows when they are coming. So do I, in 
another way.” 

At this instant, a grey cat rushed in like a demon, and disappeared in 
a hole in the wall. 

“There, I told you!” said the woman. 
“But what of the ash-tree?” said I, returning once more to the subject. 

Here, however, the young woman, whom I had met in the morning, 
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entered. A smile passed between the mother and daughter; and then 
the latter began to help her mother in little household duties. 

“I should like to stay here till the evening,” I said; “and then go on my 
journey, if you will allow me.” 

“You are welcome to do as you please; only it might be better to stay 
all night, than risk the dangers of the wood then. Where are you 
going?” 

“Nay, that I do not know,” I replied; “but I wish to see all that is to be 
seen, and therefore I should like to start just at sundown.” 

“You are a bold youth, if you have any idea of what you are daring; 
but a rash one, if you know nothing about it; and, excuse me, you do 
not seem very well informed about the country and its manners. 
However, no one comes here but for some reason, either known to 
himself or to those who have charge of him; so you shall do just as you 
wish.” 

Accordingly I sat down, and feeling rather tired, and disinclined for 
further talk, I asked leave to look at the old book which still screened 
the window. The woman brought it to me directly, but not before 
taking another look towards the forest, and then drawing a white blind 
over the window. I sat down opposite to it by the table, on which I laid 
the great old volume, and read. It contained many wondrous tales of 
Fairy Land, and olden times, and the Knights of King Arthur’s table. I 
read on and on, till the shades of the afternoon began to deepen; for in 
the midst of the forest it gloomed earlier than in the open country. At 
length I came to this passage: 

“Here it chaunced, that upon their quest, Sir Galahad and Sir 
Percivale rencountered in the depths of a great forest. Now Sir Galahad 
was dight all in harness of silver, clear and shining; the which is a 
delight to look upon, but full hasty to tarnish, and, withouten the 
labour of a ready squire, uneath to be kept fair and clean. And yet 
withouten squire or page, Sir Galahad’s armour shone like the moon. 
And he rode a great white mare, whose bases and other housings were 
black, but all besprent with fair lilys of silver sheen. Whereas Sir 
Percivale bestrode a red horse, with a tawny mane and tail; whose 
trappings were all to-smirched with mud and mire; and his armour was 
wondrous rosty to behold, ne could he by any art furbish it again; so 
that as the sun in his going down shone twixt the bare trunks of the 
trees, full upon the knights twain, the one did seem all shining with 
light, and the other all to glow with ruddy fire. Now it came about in 
this wise. For Sir Percivale, after his escape from the demon lady, 
whenas the cross on the handle of his sword smote him to the heart, and 
he rove himself through the thigh, and escaped away, he came to a 
great wood; and, in nowise cured of his fault, yet bemoaning the same, 
the damosel of the alder-tree encountered him, right fair to see; and 
with her fair words and false countenance she comforted him and 
beguiled him, until he followed her where she led him to a-” 

Here a low hurried cry from my hostess caused me to look up from 
the book, and I read no more. 

“Look there!” she said; “look at his fingers!” 
Just as I had been reading in the book, the setting sun was shining 
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through a cleft in the clouds piled up in the west; and a shadow as of a 
large distorted hand, with thick knobs and humps on the fingers, so 
that it was much wider across the fingers than across the undivided part 
of the hand, passed slowly over the little blind, and then as slowly 
returned in the opposite direction. 

“He is almost awake, mother; and greedier than usual to-night.” 
“Hush, child; you need not make him more angry with us than he is; 

for you do not know how soon something may happen to oblige us to be 
in the forest after nightfall.” 

“But you are in the forest,” said I; “how is it that you are safe here?” 
“He dares not come nearer than he is now,” she replied; “for any of 

those four oaks, at the corners of our cottage, would tear him to pieces: 
they are our friends. But he stands there and makes awful faces at us 
sometimes, and stretches out his long arms and fingers, and tries to kill 
us with fright; for, indeed, that is his favourite way of doing. Pray, keep 
out of his way to-night.” 

“Shall I be able to see these beings?” said I. 
“That I cannot tell yet, not knowing how much of the fairy nature 

there is in you. But we shall soon see whether you can discern the fairies 
in my little garden, and that will be some guide to us.” 

“Are the trees fairies too, as well as the flowers?” I asked. 
“They are of the same race,” she replied; “though those you call 

fairies in your country are chiefly the young children of the flower 
fairies. They are very fond of having fun with the thick people, as they 
call you; for, like most children, they like fun better than anything else.” 

“Why do you have flowers so near you then? Do they not annoy you?” 
“Oh no, they are very amusing, with their mimicries of grown people, 

and mock solemnities. Sometimes they will act a whole play through 
before my eyes, with perfect composure and assurance, for they are not 
afraid of me. Only as soon as they have done, they burst into peals of 
tiny laughter, as if it were such a joke to have been serious over 
anything. These I speak of, however, are the fairies of the garden. 
They are more staid and educated than those of the fields and woods. 
Of course they have near relations amongst the wild flower, but they 
patronize them, and treat them as country cousins, who know nothing 
of life, and very little of manners. Now and then, however, they are 
compelled to envy the grace and simplicity of the natural flowers.” 

“Do they live in the flowers?” I said. 
“I cannot tell,” she replied. “There is something in it 1 do not 

understand. Sometimes they disappear altogether, even from me, 
though I know they are near. They seem to die always with the flowers 
they resemble, and by whose names they are called; but whether they 
return to life with the fresh flowers, or, whether it be new flowers, new 
fairies, I cannot tell. They have as many sorts of dispositions as men and 
women, while their moods are yet more variable: twenty different 
expressions will cross their little faces in half-a-minute. I often amuse 
myself with watching them, but I have never been able to make 
personal acquaintance with any of them. If I speak to one, he or she 
looks up in my face, as if I were not worth heeding, gives a little laugh, 
and runs away.” Here the woman started, as if suddenly recollecting 
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herself, and said in a low voice to her daughter, “Make haste—go and 
watch him, and see in what direction he goes.’’ 

I may as well mention here, that the conclusion I arrived at from the 
observations I was afterwards able to make, was, that the flowers die 
because the fairies go away; not that the fairies disappear because the 
flowers die. The flowers seem a sort of houses for them, or outer 
bodies, which they can put on or off when they please. Just as you could 
form some idea of the nature of a man from the kind of house he built, 
if he followed his own taste, so you could, without seeing the fairies, tell 
what any one of them is like, by looking at the flower till you feel that 
you understand it. For just what the flower says to you, would the face 
and form of the fairy say; only so much more plainly as a face and 
human figure can express more than a flower. For the house or the 
clothes, though like the inhabitant or the wearer, cannot be wrought 
into an equal power of utterance. Yet you would see a strange 
resemblance, almost oneness, between the flower and the fairy, which 
you could not describe, but which described itself to you. Whether all 
the flowers have fairies, I cannot determine, any more than I can be 
sure whether all men and women have souls. 

The woman and I continued the conversation for a few minutes 
longer. I was much interested by the information she gave me, and 
astonished at the language in which she was able to convey it. It seemed 
that intercourse with the fairies was no bad education in itself. But now 
the daughter returned with the news, that the Ash had just gone away 
in a southwesterly direction; and, as my course seemed to lie eastward, 
she hoped I should be in no danger of meeting him if I departed at 
once. I looked out of the little window, and there stood the ash-tree, to 
my eyes the same as before; but I believed that they knew better than I 
did, and prepared to go. I pulled out my purse, but to my dismay there 
was nothing in it. The woman with a smile begged me not to trouble 
myself, for money was not of the slightest use there; and as I might 
meet with people in my journeys whom I could not recognise to be 
fairies, it was well I had no money to offer, for nothing offended them 
so much. 

“They would think,” she added, “that you were making game of 
them; and that is their peculiar privilege with regard to us.” So we went 
together into the little garden which sloped down towards a lower part 
of the wood. 

Here, to my great pleasure, all was life and bustle. There was still 
light enough from the day to see a little; and the pale half-moon, half¬ 
way to the zenith, was reviving every moment. The whole garden was 
like a carnival, with tiny, gaily decorated forms, in groups, assemblies, 
processions, pairs or trios, moving stately on, running about wildly, or 
sauntering hither and thither. From the cups or bells of tall flowers, as 
from balconies, some looked down on the masses below, now bursting 
with laughter, now grave as owls; but even in their deepest solemnity, 
seeming only to be waiting for the arrival of the next laugh. Some were 
launched on a little marshy stream at the bottom, in boats chosen from 
the heaps of last year’s leaves that lay about, curled and withered. These 
soon sank with them; whereupon they swam ashore and got others. 
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Those who took fresh rose-leaves for their boats floated the longest; but 
for these they had to fight; for the fairy of the rose-tree complained 
bitterly that they were stealing her clothes, and defended her property 
bravely. 

“You can’t wear half you’ve got,” said some. 
“Never you mind; I don’t choose you to have them; they are my 

property.” 
“All for the good of the community!” said one, and ran off with a 

great hollow leaf. But the rose-fairy sprang after him (what a beauty she 
was! only too like a drawing-room young lady), knocked him heels- 
over-head as he ran, and recovered her great red leaf. But in the 
meantime twenty had hurried off in different directions with others 
just as good; and the little creature sat down and cried, and then, in a 
pet, sent a perfect pink snow-storm of petals from her tree, leaping 
from branch to branch, and stamping and shaking and pulling. At last, 
after another good cry, she chose the biggest she could And, and ran 
away laughing, to launch her boat amongst the rest. 

But my attention was first and chiefly attracted by a group of fairies 
near the cottage, who were talking together around what seemed a last 
dying primrose. They talked singing, and their talk made a song, 
something like this: 

“Sister Snowdrop died 
Before we were born.” 

“She came like a bride 
In a snowy morn.” 

“What’s a bride?” 
“What is snow?” 

“Never tried.” 
“Do not know.” 

“Who told you about her?” 
“Little Primrose there 

Cannot do without her.” 
“Oh, so sweetly fair!” 

“Never fear, 
She will come, 

Primrose dear.” 
“Is she dumb? 

“She’ll come by and by.” 
“You will never see her.” 

“She went home to die, 
Till the new year.” 

“Snowdrop!” “’Tis no good 
To invite her.” 

“Primrose is very rude,” 
“I will bite her.” 

“Oh, you naughty Pocket! 
Look, she drops her head.” 

“She deserved it, Rocket, 
And she was nearly dead.” 
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“To your hammock—off with you!” 
“And swing alone.” 

“No one will laugh with you.” 
“No not one.” 

“Now let us moan.” 
“And cover her o’er.” 

“Primrose is gone.” 
“All but the flower.” 

“Here is a leaf.” 
“Lay her upon it.” 

“Follow in grief.” 
“Pocket has done it.” 

“Deeper, poor creature! 
Winter may come.” 

“He cannot reach her— 
That is a hum.” 

“She is buried, the beauty!” 
“Now she is done.” 

“That was the duty.” 
“Now for the fun.” 

And with a wild laugh they sprang away, most of them towards the 
cottage. During the latter part of the song-talk, they had formed 
themselves into a funeral procession, two of them bearing poor 
Primrose, whose death Pocket had hastened by biting her stalk, upon 
one of her own great leaves. They bore her solemnly along some 
distance, and then buried her under a tree. Although I say her, I saw 
nothing but the withered primrose-flower on its long stalk. Pocket, who 
had been expelled from the company by common consent, went sulkily 
away towards her hammock, for she was the fairy of the calceolaria, and 
looked rather wicked. When she reached its stem, she stopped and 
looked round. I could not help speaking to her, for I stood near her. I 
said: “Pocket, how could you be so naughty?” 

“I am never naughty,” she said, half-crossly, half-defiantly; “only if 
you come near my hammock, I will bite you, and then you will go 
away.” 

“Why did you bite poor Primrose?” 
“Because she said we should never see Snowdrop; as if we were not 

good enough to look at her, and she was, the proud thing!—served her 
right!” 

“Oh, Pocket, Pocket,” said I; but by this time the party which had 
gone towards the house, rushed out again, shouting and screaming with 
laughter. Half of them were on the cat’s back, and half held on by her 
fur and tail, or ran beside her; till, more coming to their help, the 
furious cat was held fast: and they proceeded to pick the sparks out of 
her with thorns and pins, which they handled like harpoons. Indeed, 
there were more instruments at work about her than there could have 
been sparks in her. One little fellow who held on hard by the tip of the 
tail, with his feet planted on the ground at an angle of forty-five 
degrees, helping to keep her fast, administered a continuous flow of 
admonitions to Pussy. 
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“Now, Pussy, be patient. You know quite well it is all for your good. 
You cannot be comfortable with all those sparks in you; and, indeed, I 
am charitably disposed to believe” (here he became very pompous) 
“that they are the cause of all your bad temper; so we must have them 
all out, every one; else we shall be reduced to the painful necessity of 
cutting your claws, and pulling out your eye-teeth. Quiet! Pussy, quiet!” 

But with a perfect hurricane of feline curses, the poor animal broke 
loose, and dashed across the garden and through the hedge, faster than 
even the fairies could follow. “Never mind, never mind, we shall find 
her again; and by that time she will have laid in a fresh stock of sparks. 
Hooray!” And off they set, after some new mischief. 

But I will not linger to enlarge on the amusing displays of these 
frolicsome creatures. Their manners and habits are now so well known 
to the world, having been so often described by eye-witnesses, that it 
would be only indulging self-conceit, to add my account in full to the 
rest. I cannot help wishing, however, that my readers could see them 
for themselves. Especially do I desire that they should see the fairy of 
the daisy; a little, chubby, round-eyed child, with such innocent trust in 
his look! Even the most mischievous of the fairies would not tease him, 
although he did not belong to their set at all, but was quite a little 
country bumpkin. He wandered about alone, and looked at everything, 
with his hands in his little pockets, and a white nightcap on, the darling! 
He was not so beautiful as many other wild flowers I saw afterwards, 
but so dear and loving in his looks and little confident ways. 

CHAPTER IV 

When bale is att hyest, boote is nyest. 
Ballad of Sir Aldingar. 

By this time, my hostess was quite anxious that I should be gone. So, 
with warm thanks for their hospitality, I took my leave, and went my 
way through the little garden towards the forest. Some of the garden 
flowers had wandered into the wood, and were growing here and there 
along the path, but the trees soon became too thick and shadowy for 
them. I particularly noticed some tall lilies, which grew on both sides of 
the way, with large, dazzlingly white flowers, set off by the universal 
green. It was now dark enough for me to see that every flower was 
shining with a light of its own. Indeed it was by this light that I saw 
them, an internal, peculiar light, proceeding from each, and not 
reflected from a common source of light as in the day-time. This light 
sufficed only for the plant itself, and was not strong enough to cast any 
but the faintest shadows around it, or to illuminate any of the 
neighboring objects with other than the faintest tinge of its own 
individual hue. From the lilies above mentioned, from the campanulas, 
from the foxgloves, and every bell-shaped flower, curious little figures 
shot up their heads, peeped at me, and drew back. They seemed to 
inhabit them, as snails their shells; but I was sure some of them were 
intruders, and belonged to the gnomes or goblin-fairies, who inhabit 
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the ground and earthy creeping plants. From the cups of Arum lilies, 
creatures with great heads and grotesque faces shot up like Jack-in-the- 
box, and made grimaces at me; or rose slowly and shyly over the edge 
of the cup, and spouted water at me, slipping suddenly back, like those 
little soldier-crabs that inhabit the shells of sea-snails. Passing a row of 
tall thistles, I saw them crowded with little faces, which peeped every 
one from behind its flower, and drew back as quickly; and I heard them 
saying to each other, evidently intending me to hear, but the speaker 
always hiding behind his tuft, when I looked in his direction, “Look at 
him! Look at him! He has begun a story without a beginning, and it will 
never have any end. He! he! he! Look at him!” 

But as I went further into the wood, these sights and sounds became 
fewer, giving way to others of a different character. A little forest of 
wild hyacinths was alive with exquisite creatures, who stood nearly 
motionless, with drooping necks, holding each by the stem of her 
flower, and swaying gently with it, whenever a low breath of wind 
swung the crowded floral belfry. In like manner, though differing of 
course in form and meaning, stood a group of harebells, like little 
angels waiting, ready, till they were wanted to go on some yet unknown 
message. In darker nooks, by the mossy roots of the trees, or in little 
tufts of grass, each dwelling in a globe of its own green light, weaving a 
network of grass and its shadows, glowed the glowworms. They were 
just like the glowworms of our own land, for they are fairies every¬ 
where; worms in the day, and glowworms at night, when their own can 
appear, and they can be themselves to others as well as themselves. But 
they had their enemies here. For I saw great strong-armed beetles, 
hurrying about with most unwieldy haste, awkward as elephant-calves, 
looking apparently for glowworms; for the moment a beetle espied one, 
through what to it was a forest of grass, or an underwood of moss, it 
pounced upon it, and bore it away, in spite of its feeble resistance. 
Wondering what their object could be, I watched one of the beetles, and 
then I discovered a thing I could not account for. But it is no use trying 
to account for things in fairy land; and one who travels there soon 
learns to forget the very idea of doing so, and takes everything as it 
comes; like a child, who, being in a chronic condition of wonder, is 
surprised at nothing. What I saw was this. Everywhere, here and there 
over the ground, lay little, dark-looking lumps of something more like 
earth than anything else, and about the size of a chestnut. The beetles 
hunted in couples for these; and having found one, one of them stayed 
to watch it, while the other hurried to find a glowworm. By signals, I 
presume, between them, the latter soon found his companion again; 
they then took the glowworm and held its luminous tail to the dark 
earthy pallet; when lo! it shot up into the air like a sky-rocket, seldom 
however reaching the height of the highest tree. Just like a rocket too, it 
burst in the air, and fell in a shower of the most gorgeously coloured 
sparks of every variety of hue; golden and red, and purple and green, 
and blue and rosy fires crossed and intercrossed each other, beneath 
the shadowy heads, and between the columnar stems of the forest trees. 
They never used the same glowworm twice, I observed; but let him go, 
apparently uninjured by the use they had made of him. 
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In other parts, the whole of the immediately surrounding foliage was 
illuminated by the interwoven dances in the air of splendidly coloured 
fireflies, which sped hither and thither, turned, twisted, crossed, and re¬ 
crossed, entwining every complexity of intervolved motion. Here and 
there, whole mighty trees glowed with an emitted phosphorescent light. 
You could trace the very course of the great roots in the earth by the 
faint light that came through; and every twig, and every vein on every 
leaf was a streak of pale fire. 

All this time, as I went on through the wood, I was haunted with the 
feeling that other shapes, more like my own in size and mien, were 
moving about at a little distance on all sides of me. But as yet I could 
discern none of them, although the moon was high enough to send a 
great many of her rays down between the trees, and these rays were 
unusually bright, and sight-giving, notwithstanding she was only a half¬ 
moon. I constantly imagined, however, that forms were visible in all 
directions except that to which my gaze was turned; and that they only 
became invisible, or resolved themselves into other woodland shapes, 
the moment my looks were directed towards them. However this may 
have been, except for this feeling of presence, the woods seemed utterly 
bare of anything like human companionship, although my glance often 
fell on some object which I fancied to be a human form; for I soon 
found that I was quite deceived; as, the moment I fixed my regard on it, 
it showed plainly that it was a bush, or a tree, or a rock. 

Soon a vague sense of discomfort possessed me. With variations of 
relief, this gradually increased; as if some evil thing were wandering 
about in my neighborhood, sometimes nearer and sometimes further 
off, but still approaching. The feeling continued and deepened, until 
all my pleasure in the shows of various kinds that everywhere 
betokened the presence of the merry fairies, vanished by degrees, and 
left me full of anxiety and fear, which I was unable to associate with any 
definite object whatever. At length the thought crossed my mind with 
horror: “Can it be possible that the Ash is looking for me? or that, in his 
nightly wanderings, his path is gradually verging towards mine?” I 
comforted myself, however, by remembering that he had started quite 
in another direction; one that would lead him, if he kept it, far apart 
from me; especially as, for the last two or three hours, I had been 
diligently journeying eastward. I kept on my way, therefore, striving by 
direct effort of the will against the encroaching fear; and to this end 
occupying my mind, as much as I could, with other thoughts. I was so 
far successful that, although I was conscious, if I yielded for a moment, 
I should be almost overwhelmed with horror, I was yet able to walk 
right on for an hour or more. What I feared I could not tell. Indeed, I 
was left in a state of the vaguest uncertainty as regarded the nature of 
my enemy, and knew not the mode or object of his attacks; for, 
somehow or other, none of my questions had succeeded in drawing a 
definite answer from the dame in the cottage. How then to defend 
myself I knew not; nor even by what sign I might with certainty 
recognise the presence of my foe; for as yet this vague though powerful 
fear was all the indication of danger I had. To add to my distress, the 
clouds in the west had risen nearly to the top of the skies, and they and 
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the moon were travelling slowly towards each other. Indeed, some of 
their advanced guard had already met her, and she had begun to wade 
through a filmy vapour that gradually deepened. At length she was for 
a moment almost entirely obscured. When she shone out again, with a 
brilliancy increased by the contrast, I saw plainly on the path before 
me—from around which at this spot the trees receded, leaving a small 
space of green sward—the shadow of a large hand, with knotty joints 
and protuberances here and there. Especially I remarked, even in the 
midst of my fear, the bulbous points of the fingers. I looked hurriedly 
all round, but could see nothing from which such a shadow should fall. 
Now, however, that I had a direction, however undetermined, in which 
to project my apprehension, the very sense of danger and need of 
action overcame that stifling which is the worst property of fear. I 
reflected in a moment, that if this were indeed a shadow, it was useless 
to look for the object that cast it in any other direction than between the 
shadow and the moon. I looked, and peered, and intensified my vision, 
all to no purpose. I could see nothing of that kind, not even an ash-tree 
in the neighborhood. Still the shadow remained; not steady, but moving 
to and fro; and once I saw the fingers close, and grind themselves close, 
like the claws of a wild animal, as if in uncontrollable longing for some 
anticipated prey. There seemed but one mode left of discovering the 
substance of this shadow. I went forward boldly, though with an inward 
shudder which I would not heed, to the spot where the shadow lay, 
threw myself on the ground, laid my head within the form of the hand, 
and turned my eyes towards the moon. Good heavens! what did I see? I 
wonder that ever I arose, and that the very shadow of the hand did not 
hold me where I lay until fear had frozen my brain. I saw the strangest 
figure; vague, shadowy, almost transparent, in the central parts, and 
gradually deepening in substance towards the outside, until it ended in 
extremities capable of casting such a shadow as fell from the hand 
through the awful fingers of which I now saw the moon. The hand was 
uplifted in the attitude of a paw about to strike its prey. But the face, 
which throbbed with fluctuating and pulsatory visibility—not from 
changes in the light it reflected, but from changes in its own conditions 
of reflecting power, the alterations being from within, not from 
without—it was horrible. I do not know how to describe it. It caused a 
new sensation. Just as one cannot translate a horrible odour, or a 
ghastly pain, or a fearful sound, into words, so I cannot describe this 
new form of awful hideousness. I can only try to describe something 
that is not it, but seems somewhat parallel to it; or at least is suggested 
by it. It reminded me of what I had heard of vampires; for the face 
resembled that of a corpse more than anything else I can think of; 
especially when I can conceive such a face in motion, but not suggesting 
any life as the source of the motion. The features were rather 
handsome than otherwise, except the mouth, which had scarcely a 
curve in it. The lips were of equal thickness; but the thickness was not at 
all remarkable, even although they looked slightly swollen. They 
seemed fixedly open, but were not wide apart. Of course I did not 
remark these lineaments at the time: I was too horrified for that. I noted 
them afterwards, when the form returned on my inward sight with a 
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vividness too intense to admit of my doubting the accuracy of the reflex. 
But the most awful of the features were the eyes. These were alive, yet 
not with life. They seemed lighted up with an infinite greed. A gnawing 
voracity, which devoured the devourer, seemed to be the indwelling 
and propelling power of the whole ghastly apparition. I lay for a few 
moments simply imbruted with terror; when another cloud, obscuring 
the moon, delivered me from the immediately paralysing effects of the 
presence to the vision of the object of horror, while it added the force of 
imagination to the power of fear within me; inasmuch as, knowing far 
worse cause for apprehension than before, I remained equally ignorant 
from what I had to defend myself, or how to take my precautions: he 
might be upon me in the darkness any moment. I sprang to my feet, 
and sped I knew not whither, only away from the spectre. I thought no 
longer of the path, and often narrowly escaped dashing myself against 
a tree, in my headlong flight of fear. 

Great drops of rain began to patter on the leaves. Thunder began to 
mutter, then growl in the distance. I ran on. The rain fell heavier. At 
length the thick leaves could hold it up no longer; and, like a second 
firmament, they poured their torrents on the earth. I was soon 
drenched, but that was nothing. I came to a small swollen stream that 
rushed through the woods. I had a vague hope that if I crossed this 
stream, I should be in safety from my pursuer; but I soon found that 
my hope was as false as it was vague. I dashed across the stream, 
ascended a rising ground, and reached a more open space, where stood 
only great trees. Through them I directed my way, holding eastward as 
nearly as I could guess, but not at all certain that I was not moving in an 
opposite direction. My mind was just reviving a little from its extreme 
terror, when, suddenly, a flash of lightning, or rather a cataract of 
successive flashes, behind me, seemed to throw on the ground in front 
of me, but far more faintly than before, from the extent of the source of 
the light, the shadow of the same horrible hand. I sprang forward, 
stung to yet wilder speed; but had not run many steps before my foot 
slipped, and, vainly attempting to recover myself, I fell at the foot of 
one of the large trees. Half-stunned, I yet raised myself, and almost 
involuntarily looked back. All I saw was the hand within three feet of 
my face. But, at the same moment, I felt two large soft arms thrown 
round me from behind; and a voice like a woman’s said: “Do not fear 
the goblin; he dares not hurt you now.’’ With that, the hand was 
suddenly withdrawn as from a fire, and disappeared in the darkness 
and the rain. Overcome with the mingling of terror and joy, I lay for 
some time almost insensible. The first thing I remember is the sound of 
a voice above me, full and low, and strangely reminding me of the 
sound of a gentle wind amidst the leaves of a great tree. It murmured 
over and over again: “I may love him, I may love him, for he is a man, 
and I am only a beech-tree.” I found I was seated on the ground, 
leaning against a human form, and supported still by the arms around 
me, which I knew to be those of a woman who must be rather above the 
human size, and largely proportioned. I turned my head, but without 
moving otherwise, for I feared lest the arms should untwine them¬ 
selves; and clear, somewhat mournful eyes met mine. At least that is 
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how they impressed me; but I could see very little of colour or outline as 
we sat in the dark and rainy shadow of the tree. The face seemed very 
lovely, and solemn from its stillness; with the aspect of one who is quite 
content, but waiting for something. I saw my conjecture from her arms 
was correct: she was above the human scale throughout, but not greatly. 

“Why do you call yourself a beech-tree?” I said. 
“Because I am one,” she replied, in the same low, musical, murmur¬ 

ing voice. 
“You are a woman,” I returned. 
“Do you think so? Am I very like a woman then?” 
“You are a very beautiful woman. Is it possible you should not know 

it?” 
“I am very glad you think so. I fancy I feel like a woman sometimes. I 

do so to-night—and always when the rain drips from my hair. For there 
is an old prophecy in our woods that one day we shall all be men and 
women like you. Do you know anything about it in your region? Shall I 
be very happy when I am a woman? I fear not; for it is always in nights 
like these that I feel like one. But I long to be a woman for all that.” 

I had to let her talk on, for her voice was like a solution of all musical 
sounds. I now told her that I could hardly say whether women were 
happy or not. I knew one who had not been happy; and for my part, I 
had often longed for Fairyland, as she now longed for the world of 
men. But then neither of us had lived long, and perhaps people grew 
happier as they grew older. Only I doubted it. I could not help sighing. 
She felt the sigh, for her arms were still round me. She asked me how 
old I was. 

“Twenty-one,” said I. 
“Why, you baby!” said she; and kissed me with the sweetest kiss of 

winds and odours. There was a cool faithfulness in the kiss that revived 
my heart wonderfully. I felt that I feared the dreadful Ash no more. 

“What did the horrible Ash want with me?” I said. 
“I am not quite sure, but I think he wants to bury you at the foot of 

his tree. But he shall not touch you, my child.” 
“Are all the ash-trees as dreadful as he?” 
“Oh, no. They are all disagreeable selfish creatures—(what horrid 

men they will make, if it be true!) but this one has a hole in his heart 
that nobody knows of but one or two; and he is always trying to fill it up, 
but he cannot. That must be what he wanted you for. I wonder if he will 
ever be a man. If he is, I hope they will kill him.” 

“How kind of you to save me from him!” 
“I will take care that he shall not come near you again. But there are 

some in the wood more like me, from whom, alas! I cannot protect you. 
Only if you see any of them very beautiful, try to walk round them.” 

“What then?” 
“I cannot tell you more. But now I must tie some of my hair about 

you, and then the Ash will not touch you. Here, cut some off. You men 
have strange cutting things about you.” 

She shook her long hair loose over me, never moving her arms. 
“I cannot cut your beautiful hair. It would be a shame.” 
“Not cut my hair! It will have grown long enough before any is 



“I felt two large soft arms thrown round me from 
behind.” 

Arthur Hughes 
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wanted again in this wild forest. Perhaps it may never be of any use 
again—not till I am a woman.” And she sighed. 

As gently as I could, I cut with a knife a long tress of flowing, dark 
hair, she hanging her beautiful head over me. When I had finished, she 
shuddered and breathed deep, as one does when an acute pain, 
steadfastly endured without sign of suffering, is at length relaxed. She 
then took the hair and tied it round me, singing a strange sweet song, 
which I could not understand, but which left in me a feeling like this— 

“I saw thee ne’er before; 
I see thee never more; 
But love, and help, and pain, beautiful one, 
Have made thee mine, till all my years are done.” 

I cannot put more of it into words. She closed her arms about me again, 
and went on singing. The rain in the leaves, and a light wind that had 
arisen, kept her song company. I was wrapt in a trance of still delight. It 
told me the secret of the woods, and the flowers, and the birds. At one 
time I felt as if I was wandering in childhood through sunny spring 
forests, over carpets of primroses, anemones, and little white starry 
things—I had almost said, creatures, and finding new wonderful 
flowers at every turn. At another, I lay half dreaming in the hot 
summer noon, with a book of old tales beside me, beneath a great 
beech; or, in autumn, grew sad because I trod on the leaves that had 
sheltered me, and received their last blessing in the sweet odours of 
decay; or, in a winter evening, frozen-still, looked up, as I went home to 
a warm fire-side, through the netted boughs and twigs to the cold, 
snowy moon, with her opal zone around her. At last I had fallen asleep; 
for I know nothing more that passed, till I found myself lying under a 
superb beech-tree, in the clear light of the morning, just before sunrise. 
Around me was a girdle of fresh beech-leaves. Alas! I brought nothing 
with me out of fairy-land, but memories—memories. The great boughs 
of the beech hung drooping around me. At my head rose its smooth 
stem, with its great sweeps of curving surface that swelled like 
undeveloped limbs. The leaves and branches above kept on the song 
which had sung me asleep; only now, to my mind, it sounded like a 
farewell and a speedwell. I sat a long time, unwilling to go; but my 
unfinished story urged me on. I must act and wander. With the sun well 
risen, I rose, and put my arms as far as they would reach around the 
beech-tree, and kissed it, and said goodbye. A trembling went through 
the leaves; a few of the last drops of the night’s rain fell from off them 
at my feet; and as I walked slowly away, I seemed to hear in a whisper 
once more the words: “I may love him, I may love him; for he is a man, 
and I am only a beech-tree.” 

CHAPTER V 

And she was smooth and full, as if one gush 
Of life had washed her, or as if a sleep 
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Lay on her eyelid, easier to sweep 

Than bee from daisy. 

Beddoes’ Pygmalion. 

Sche was as whyt as lylye yn May, 
Or snow that sneweth yn wynterys day. 

Romance of Sir Launfal. 

I walked on, in the fresh morning air, as if new-born. The only thing 
that damped my pleasure, was a cloud of something between sorrow 
and delight, that crossed my mind with the frequently returning 
thought of my last night’s hostess. “But then,” thought I, “if she is sorry, 
I could not help it; and she has all the pleasures she ever had. Such a 
day as this, is surely a joy to her, as much at least as to me. And her life 
will perhaps be the richer, for holding now within it the memory of 
what came, but could not stay. And if ever she is a woman, who knows 
but we may meet somewhere? there is plenty of room for meeting in the 
universe.” Comforting myself thus, yet with a vague compunction, as if 
I ought not to have left her, I went on. There was little to distinguish 
the woods to-day from those of my own land; except that all the wild 
things, rabbits, birds, squirrels, mice, and the numberless other inhabi¬ 
tants, were very tame; that is, they did not run away from me, but gazed 
at me as I passed, frequently coming nearer, as if to examine me more 
closely. Whether this came from utter ignorance, or from familiarity 
with the human appearance of beings who never hurt them, I could not 
tell. As I stood once, looking up to the splendid flower of a parasite, 
which hung from the branch of a tree over my head, a large white 
rabbit cantered slowly up, put one of its little feet on one of mine, and 
looked up at me with its red eyes, just as I had been looking up at the 
flower above me. I stooped and stroked it; but when I attempted to lift 
it, it banged the ground with its hind feet, and scampered off at a great 
rate, turning, however, to look at me, several times before I lost sight of 
it. Now and then, too, a dim human figure would appear and 
disappear, at some distance, amongst the trees, moving like a sleep¬ 
walker. But no one ever came near me. 

This day I found plenty of food in the forest—strange nuts and fruits 
I had never seen before. I hesitated to eat them; but argued that, if I 
could live on the air of fairy-land, I could live on its food also. I found 
my reasoning correct, and the result was better than I had hoped; for it 
not only satisfied ny hunger, but operated in such a way upon my 
senses, that I was brought into far more complete relationship with the 
things around me. The human forms appeared much more dense and 
defined; more tangibly visible, if I may say so. I seemed to know better 
which direction to choose when any doubt arose. I began to feel in some 
degree what the birds meant in their songs, though I could not express 
it in words, any more than you can some landscapes. At times, to my 
surprise, I found myself listening attentively, and as if it were no 
unusual thing with me, to a conversation between two squirrels or 
monkeys. The subjects were not very interesting, except as associated 
with the individual life and necessities of the little creatures: where the 
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best nuts were to be found in the neighborhood, and who could crack 
them best, or who had most laid up for the winter, and such like; only 
they never said where the store was. There was no great difference in 
kind between their talk and our ordinary human conversation. Some of 
the creatures I never heard speak at all, and believe they never do so, 
except under the impulse of some great excitement. The mice talked; 
but the hedgehogs seemed very phlegmatic; and though I met a couple 
of moles above ground several times, they never said a word to each 
other in my hearing. There were no wild beasts in the forest; at least, I 
did not see one larger than a wild cat, There were plenty of snakes, 
however, and I do not think they were all harmless; but none ever bit 

me. 
Soon after mid-day, I arrived at a bare rocky hill, of no great size, but 

very steep; and, having no trees—scarcely even a bush—upon it, 
entirely exposed to the heat of the sun. Over this my way seemed to lie, 
and I immediately began the ascent. On reaching the top, hot and 
weary, I looked around me, and saw that the forest still stretched as far 
as the sight could reach on every side of me. I observed that the trees, in 
the direction which I was about to descend, did not come so near the 
foot of the hill as on the other side, and was especially regretting the 
unexpected postponement of shelter, because this side of the hill 
seemed more difficult to descend than the other had been to climb, 
when my eye caught the appearance of a natural path, winding down 
through broken rocks and along the course of a tiny stream, which I 
hoped would lead me more easily to the foot. I tried it, and found the 
descent not at all laborious; nevertheless, when I reached the bottom, I 
was very tired, and exhausted with the heat. But just where the path 
seemed to end, rose a great rock, quite overgrown with shrubs and 
creeping plants, some of them in full and splendid blossom: these 
almost concealed an opening in the rock, into which the path appeared 
to lead. I entered, thirsting for the shade which it promised. What was 
my delight to find a rocky cell, all the angles rounded away with rich 
moss, and every ledge and projection crowded with lovely ferns, the 
variety of whose forms, and groupings, and shades wrought in me like a 
poem; for such a harmony could not exist, except they all consented to 
some one end! A little well of the clearest water filled a mossy hollow in 
one corner. I drank, and felt as if I knew what the elixir of life must be; 
then threw myself on a mossy mound that lay like a couch along the 
inner end. Here I lay in a delicious reverie for some time; during which 
all lovely forms, and colours, and sounds seemed to use my brain as a 
common hall, where they could come and go, unbidden and unex¬ 
cused. I had never imagined that such capacity for simple happiness lay 
in me, as was now awakened by this assembly of forms and spiritual 
sensations, which yet were far too vague to admit of being translated 
into any shape common to my own and another mind. I had lain for an 
hour, I should suppose, though it may have been far longer, when, the 
harmonious tumult in my mind having somewhat relaxed. I became 
aware that my eyes were fixed on a strange, time-worn bas-relief on the 
rock opposite to me. This, after some pondering, I concluded to 
represent Pygmalion, as he awaited the quickening of his statue. The 
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sculptor sat more rigid than the figure to which his eyes were turned. 
That seemed about to step from its pedestal and embrace the man, who 
waited rather than expected. 

“A lovely story,” I said to myself. “This cave, now, with the bushes cut 
away from the entrance to let the light in, might be such a place as he 
would choose, withdrawn from the notice of men, to set up his block of 
marble, and mould into a visible body the thought already clothed with 
form in the unseen hall of the sculptor’s brain. And, indeed, if I mistake 
not,” I said, starting up, as a sudden ray of light arrived at that moment 
through a crevice in the roof, and lighted up a small portion of the 
rock, bare of vegetation, “this very rock is marble, white enough and 
delicate enough for any statue, even if destined to become an ideal 
woman in the arms of the sculptor.” 

I took my knife and removed the moss from a part of the block on 
which I had been lying; when, to my surprise, I found it more like 
alabaster than ordinary marble, and soft to the edge of the knife. In 
fact, it was alabaster. By an inexplicable, though by no means unusual 
kind of impulse, I went on removing the moss from the surface of the 
stone; and soon saw that it was polished, or at least smooth, throughout. 
I continued my labour; and after clearing a space of about a couple of 
square feet, I observed what caused me to prosecute the work with 
more interest and care than before. For the ray of sunlight had now 
reached the spot I had cleared, and under its lustre the alabaster 
revealed its usual slight transparency when polished, except where my 
knife had scratched the surface; and I observed that the transparency 
seemed to have a definite limit, and to end upon an opaque body like 
the more solid, white marble. I was careful to scratch no more. And 
first, a vague anticipation gave way to a startling sense of possibility; 
then, as I proceeded, one revelation after another produced the 
entrancing conviction, that under the crust of alabaster, lay a dimly 
visible form in marble, but whether of man or woman I could not yet 
tell. I worked on as rapidly as the necessary care would permit; and 
when I had uncovered the whole mass, and, rising from my knews, had 
retreated a little way, so that the effect of the whole might fall on me, I 
saw before me with sufficient plainness—though at the same time with 
considerable indistinctness, arising from the limited amount of light the 
place admitted, as well as from the nature of the object itself—a block of 
pure alabaster enclosing the form, apparently in marble, of a reposing 
woman. She lay on one side, with her hand under her cheek, and her 
face towards me; but her hair had fallen partly over her face, so that I 
could not see the expression of the whole. What I did see, appeared to 
me perfectly lovely; more near the face that had been born with me in 
my soul, than anything I had seen before in nature or art. The actual 
outlines of the rest of the form were so indistinct, that the more than 
semi-opacity of the alabaster seemed insufficient to account for the fact; 
and I conjectured that a night robe added its obscurity. Numberless 
histories passed through my mind of change of substance from 
enchantment and other causes, and of imprisonments such as this 
before me. I thought of the Prince of the Enchanted City, half marble 
and half a living man; of Ariel; of Niobe; of the Sleeping Beauty in the 
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Wood; of the bleeding trees; and many other histories. Even my 
adventure of the preceding evening with the lady of the beech-tree 
contributed to arouse the wild hope, that by some means life might be 
given to this form also, and that, breaking from her alabaster tomb, she 
might glorify my eyes with her presence. “For,” I argued, “who can tell 
but this cave may be the home of Marble, and this, essential Marble— 
that spirit of marble which, present throughout, makes it capable of 
being moulded into any form? Then if she should awake! But how to 
awake her? A kiss awoke the Sleeping Beauty: a kiss cannot reach her 
through the incrusting alabaster.” I kneeled, however, and kissed the 
pale coffin; but she slept on. I bethought me of Orpheus, and the 
following stones;—that trees should follow his music seemed nothing 
surprising now. Might not a song awake this form, that the glory of 
motion might for a time displace the loveliness of rest? Sweet sounds 
can go where kisses may not enter. I sat and thought. 

Now, although always delighting in music, I had never been gifted 
with the power of song, until I entered the fairy-forest. I had a voice, 
and I had a true sense of sound; but when I tried to sing, the one would 
not content the other, and so I remained silent. This morning, however, 
I had found myself, ere I was aware, rejoicing in a song; but whether it 
was before or after I had eaten of the fruits of the forest, I could not 
satisfy myself. I concluded it was after, however; and that the increased 
impulse to sing I now felt, was in part owing to having drunk of the 
little well, which shone like a brilliant eye in a corner of the cave. I sat 
down on the ground by the “antenatal tomb,” leaned upon it with my 
face towards the head of the figure within, and sang—the words and 
tones coming together, and inseparably connected, as if word and tone 
formed one thing; or, as if each word could be uttered only in that tone, 
and was incapable of distinction from it, except in idea, by an acute 
analysis. I sang something like this: but the words are only a dull 
representation of a state whose very elevation precluded the possibility 
of remembrance; and in which I presume the words really employed 
were as far above these, as that state transcended this wherein I recall it: 

“Marble woman, vainly sleeping 
In the very death of dreams! 
Wilt thou—slumber from thee sweeping, 
All but what with vision teems— 
Hear my voice come through the golden 
Mist of memory and hope; 
And with shadowy smile embolden 
Me with primal Death to cope? 

“Thee the sculptors all pursuing, 
Have embodied but their own; 
Round their visions, form induing, 
Marble vestments thou hast thrown; 
But thyself, in silence winding, 
Thou hast kept eternally; 
Thee they found not, many finding— 
I have found thee: wake for me.” 
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As I sang, I looked earnestly at the face so vaguely revealed before 
me. I fancied, yet believed it to be but fancy, that through the dim veil 
of the alabaster, I saw a motion of the head as if caused by a sinking 
sigh. I gazed more earnestly, and concluded that it was but fancy. 
Nevertheless I could not help singing again: 

“Rest is now filled full of beauty, 
And can give thee up, I ween; 
Come thou forth, for other duty: 
Motion pineth for her queen. 

“Or, if needing years to wake thee 
From thy slumbrous solitudes, 
Come, sleep-walking, and betake thee 
To the friendly, sleeping woods. 

“Sweeter dreams are in the forest; 
Round thee storms would never rave; 
And when need of rest is sorest, 
Glide thou then into thy cave. 

“Or, if still thou choosest rather 
Marble, be its spell on me; 
Let thy slumber round me gather, 
Let another dream with thee!” 

Again I paused, and gazed through the stony shroud, as if, by very 
force of penetrative sight, I would clear every lineament of the lovely 
face. And now I thought the hand that had lain under the cheek, had 
slipped a little downward. But then I could not be sure that I had at first 
observed its position accurately. So I sang again; for the longing had 
grown into a passionate need of seeing her alive: 

“Or art thou Death, O woman? for since I 
Have set me singing by thy side, 

Life hath forsook the upper sky, 
And all the outer world hath died. 

“Yes, I am dead; for thou hast drawn 
My life all downward unto thee. 

Dead moon of love! let twilight dawn; 
Awake! and let the darkness flee. 

“Cold lady of the lovely stone! 
Awake! or I shall perish here; 

And thou be never more alone, 
My form and I for ages near. 

“But words are vain; reject them all— 
They utter but a feeble part: 

Hear thou the depths from which they call, 
The voiceless longing of my heart.” 
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There arose a slightly crashing sound. Like a sudden apparition that 
comes and is gone, a white form, veiled in a light robe of whiteness, 
burst upwards from the stone, stood, glided forth, and gleamed away 
towards the woods. For I followed to the mouth of the cave, as soon as 
the amazement and concentration of delight permitted the nerves of 
motion again to act; and saw the white form amidst the trees, as it 
crossed a little glade on the edge of the forest where the sunlight fell 
full, seeming to gather with intenser radiance on the one object that 
floated rather than flitted through its lake of beams. I gazed after her in 
a kind of despair; found, freed, lost! It seemed useless to follow, yet 
follow I must. I marked the direction she took; and without once 
looking round to the forsaken cave, I hastened towards the forest. 

CHAPTER VI 

Ach, hiite sich doch ein Mensch, wenn seine erfiillten Wiinsche auf ihn herad 
regnen, und er so liber alle Maasse frohlich ist! 

—fouque, Der Zauberring. 
Ah, let a man beware, when his wishes, fulfilled, rain down upon him, and his 

happiness is unbounded. 

Thy red lips, like worms, 
Travel over my cheek. 

Motherwell (?) 

But as I crossed the space between the foot of the hill and the forest, a 
vision of another kind delayed my steps. Through an opening to the 
westward flowed, like a stream, the rays of the setting sun, and 
overflowed with a ruddy splendour the open place where I was. And 
riding as it were down this stream towards me, came a horseman in 
what appeared red armour. From frontlet to tail, the horse likewise 
shone red in the sun-set. I felt as if I must have seen the knight before; 
but as he drew near, I could recall no feature of his countenance. Ere 
he came up to me, however, I remembered the legend of Sir Percival in 
the rusty armour, which I had left unfinished in the old book in the 
cottage: it was of Sir Percival that he reminded me. And no wonder; for 
when he came close up to me, I saw that, from crest to heel, the whole 
surface of his armour was covered with a light rust. The golden spurs 
shone, but the iron greaves glowed in the sunlight. The morning star, 
which hung from his wrist, glittered and glowed with its silver and 
bronze. His whole appearance was terrible; but his face did not answer 
to this appearance. It was sad, even to gloominess; and something of 
now is the time shame seemed to cover it. Yet it was noble and high, 
though thus beclouded; and the form looked lofty, although the head 
drooped, and the whole frame was bowed as with an inward grief. The 
horse seemed to share in his master’s dejection, and walked spiritless 
and slow. I noticed, too, that the white plume on his helmet was 
discoloured and drooping. “He has fallen in a joust with spears,” I said 
to myself; “yet it becomes not a noble knight to be conquered in spirit 



“I gazed after her in a kind of despair.” 

Arthur Hughes 
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because his body hath fallen.” He appeared not to observe me, for he 
was riding past without looking up, and started into a warlike attitude 
the moment the first sound of my voice reached him. Then a flush, as of 
shame, covered all of his face that the lifted beaver disclosed. He 
returned my greeting with distant courtesy, and passed on. But 
suddenly, he reined up, sat a moment still, and then turning his horse, 
rode back to where I stood looking after him. 

“I am ashamed,” he said, “to appear a knight, and in such a guise, but 
it behoves me to tell you to take warning from me, lest the same evil, in 
his kind, overtake the singer that has befallen the knight. Hast thou 
ever read the story of Sir Percival and the” (here he shuddered, that his 
armour rang)—’’Maiden of the Alder-tree?” 

“In part, I have,” said I; “for yesterday, at the entrance of this forest, 
I found in a cottage the volume wherein it is recorded.” 

“Then take heed,” he rejoined; “for, see my armour;—I put it off; 
and as it befel to him, so has it befallen to me. I that was proud am 
humble now. Yet is she terribly beautiful—beware. Never,” he added, 
raising his head, “shall this armour be furbished, but by the blows of 
knightly encounter, until the last speck has disappeared from every 
spot where the battle-axe and sword of evil-doers, or noble foes, might 
fall; when I shall again lift my head, and say to my squire, ‘Do thy duty 
once more, and make this armour shine.’” 

Before I could inquire further, he had struck spurs into his horse and 
galloped away, shrouded from my voice in the noise of his armour. For 
I called after him, anxious to know more about this fearful enchantress; 
but in vain—he heard me not. “Yet,” I said to myself, “I have now been 
often warned; surely I shall be well on my guard; and I am fully 
resolved I shall not be ensnared by any beauty, however beautiful. 
Doubtless, some one man may escape, and I shall be he.” So I went on 
into the wood, still hoping to find, in some one of its mysterious 
recesses, my lost lady of the marble. The sunny afternoon died into the 
loveliest twilight. Great bats began to flit about with their own noiseless 
flight, seemingly purposeless, because its objects are unseen. The 
monotonous music of the owl issued from all unexpected quarters in 
the half-darkness around me. The glow-worm was alight here and 
there, burning out into the great universe. The night-hawk heightened 
all the harmony and stillness with his oft-recurring, discordant jar. 
Numberless unknown sounds came out of the unknown dusk; but all 
were of twilight-kind, oppressing the heart as with a condensed 
atmosphere of dreamy undefined love and longing. The odours of 
night arose, and bathed me in that luxurious mournfulness peculiar to 
them, as if the plants whence they floated had been watered with 
bygone tears. Earth drew me towards her bosom; I felt as if I could fall 
down and kiss her. I forgot I was in Fairy Land, and seemed to be 
walking in a perfect night of our own old nursing earth. Great stems 
rose about me, uplifting a thick multitudinous roof above me of 
branches, and twigs, and leaves—the bird and insect world uplifted 
over mine, with its own landscapes, its own thickets, and paths, and 
glades, and dwellings; its own bird-ways and insect-delights. Great 
boughs crossed my path; great roots based the tree-columns, and 
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mightily clasped the earth, strong to lift and strong to uphold. It 
seemed an old, old forest, perfect in forest ways and pleasures. And 
when, in the midst of this ecstasy, I remembered that under some close 
canopy of leaves, by some giant stem, or in some mossy cave, or beside 
some leafy well, sat the lady of the marble, whom my songs had called 
forth into the outer world, waiting (might it not be?) to meet and thank 
her deliverer in a twilight which would veil her confusion, the whole 
night became one dream-realm of joy, the central form of which was 
everywhere present, although unbeheld. Then, remembering how my 
songs seemed to have called her from the marble, piercing through the 
pearly shroud of alabaster—“Why,” thought I, “should not my voice 
reach her now, through the ebon night that inwraps her.” My voice 
burst into song so spontaneously that it seemed involuntarily. 

“Not a sound 
But, echoing in me, 
Vibrates all around 
With a blind delight, 
Till it breaks on thee, 
Queen of Night! 

“Every tree, 
O’ershadowing with gloom, 
Seems to cover thee 
Secret, dark, love-still’d, 
In a holy room 
Silence-filled 

“Let no moon 
Creep up the heaven to-night. 
I in darksome noon 
Walking hopefully, 
Seek my shrouded light— 
Grope for thee! 

“Darker grow 
The borders of the dark! 
Through the branches glow! 
From the roof above, 
Star and diamond-spark, 
Light for love.” 

Scarcely had the last sounds floated away from the hearing of my own 
ears, when I heard instead a low delicious laugh near me. It was not the 
laugh of one who would not be heard, but the laugh of one who has just 
received something long and patiently desired—a laugh that ends in a 
low musical moan. I started, and, turning sideways, saw a dim white 
figure seated beside an intertwining thicket of smaller trees and 

underwood. 
“It is my white lady!” I said, and flung myself on the ground beside 

her; striving, through the gathering darkness, to get a glimpse of the 
form which had broken its marble prison at my call. 
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“It is your white lady,” said the sweetest voice, in reply, sending a 
thrill of speechless delight through a heart which all the love charms of 
the preceding day and evening had been tempering for this culminat¬ 
ing hour. Yet, if I would have confessed it, there was something either 
in the sound of the voice, although it seemed sweetness itself, or else in 
this yielding which awaited no gradation of gentle approaches, that did 
not vibrate harmoniously with the beat of my inward music. And 
likewise, when, taking her hand in mine, I drew closer to her, looking 
for the beauty of her face, which, indeed, I found too plenteously, a 
cold shiver ran through me; but “it is the marble,” I said to myself, and 
heeded it not. 

She withdrew her hand from mine, and after that would scarce allow 
me to touch her. It seemed strange, after the fulness of her first 
greeting, that she could not trust me to come close to her. Though her 
words were those of a lover, she kept herself withdrawn as if a mile of 
space interposed between us. 

“Why did you run away from me when you woke in the cave?” I said. 
“Did I?” she returned. “That was very unkind of me; but I did not 

know better.” 
“I wish I could see you. The night is very dark.” 
“So it is. Come to my grotto. There is light there.” 
“Have you another cave, then?” 
“Come and see.” 
But she did not move until I rose first, and then she was on her feet 

before I could offer my hand to help her. She came close to my side, 
and conducted me through the wood. But once or twice, when, 
involuntarily almost, I was about to put my arm around her as we 
walked on through the warm gloom, she sprang away several paces, 
always keeping her face full towards me, and then stood looking at me, 
slightly stooping, in the attitude of one who fears some half-seen 
enemy. It was too dark to discern the expression of her face. Then she 
would return and walk close beside me again, as if nothing had 
happened. I thought this strange; but, besides that I had almost, as I 
said before, given up the attempt to account for appearances in fairy 
land, I judged that it would be very unfair to expect from one who had 
slept so long and had been so suddenly awakened, a behaviour 
correspondent to what I might unreflectingly look for. I knew not what 
she might have been dreaming about. Besides, it was possible that, 
while her words were free, her sense of touch might be exquisitely 
delicate. 

At length, after walking a long way in the woods, we arrived at 
another thicket, through the intertexture of which was glimmering a 
pale rosy light. 

“Push aside the branches,” she said, “and make room for us to enter.” 
I did as she told me. 
“Go in,” she said; “I will follow you.” 
I did as she desired, and found myself in a little cave, not very unlike 

the marble cave. It was festooned and draperied with all kinds of green 
that cling to shady rocks. In the furthest corner, half-hidden in leaves, 
through which it glowed, mingling lovely shadows between them, 
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burned a bright rosy flame on a little earthen lamp. The lady glided 
round by the wall from behind me, still keeping her face towards me, 
and seated herself in the furthest corner, with her back to the lamp, 
which she hid completely from my view. I then saw indeed a form of 
perfect loveliness before me. Almost it seemed as if the light of the rose- 
lamp shone through her (for it could not be reflected from her); such a 
delicate shade of pink seemed to shadow what in itself must be a marbly 
whiteness of hue. I discovered afterwards, however, that there was one 
thing in it I did not like; which was, that the white part of the eye was 
tinged with the same slight roseate hue as the rest of the form. It is 
strange that I cannot recall her features; but they, as well as her 
somewhat girlish figure, left on me simply and only the impression of 
intense loveliness. I lay down at her feet, and gazed up into her face as I 
lay. 

She began, and told me a strange tale, which, likewise, I cannot 
recollect; but which, at every turn and every pause, somehow or other 
fixed my eyes and thoughts upon her extreme beauty; seeming always 
to culminate in something that had a relation, revealed or hidden, but 
always operative, with her own loveliness. I lay entranced. It was a tale 
which brings back a feeling as of snows and tempests; torrents and 
water-sprites; lovers parted for long, and meeting at last; with a 
gorgeous summer night to close up the whole. I listened till she and I 
were blended with the tale; till she and I were the whole history. And 
we had met at last in this same cave of greenery, while the summer 
night hung round us heavy with love, and the odours that crept 
through the silence from the sleeping woods were the only signs of an 
outer world that invaded our solitude. What followed I cannot clearly 
remember. The succeeding horror almost obliterated it. I woke as a 
grey dawn stole into the cave. The damsel had disappeared; but in the 
shrubbery at the mouth of the cave, stood a strange horrible object. It 
looked like an open coffin set up on one end; only that the part for the 
head and neck was defined from the shoulder-part. In fact it was a 
rough representation of the human frame, only hollow, as if made of 
decaying bark torn from a tree. It had arms, which were only slightly 
seamed, down from the shoulder-blade by the elbow, as if the bark had 
healed again from the cut of a knife. But the arms moved, and the 
hands and fingers were tearing asunder a long silky tress of hair. The 
thing turned round—it had for a face and front those of my enchant¬ 
ress, but now of a pale greenish hue in the light of the morning, and 
with dead lustreless eyes. In the horror of the moment, another fear 
invaded me. I put my hand to my waist, and found indeed that my 
girdle of beech-leaves was gone. Hair again in her hands, she was 
tearing it fiercely. Once more, as she turned, she laughed a low laugh, 
but now full of scorn and derision; and then she said, as if to a 
companion with whom she had been talking while I slept, “There he is; 
you can take him now.” I lay still, petrified with dismay and fear; for I 
now saw another figure beside her, which, although vague and 
indistinct, I yet recognised but too well. It was the Ash-tree. My beauty 
was the Maid of the Alder! and she was giving me, spoiled of my only 
availing defence, into the hands of my awful foe. I he Ash bent his 
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Gorgon-head, and entered the cave. I could not stir. He drew near me. 
His ghoul-eyes and his ghastly face fascinated me. He came stooping, 
with the hideous hand outstretched, like a beast of prey. I had given 
myself up to a death of unfathomable horror, when, suddenly, and just 
as he was on the point of seizing me, the dull, heavy blow of an axe 
echoed through the wood, followed by others in quick repetition. The 
Ash shuddered and groaned, withdrew the outstretched hand, re¬ 
treated backwards to the mouth of the cave, then turned and disap¬ 
peared amongst the trees. The other walking Death looked at me once, 
with a careless dislike on her beautifully moulded features; then, 
heedless any more to conceal her hollow deformity, turned her 
frightful back and likewise vanished amid the green obscurity without. I 
lay and wept. The Maid of the Alder-tree had befooled me—nearly 
slain me—in spite of all the warnings I had received from those who 
knew my danger. 

CHAPTER VII 

Fight on, my men, Sir Andrew sayes, 
A little Ime hurt, but yett not slaine; 

lie but lye downe and bleede awhile, 
And then lie rise and hght againe. 

Ballad of Sir Andrew Barton. 

But I could not remain where I was any longer, though the daylight 
was hateful to me, and the thought of the great, innocent, bold sunrise 
unendurable. Here there was no well to cool my face, sma ting with the 
bitterness of my own tears. Now would I have washed in the well of that 
grotto, had it flowed clear as the rivers of Paradise. I rose, and feebly 
left the sepulchral cave. I took my way I knew not whither, but still 
towards the sunrise. The birds were singing; but not for me. All the 
creatures spoke a language of their own, with which I had nothing to 
do, and to which I cared not to find the key any more. I walked listlessly 
along. What distressed me most—more even than my own folly—was 
the perplexing question—How can beauty and ugliness dwell so near? 
Even with her altered complexion and her face of dislike; disenchanted 
of the belief that clung around her; known for a living, walking 
sepulchre, faithless, deluding, traitorous; I felt, notwithstanding all this, 
that she was beautiful. Upon this I pondered with undiminished 
perplexity, though not without some gain. Then I began to make 
surmises as to the mode of my deliverance; and concluded that some 
hero, wandering in search of adventure, had heard how the forest was 
infested; and, knowing it was useless to attack the evil thing in person, 
had assailed with his battle-axe the body in which he dwelt, and on 
which he was dependent for his power of mischief in the wood. “Very 
likely,” I thought, “the repentant knight, who warned me of the evil 
which has befallen me, was busy retrieving his lost honor, while I was 
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sinking into the same sorrow with himself; and, hearing of the 
dangerous and mysterious being, arrived at his tree in time to save me 
from being dragged to its roots, and buried like carrion, to nourish him 
for yet deeper insatiableness.” I found afterwards that my conjecture 
was correct. I wondered how he had fared when his blows recalled the 
Ash himself, and that too I learned afterwards. 

I walked on the whole day, with intervals of rest, but without food; 
for I could not have eaten, had any been offered me; till, in the 
afternoon, I seemed to approach the outskirts of the forest, and at 
length arrived at a farm-house. An unspeakable joy arose in my heart at 
beholding an abode of human beings once more, and I hastened up to 
the door, and knocked. A kind-looking, matronly woman, still hand¬ 
some, made her appearance; who, as soon as she saw me, said kindly, 
“Ah, my poor boy, you have come from the wood! Were you in it last 
night?” 

I should have ill endured, the day before, to be called boy; but now 
the motherly kindness of the word went to my heart; and, like a boy 
indeed, I burst into tears. She soothed me right gently; and, leading me 
into a room, made me lie down on a settle, while she went to find me 
some refreshment. She soon returned with food, but I could not eat. 
She almost compelled me to swallow some wine, when I revived 
sufficiently to be able to answer some of her questions. I told her the 
whole story. 

“It is just as I feared,” she said; “but you are now for the night 
beyond the reach of any of these dreadful creatures. It is no wonder 
they could delude a child like you. But I must beg you, when my 
husband comes in, not to say a word about these things; for he thinks 
me even half crazy for believing anything of the sort. But I must believe 
my senses, as he cannot believe beyond his, which give him no 
intimations of this kind. I think he could spend the whole of Midsum¬ 
mer-eve in the wood and come back with the report that he saw nothing 
worse than himself. Indeed, good man, he would hardly find anything 
better than himself, if he had seven more senses given him.” 

“But tell me how it is that she could be so beautiful without any heart 
at all—without any place even for a heart to live in.” 

“I cannot quite tell,” she said; “but I am sure she would not look so 
beautiful if she did not take means to make herself look more beautiful 
than she is. And then, you know, you began by being in love with her 
before you saw her beauty, mistaking her for the lady of the marble— 
another kind altogether, I should think. But the chief thing that makes 
her beautiful is this: that, although she loves no man, she loves the love 
of any man; and when she finds one in her power, her desire to bewitch 
him and gain his love, (not for the sake of his love either, but that she 
may be conscious anew of her own beauty, through the admiration he 
manifests) makes her very lovely—with a self-destructive beauty, 
though; for it is that which is constantly wearing her away within, till, at 
last, the decay will reach her face, and her whole front, when all the 
lovely mask of nothing will fall to pieces, and she be vanished for ever. 
So a wise man, whom she met in the wood some years ago, and who, I 
think, for all his wisdom, fared no better than you, told me, when, like 
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you, he spent the next night here, and recounted to me his adventures.” 
I thanked her very warmly for her solution, though it was but partial; 

wondering much that in her, as in the woman I met on my first entering 
the forest, there should be such superiority to her apparent condition. 
Here she left me to take some rest; though, indeed, I was much too 
agitated to rest in any other way than by simply ceasing to move. 

In half an hour, I heard a heavy step approach and enter the house. 
A jolly voice, whose slight huskiness appeared to proceed from 
overmuch laughter, called out: “Betsy, the pigs’ trough is quite empty, 
and that is a pity. Let them swill, lass! They’re of no use but to get fat. 
Ha! ha! ha! Gluttony is not forbidden in their commandments. Ha! ha! 
ha!” The very voice, kind and jovial, seemed to disrobe the room of the 
strange look which all new places wear—to disenchant it out of the 
realm of the ideal into that of the actual. It began to look as if I had 
known every corner of it for twenty years; and when, soon after, the 
dame came and fetched me to partake of their early supper, the grasp 
of his great hand, and the harvest-moon of his benevolent face, which 
was needed to light up the rotundity of the globe beneath it, produced 
such a reaction in me, that, for a moment, I could hardly believe that 
there was a Fairy Land; and that all I had passed through since I left 
home, had not been the wandering dream of a diseased imagination, 
operating on a too mobile frame, not merely causing me indeed to 
travel, but peopling for me with vague phantoms the regions through 
which my actual steps had led me. But the next moment, my eye fell 
upon a little girl who was sitting in the chimney corner, with a little book 
open on her knee, from which she had apprently just looked up to fix 
great inquiring eyes upon me. I believed in Fairy Land again. She went 
on with her reading, as soon as she saw that I observed her looking at 
me. I went near, and peeping over her shoulder, saw that she was 
reading The History of Graciosa and Percinet. 

“Very improving book, sir,” remarked the old farmer, with a good- 
humoured laugh. “We are in the very hottest corner of Fairy Land 
here. Ha! ha! Stormy night, last night, sir.” 

“Was it, indeed?” I rejoined. “It was not so with me. A lovelier night I 
never saw.” 

“Indeed! Where were you last night?” 
“I spent it in the forest. I had lost my way.” 
“Ah! then, perhaps, you will be able to convince my good woman, 

that there is nothing very remarkable about the forest; for, to tell the 
truth, it bears but a bad name in these parts. I dare say you saw nothing 
worse than yourself there?” 

“I hope I did,” was my inward reply; but, for an audible one, I 
contented myself with saying, “Why, I certainly did see some ap¬ 
pearances I could hardly account for; but that is nothing to be 
wondered at in an unknown wild forest, and with the uncertain light of 
the moon alone to go by.” 

“Very true! you speak like a sensible man, sir. We have but few 
sensible folks round about us. Now, you would hardly credit it, but my 
wife believes every fairy-tale that ever was written. I cannot account for 
it. She is a most sensible woman in everything else.” 
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“But should not that make you treat her belief with something of 
respect, though you cannot share in it yourself?” 

“Yes, that is all very well in theory; but when you come to live every 
day in the midst of absurdity, it is far less easy to behave respectfully to 
it. Why, my wife actually believes the story of the ‘White Cat.’ You know 
it, I dare say.” 

“I read all these tales when a child, and know that one especially 
well.” 

“But, father,” interposed the little girl in the chimney-corner, “you 
know quite well that mother is descended from that very princess who 
was changed by the wicked fairy into a white cat. Mother has told me so 
many times, and you ought to believe everything she says.” 

“I can easily believe that,” rejoined the farmer, with another fit of 
laughter; “for, the other night, a mouse came gnawing and scratching 
beneath the floor, and would not let us go to sleep. Your mother sprang 
out of bed, and going as near as she could, mewed so infernally like a 
great cat, that the noise ceased instantly. I believe the poor mouse died 
of the fright, for we have never heard it again. Ha! ha! ha!” 

The son, an ill-looking youth, who had entered during the con¬ 
versation, joined in his father’s laugh; but his laugh was very different 
from the old man’s: it was polluted with a sneer. I watched him, and 
saw that, as soon as it was over, he looked scared, as if he dreaded some 
evil consequences to follow his presumption. The woman stood near, 
waiting till we should seat ourselves at the table, and listening to it all 
with an amused air, which had something in it of the look with which 
one listens to the sententious remarks of a pompous child. We sat down 
to supper, and I ate heartily. My bygone distress began already to look 
far off. 

“In what direction are you going?” asked the old man. 
“Eastward,” I replied; nor could I have given a more definite answer. 

“Does the forest extend much further in that direction?” 
“Oh! for miles and miles; I do not know how far. For although I have 

lived on the! borders of it all my life, I have been too busy to make 
journeys of discovery into it. Nor do I see what I could discover. It is 
only trees and trees, till one is sick of them. By the way, if you follow the 
eastward track from here, you will pass close to what the children say is 
the very house of the ogre that Hop-o’-my-Thumb visited, and ate his 
little daughters with the crowns of gold.” 

“Oh, father! ate his little daughters! No; he only changed their gold 
crowns for nightcaps; and the great long-toothed ogre killed them in 
mistake; but I do not think even he ate them, for you know they were 
his own little ogresses.” 

“Well, well, child; you know all about it a great deal better than I do. 
However, the house has, of course, in such a foolish neighbourhood as 
this, a bad enough name; and I must confess there is a woman living in 
it, with teeth long enough and white enough too for the lineal 
descendant of the greatest ogre that ever was made. I think you had 
better not go near her.” 

In such talk as this the night wore on. When supper was finished, 
which lasted some time, my hostess conducted me to my chamber. 
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“If you had not had enough of it already,” she said, “I would have 
put you in another room, which looks towards the forest; and where 
you would most likely have seen something more of its inhabitants. For 
they frequently pass the window, and even enter the room sometimes. 
Strange creatures spend whole nights in it, at certain seasons of the 
year. I am used to it, and do not mind it. No more does my little girl, 
who sleeps in it always. But this room looks southward towards the 
open country, and they never show themselves here; at least I never saw 
any.” 

I was somewhat sorry not to gather any experience that I might have, 
of the inhabitants of Fairy Land; but the effect of the farmer’s 
company, and of my own later adventures, was such, that I chose an 
undisturbed night in my more human quarters; which, with their clean 
white curtains and white linen, were very inviting to my weariness. 

In the morning, I awoke refreshed, after a profound and dreamless 
sleep. The sun was high, when I looked out of the window, shining over 
a wide, undulating, cultivated country. Various garden-vegetables were 
growing beneath my window. Everything was radiant with clear 
sunlight. The dew-drops were sparkling their busiest; the cows in a 
near-by held were eating as if they had not been at it all day yesterday; 
the maids were singing at their work as they passed two and fro 
between the out-houses: I did not believe in Fairy Land. I went down, 
and found the family already at breakfast. But before I entered the 
room where they sat, the little girl came to me, and looked up in my 
face, as though she wanted to say something to me. I stooped towards 
her; she put her arms round my neck, and her mouth to my ear, and 
whispered:— 

“A white lady has been flitting about the house all night.” 
“No whispering behind doors!” cried the farmer; as we entered 

together. “Well, how have you slept? No bogies, eh?” 
“Not one, thank you; I slept uncommonly well.” 
“I am glad to hear it. Come and breakfast.” 
After breakfast, the farmer and his son went out; and I was left alone 

with the mother and daughter. 
“When I looked out of the window this morning,” I said, “I felt 

almost certain that Fairy Land was all a delusion of my brain; but 
whenever I come near you or your little daughter, I feel differently. Yet 
I could persuade myself, after my last adventures, to go back, and have 
nothing more to do with such strange beings.” 

“How will you go back?” said the woman. 
“Nay, that I do not know.” 
“Because I have heard that, for those who enter Fairy Land, there is 

no way of going back. They must go on, and go through it. How, I do 
not in the least know.” 

“That is quite the impression on my own mind. Something compels 
me to go on, as if my only path was onward; but I feel less inclined this 
morning to continue my adventures.” 

“Will you come and see my little child’s room? She sleeps in the one I 
told you of, looking towards the forest.” 

“Willingly,” I said. 
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So we went together, the little girl running before to open the door 
for us. It was a large room, full of old-fashioned furniture, that seemed 
to have once belonged to some great house. The window was built with 
a low arch, and filled with lozenge-shaped panes. The wall was very 
thick, and built of solid stone. I could see that part of the house had 
been erected against the remains of some old castle or abbey, or other 
great building; the fallen stones of which had probably served to 
complete it. But as soon as I looked out of the window, a gush of 
wonderment and longing flowed over my soul like the tide of a great 
sea. Fairy Land lay before me, and drew me towards it with an 
irresistible attraction. The trees bathed their great heads in the waves of 
the morning, while their roots were planted deep in gloom; save where 
on the borders the sunshine broke against their stems, or swept in long 
streams through their avenues, washing with brighter hue all the leaves 
over which it flowed; revealing the rich brown of the decayed leaves 
and fallen pine-cones, and the delicate greens of the long grasses and 
tiny forests of moss that covered the channel over which it passed in 
motionless rivers of light. I turned hurriedly to bid my hostess farewell 
without further delay. She smiled at my haste, but with an anxious look. 

“You had better not go near the house of the ogre, I think. My son 
will show you into another path, which will join the first beyond it.” 

Not wishing to be headstrong or too confident any more, I agreed; 
and having taken leave of my kind entertainers, went into the wood, 
accompanied by the youth. He scarcely spoke as we went along; but he 
led me through the trees till we struck upon a path. He told me to 
follow it, and, with a muttered “good morning,” left me. 

CHAPTER VIII 

Ich bin ein Theil des Theils, der anfangs alles war. 
Goethe.—Mephistopheles in Faust. 

I am a part of the part, which at first was the whole. 

My spirits rose as I went deeper into the forest; but I could not regain 
my former elasticity of mind. I found cheerfulness to be like life itself— 
not to be created by an argument. Afterwards I learned, that the best 
way to manage some kinds of painful thoughts, is to dare them to do 
their worst; to let them lie and gnaw at your heart till they are tired; and 
you find you still have a residue of life they cannot kill. So, better and 
worse, I went on, till I came to a little clearing in the forest. In the 
middle of this clearing stood a long, low hut, built with one end against 
a single tall cypress, which rose like a spire to the building. A vague 
misgiving crossed my mind when I saw it; but I must needs go closer, 
and look through a little half-open door, near the opposite end from 
the cypress. Window I saw none. On peeping in, and looking towards 
the further end, I saw a lamp burning, with a dim, reddish flame, and 
the head of a woman, bent downwards, as if reading by its light. I could 
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see nothing more for a few moments. At length, as my eyes got used to 
the dimness of the place, I saw that the part of the rude building near 
me was used for household purposes; for several rough utensils lay 
here and there, and a bed stood in the corner. An irresistible attraction 
caused me to enter. The woman never raised her face, the upper part 
of which alone I could see distinctly; but, as soon as I stepped within the 
threshold, she began to read aloud, in a low and now altogether 
unpleasant voice, from an ancient little volume which she held open 
with one hand on the table upon which stood the lamp. What she read 
was something like this: 

“So, then, as darkness had no beginning, neither will it ever have an 
end. So, then, is it eternal. The negation of aught else, is its affirmation. 
Where the light cannot come, there abideth the darkness. The light 
doth but hollow a mine out of the infinite extension of the darkness. 
And ever upon the steps of the light treadeth the darkness; yea, 
springeth in fountains and wells amidst it, from the secret channels of 
its mighty sea. Truly, man is but a passing flame, moving unquietly 
amid the surrounding rest of night; without which he yet could not be, 
and whereof he is in part compounded.” 

As I drew nearer, and she read on, she moved a little to turn a leaf of 
the dark old volume, and I saw that her face was sallow and slightly 
forbidding. Her forehead was high, and her black eyes repressedly 
quiet. But she took no notice of me. This end of the cottage, if cottage it 
could be called, was destitute of furniture, except the table with the 
lamp, and the chair on which the woman sat. In one corner was a door, 
apparently of a cupboard in the wall, but which might lead to a room 
beyond. Still the irresistible desire which had made me enter the 
building, urged me: I must open that door, and see what was beyond it. 
I approached, and laid my hand on the rude latch. Then the woman 
spoke, but without lifting her head or looking at me: “You had better 
not open that door.” This was uttered quite quietly; and she went on 
with her reading, partly in silence, partly aloud; but both modes seemed 
equally intended for herself alone. The prohibition, however, only 
increased my desire to see; and as she took no further notice, I gently 
opened the door to its full width, and looked in. At first, I saw nothing 
worthy of attention. It seemed a common closet, with shelves on each 
hand, on which stood various little necessaries for the humble uses of a 
cottage. In one corner stood one or two brooms, in another a hatchet 
and other common tools; showing that it was in use every hour of the 
day for household purposes. But, as I looked, I saw that there were no 
shelves at the back, and that an empty space went in further; its 
termination appearing to be a faintly glimmering wall or curtain, 
somewhat less, however, than the width and height of the doorway 
where I stood. But, as I continued looking, for a few seconds, towards 
this faintly-luminous limit, my eyes came into true relation with their 
object. All at once, with such a shiver as when one is suddenly conscious 
of the presence of another in a room where he has, for hours, 
considered himself alone, I saw that the seemingly luminous extremity 
was a sky, as of night, beheld through the long perspective of a narrow, 
dark passage, through what, or built of what, I could not tell. As I 
gazed, I clearly discerned two or three stars glimmering faintly in the 
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distant blue. But, suddenly, and as if it had been running fast from a 
far distance for this very point, and had turned the corner without 
abating its swiftness, a dark figure sped into and along the passage from 
the blue opening at the remote end. I started back and shuddered, but 
kept looking, for I could not help it. On and on it came, with a speedy 
approach but delayed arrival; till, at last, through the many gradations 
of approach, it seemed to come within the sphere of myself, rushed up 
to me, and passed me into the cottage. All I could tell of its appearance 
was, that it seemed to be a dark human figure. Its motion was entirely 
noiseless, and it might be called a gliding, were it not that it appeared 
that of a runner, but with ghostly feet. I had moved back yet a little to 
let him pass me, and looked round after him instantly. I could not see 
him. 

“Where is he?” I said, in some alarm, to the woman, who still sat 
reading. 

“There, on the floor, behind you,” she said, pointing with her arm 
half-outstretched, but not lifting her eyes. I turned and looked, but saw 
nothing. Then with a feeling that there was yet something behind me, I 
looked round over my shoulder; and there, on the ground, lay a black 
shadow, the size of a man. It was so dark, that I could see it in the dim 
light of the lamp, which shone full upon it, apparently without thinning 
at all the intensity of its hue. 

“I told you,” said the woman, “you had better not look into that 
closet.” 

“What is it?” I said, with a growing sense of horror. 
“It is only your shadow that has found you,” she replied. “Every¬ 

body’s shadow is ranging up and down looking for him. I believe you 
call it by a different name in your world: yours has found you, as every 
person’s is almost certain to do who looks into that closet, especially 
after meeting one in the forest, whom I dare say you have met.” 

Here, for the first time, she lifted her head, and looked full at me: 
her mouth was full of long, white, shining teeth; and I knew that I was 
in the house of the ogre. I could not speak, but turned and left the 
house, with the shadow at my heels. “A nice sort of valet to have,” I said 
to myself bitterly, as I stepped into the sunshine, and, looking over my 
shoulder, saw that it lay yet blacker in the full blaze of the sunlight. 
Indeed, only when I stood between it and the sun, was the blackness at 
all diminished. I was so bewildered—stunned—both by the event itself 
and its suddenness, that I could not at all realize to myself what it would 
be to have such a constant and strange attendance; but with a dim 
conviction that my present dislike would soon grow to loathing, I took 
my dreary way through the wood. 

CHAPTER IX 

O Lady! we receive but what we give, 
And in our life alone does nature live: 
Ours is her wedding garment, ours her shroud! 
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Ah! from the soul itself must issue forth, 
A light, a glory, a fair luminous cloud, 

Enveloping the Earth— 
And from the soul itself must there be sent 

A sweet and potent voice, of its own birth, 
Of all sweet sounds the life and element! 

Coleridge. 

From this time, until I arrived at the palace of Fairy Land, I can 
attempt no consecutive account of my wanderings and adventures. 
Everything, henceforward, existed for me in its relation to my atten¬ 
dant. What influence he exercised upon everything into contact with 
which I was brought, may be understood from a few detached 
instances. To begin with this very day on which he first joined me: after 
I had walked heartlessly along for two or three hours, I was very weary, 
and lay down to rest in a most delightful part of the forest, carpeted 
with wild-flowers. I lay for half an hour in a dull repose, and then got 
up to pursue my way. The flowers on the spot where I had lain were 
crushed to the earth; but I saw that they would soon lift their heads and 
rejoice again in the sun and air. Not so those on which my shadow had 
lain. The very outline of it could be traced in the withered lifeless grass, 
and the scorched and shrivelled flowers which stood there, dead, and 
hopeless of any resurrection. I shuddered, and hastened away with sad 
forebodings. 

In a few days, I had reason to dread an extension of its baleful 
influences from the fact, that it was no longer confined to one position 
in regard to myself. Hitherto, when seized with an irresistible desire to 
look on my evil demon (which longing would unaccountably seize me at 
any moment, returning at longer or shorter intervals, sometimes every 
minute), I had to turn my head backwards, and look over my shoulder; 
in which position, as long as I could retain it, I was fascinated. But one 
day, having come out on a clear grassy hill, which commanded a 
glorious prospect, though of what I cannot now tell, my shadow moved 
round, and came in front of me. And, presently, a new manifestation 
increased my distress. For it began to coruscate, and shoot out on all 
sides a radiation of dim shadow. These rays of gloom issued from the 
central shadow as from a black sun, lengthening and shortening with 
continual change. But wherever a ray struck, that part of earth, or sea, 
or sky, became void, and desert, and sad to my heart. On this, the first 
development of its new power, one ray shot out beyond the rest, 
seeming to lengthen infinitely, until it smote the great sun on the face, 
which withered and darkened beneath the blow. I turned away and 
went on. The shadow retreated to its former position; and when I 
looked again, it had drawn in all its spears of darkness, and followed 
like a dog at my heels. 

Once, as I passed by a cottage, there came out a lovely fairy child, 
with two wondrous toys, one in each hand. The one was the tube 
through which the fairy-gifted poet looks when he beholds the same 
thing everywhere; the other that through which he looks when he 
combines into new forms of loveliness those images of beauty which his 



“A runner . . . with ghostly feet.” 
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own choice has gathered from all regions wherein he has travelled. 
Round the child’s head was an aureole of emanating rays. As I looked at 
him in wonder and delight, round crept from behind me the something 
dark, and the child stood in my shadow. Straightway he was a common¬ 
place boy, with a rough broad-brimmed straw hat, through which brim 
the sun shone from behind. The toys he carried were a multiplying 
glass and a kaleidoscope. I sighed and departed. 

One evening, as a great silent flood of western gold flowed through 
an avenue in the woods, down the stream, just as when I saw him first, 
came the sad knight, riding on his chestnut steed. But his armour did 
not shine half so red as when I saw him first. Many a blow of mighty 
sword and axe, turned aside by the strength of his mail, and glancing 
adown the surface, had swept from its path the fretted rust, and the 
glorious steel had answered the kindly blow with the thanks of 
returning light. These streaks and spots made his armour look like the 
floor of a forest in the sunlight. His forehead was higher than before, 
for the contracting wrinkles were nearly gone; and the sadness that 
remained on his face was the sadness of a dewy summer twilight, not 
that of a frosty autumn morn. He, too, had met the Alder-maiden as I, 
but he had plunged into the torrent of mighty deeds, and the stain was 
nearly washed away. No shadow followed him. He had not entered the 
dark house; he had not had time to open the closet door. “Will he ever 
look in?” I said to myself. “Must his shadow find him some day?” But I 
could not answer my own questions. 

We travelled together for two days, and I began to love him. It was 
plain that he suspected my story in some degree; and I saw him once or 
twice looking curiously and anxiously at my attendant gloom, which all 
this time had remained very obsequiously behind me; but I offered no 
explanation, and he asked none. Shame at my neglect of his warning, 
and a horror which shrunk from even alluding to its cause, kept me 
silent; till, on the evening of the second day, some noble words from my 
companion roused all my heart; and I was at the point of falling on his 
neck, and telling him the whole story; seeking, if not for helpful advice, 
for of that I was hopeless, yet for the comfort of sympathy—when 
round slid the shadow and inwrapt my friend; and I could not trust 
him. The glory of his brow vanished; the light of his eye grew cold; and 
I held my peace. The next morning we parted. 

But the most dreadful thing of all was, that I now began to feel 
something like satisfaction in the presence of the shadow. I began to be 
rather vain of my attendant, saying to myself; “In a land like this, with 
so many illusions everywhere, I need his aid to disenchant the things 
around me. He does away with all appearances, and shows me things in 
their true color and form. And I am not one to be fooled with the 
vanities of the common crowd. I will not see beauty where there is none. 
I will dare to behold things as they are. And if I live in a waste instead of 
a paradise, I will live knowing where I live.” But of this a certain 
exercise of his power which soon followed quite cured me, turning my 
feeling towards him once more into loathing and distrust. It was thus:— 

One bright noon, a little maiden joined me, coming through the 
wood in a direction at right angles to my path. She came along singing 
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and dancing, happy as a child, though she seemed almost a woman. In 
her hands—now in one, now in another—she carried a small globe, 
bright and clear as the purest crystal. This seemed at once her plaything 
and her greatest treasure. At one moment, you would have thought her 
utterly careless of it, and at another, overwhelmed with anxiety for its 
safety. But I believe she was taking care of it all the time, perhaps not 
least when least occupied about it. She stopped by me with a smile, and 
bade me good day with the sweetest voice. I felt a wonderful liking to 
the child—for she produced on me more the impression of a child, 
though my understanding told me differently. We talked a little, and 
then walked on together in the direction I had been pursuing. I asked 
her about the globe she carried, but getting no definite answer, I held 
out my hand to take it. She drew back, and said, but smiling almost 
invitingly the while, “You must not touch it;”—then, after a moment’s 
pause—”Or if you do, it must be very gently.” I touched it with a finger. 
A slight vibratory motion arose in it, accompanied, or perhaps man¬ 
ifested, by a faint sweet sound. I touched it again, and the sound 
increased. I touched it the third time: a tiny torrent of harmony rolled 
out of the little globe. She would not let me touch it any more. 

We travelled on together all that day. She left me when twilight came 
on; but next day, at noon, she met me as before, and again we travelled 
till evening. The third day she came once more at noon, and we walked 
on together. Now, though we had talked about a great many things 
connected with Fairy Land, and the life she had led hitherto, I had 
never been able to learn anything about the globe. This day, however, 
as we went on, the shadow glided round and inwrapt the maiden. It 
could not change her. But my desire to know about the globe, which in 
his gloom began to waver as with an inward light, and to shoot out 
flashes of many-coloured flame, grew irresistible. I put out both my 
hands and laid hold of it. It began to sound as before. The sound 
rapidly increased, till it grew a low tempest of harmony, and the globe 
trembled, and quivered, and throbbed between my hands. I had not the 
heart to pull it away from the maiden, though I held it in spite of her 
attempts to take it from me; yes, I shame to say, in spite of her prayers, 
and, at last, her tears. The music went on growing in intensity and 
complication of tones, and the globe vibrated and heaved; till at last it 
burst in our hands, and a black vapour broke upwards from out of it; 
then turned, as if blown sideways, and enveloped the maiden, hiding 
even the shadow in its blackness. She held fast the fragments, which I 
abandoned, and fled from me into the forest in the direction whence 
she had come, wailing like a child, and crying, “You have broken my 
globe; my globe is broken—my globe is broken!” I followed her, in the 
hope of comforting her; but had not pursued her far, before a sudden 
cold gust of wind bowed the tree-tops above us, and swept through 
their stems around us; a great cloud overspread the day, and a fierce 
tempest came on, in which I lost sight of her. It lies heavy on my heart 
to this hour. At night, ere I fall asleep, often, whatever I may be 
thinking about, I suddenly hear her voice, crying out, “You have 
broken my globe; my globe is broken; ah, my globe!” 

Here I will mention one more strange thing; but whether this 
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peculiarity was owing to my shadow at all, I am not able to assure 
myself. I came to a village, the inhabitants of which could not at first 
sight be distinguished from the dwellers in our own land. They rather 
avoided than sought my company, though they were very pleasant 
when I addressed them. But at last I observed, that whenever I came 
within a certain distance of any one of them, which distance, however, 
varied with different individuals, the whole appearance of the person 
began to change; and this change increased in degree as I approached. 
When I receded to the former distance, the former appearance was 
restored. The nature of the change was grotesque, following no fixed 
rule. The nearest resemblance to it that I know, is the distortion 
produced in your countenance when you look at it as reflected in a 
concave or convex surface—say, either side of a bright spoon. Of this 
phenomenon I first became aware in a rather ludicrous way. My host’s 
daughter was a very pleasant pretty girl, who made herself more 
agreeable to me than most of those about me. For some days my 
companion-shadow had been less obtrusive than usual; and such was 
the reaction of spirits occasioned by the simple mitigation of torment, 
that, although I had cause enough besides to be gloomy, I felt light and 
comparatively happy. My impression is, that she was quite aware of the 
law of appearances that existed between the people of the place and 
myself, and had resolved to amuse herself at my expense; for one 
evening, after some jesting and raillery, she, somehow or other, 
provoked me to attempt to kiss her. But she was well defended from 
any assault of the kind. Her countenance became, of a sudden, absurdly 
hideous; the pretty mouth was elongated and otherwise amplified 
sufficiently to have allowed of six simultaneous kisses. I started back in 
bewildered dismay; she burst into the merriest fit of laughter, and ran 
from the room. I soon found that the same undefinable law of change 
operated between me and all the other villagers; and that, to feel I was 
in pleasant company, it was absolutely necessary for me to discover and 
observe the right focal distance between myself and each one with 
whom I had to do. This done, all went pleasantly enough. Whether, 
when I happened to neglect this precaution, I presented to them an 
equally ridiculous appearance, I did not ascertain; but I presume that 
the alteration was common to the approximating parties. I was likewise 
unable to determine whether I was a necessary party to the production 
of this strange transformation, or whether it took place as well, under 
the given circumstances, between the inhabitants themselves. 

CHAPTER X 

From Eden’s bowers the full-fed rivers flow, 
To guide the outcasts to the land of woe: 
Our Earth one little toiling streamlet yields, 
To guide the wanderers to the happy fields. 
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After leaving this village, where I had rested for nearly a week, I 
travelled through a desert region of dry sand and glittering rocks, 
peopled principally by goblin-fairies. When I first entered their 
domains, and, indeed, whenever I fell in with another tribe of them, 
they began mocking me with offered handfuls of gold and jewels, 
making hideous grimaces at me, and performing the most antic 
homage, as if they thought I expected reverence, and meant to humour 
me like a maniac. But ever, as soon as one cast his eye on the shadow 
behind me, he made a wry face, partly of pity, partly of contempt, and 
looked ashamed, as if he had been caught doing something inhuman; 
then, throwing down his handful of gold, and ceasing all his grimaces, 
he stood aside to let me pass in peace, and made signs to his 
companions to do the like. I had no inclination to observe them much, 
for the shadow was in my heart as well as at my heels. I walked listlessly 
and almost hopelessly along, till I arrived one day at a small spring; 
which, bursting cool from the heart of a sun-heated rock, flowed 
somewhat southwards from the direction I had been taking. I drank of 
this spring, and found myself wonderfully refreshed. A kind of love to 
the cheerful little stream arose in my heart. It was born in a desert; but 
it seemed to say to itself, “I will flow, and sing, and lave my banks, till I 
make my desert a paradise.” I thought I could not do better than follow 
it, and see what it made of it. So down with the stream I went, over 
rocky lands, burning with sunbeams. But the rivulet flowed not far, 
before a few blades of grass appeared on its banks, and then, here and 
there, a stunted bush. Sometimes it disappeared altogether under 
ground; and after I had wandered some distance, as near as I could 
guess, in the direction it seemed to take, I would suddenly hear it again, 
singing, sometimes far away to my right or left, amongst new rocks, 
over which it made new cataracts of watery melodies. The verdure on 
its banks increased as it flowed; other streams joined it; and at last, after 
many days’ travel, I found myself, one gorgeous summer evening, 
resting by the side of a broad river, with a glorious horse-chestnut tree 
towering above me, and dropping its blossoms, milk-white and rosy-red 
all about me. As I sat, a gush of joy sprang forth in my heart, and 
overflowed at my eyes. Through my tears, the whole landscape 
glimmered in such bewitching loveliness, that I felt as if I were entering 
Fairy Land for the first time, and some loving hand were waiting to cool 
my head, and a loving word to warm my heart. Roses, wild roses, 
everywhere! So plentiful were they, they not only perfumed the air, 
they seemed to dye it a faint rose-hue. The colour floated abroad with 
the scent, and clomb, and spread, until the whole west blushed and 
glowed with the gathered incense of roses. And my heart fainted with 
longing in my bosom. Could I but see the Spirit of the Earth, as I saw 
once the indwelling woman of the beech-tree, and my beauty of the 
pale marble, I should be content. Content!—Oh, how gladly would I die 
of the light of her eyes! Yea, I would cease to be, if that would bring me 
one word of love from the one mouth. The twilight sank around, and 
infolded me with sleep. I slept as I had not slept for months. I did not 
awake till late in the morning; when, refreshed in body and mind, I 
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rose as from the death that wipes out the sadness of life, and then dies 
itself in the new morrow. Again I followed the stream; now climbing a 
steep rocky bank that hemmed it in; now wading through long grasses 
and wild flowers in its path; now through meadows; and anon through 
woods that crowded down to the very lip of the water. 

At length, in a nook of the river, gloomy with the weight of 
overhanging foliage, and still and deep as a soul in which the torrent 
eddies of pain have hollowed a great gulf, and then, subsiding in 
violence, have left it full of a motionless, fathomless sorrow—I saw a 
little boat lying. So still was the water here, that the boat needed no 
fastening. It lay as if some one had just stepped ashore, and would in a 
moment return. But as there were no signs of presence, and no track 
through the thick bushes; and, moreover, as I was in Fairy Land, where 
one does very much as he pleases, I forced my way to the brink, stepped 
into the boat, pushed it, with the help of the tree-branches, out into the 
stream, lay down in the bottom, and let my boat and me float whither 
the stream would carry us. I seemed to lose myself in the great flow of 
sky above me, unbroken in its infinitude, except when, now and then, 
coming nearer the shore at a bend in the river, a tree would sweep its 
mighty head silently above mine, and glide away back into the past, 
never more to fling its shadow over me. I fell asleep in this cradle, in 
which mother Nature was rocking her weary child; and while I slept, 
the sun slept not, but went round his arched way. When I awoke, he 
slept in the waters, and I went on my silent path beneath a round silvery 
moon. And a pale moon looked up from the floor of the great blue cave 
that lay in the abysmal silence beneath. 

Why are all reflections lovelier than what we call the reality?—not so 
grand or so strong, it may be, but always lovelier? Fair as is the gliding 
sloop on the shining sea, the wavering, trembling, unresting sail below, 
is fairer still. Yea, the reflecting ocean itself reflected in the mirror, has 
a wondrousness about its waters that somewhat vanishes when I turn 
towards itself. All mirrors are magic mirrors. The commonest room is a 
room in a poem when I turn to the glass. (And this reminds me, while I 
write, of a strange story which I read in the fairy palace, and of which I 
will try to make a feeble memorial in its place). In whatever way it may 
be accounted for, of one thing we may be sure, that this feeling is no 
cheat; for there is no cheating in nature and the simple unsought 
feelings of the soul. There must be a truth involved in it, though we 
may but in part lay hold of the meaning. Even the memories of past 
pain are beautiful; and past delights, though beheld only through clefts 
in the grey clouds of sorrow, are lovely as Fairy Land. But how have I 
wandered into the deeper fairy-land of the soul, while as yet I only float 
towards the fairy palace of Fairy Land! The moon, which is the lovelier 
memory or reflex of the down-gone sun, the joyous day seen in the 
faint mirror of the brooding night, had rapt me away. 

I sat up in the boat. Gigantic forest trees were about me; through 
which, like a silver snake, twisted and twined the great river. The little 
waves, when I moved in the boat, heaved and fell with a plash as of 
molten silver, breaking the image of the moon into a thousand morsels, 
fusing again into one, as the ripples of laughter die into the still face of 
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joy. The sleeping woods, in undefined massiveness; the water that 
flowed in its sleep; and, above all, the enchantress moon, which had cast 
them all, with her pale eye, into the charmed slumber, sank into my 
soul, and I felt as if I had died in a dream, and should never more 
awake. 

From this I was partly aroused by a glimmering of white, that, 
through the trees on the left, vaguely crossed my vision, as I gazed 
upwards. But the trees again hid the object; and at the moment, some 
strange melodious bird took up its song, and sang, not an ordinary bird¬ 
song, with constant repetitions of the same melody, but what sounded 
like a continuous strain, in which one thought was expressed, deepen¬ 
ing in intensity as evolved in progress. It sounded like a welcome 
already overshadowed with the coming farewell. As in all sweetest 
music, a tinge of sadness was in every note. Nor do we know how much 
of the pleasures even of life we owe to the intermingled sorrows. Joy 
cannot unfold the deepest truths, although deepest truth must be 
deepest joy. Cometh white-robed Sorrow, stooping and wan, and 
flingeth wide the doors she may not enter. Almost we linger with 
Sorrow for very love. 

As the song concluded, the stream bore my little boat with a gentle 
sweep round a bend of the river; and lo! on a broad lawn, which rose 
from the water’s edge with a long green slope to a clear elevation from 
which the trees receded on all sides, stood a stately palace glimmering 
ghostly in the moonshine: it seemed to be built throughout of the 
whitest marble. There was no reflection of moonlight from windows— 
there seemed to be none; so there was no cold glitter; only, as I said, a 
ghostly shimmer. Numberless shadows tempered the shine, from 
column and balcony and tower. For everywhere galleries ran along the 
face of the buildings; wings were extended in many directions; and 
numberless openings, through which the moonbeams vanished into the 
interior, and which served both for doors and windows, had their 
separate balconies in front, communicating with a common gallery that 
rose on its own pillars. Of course, I did not discover all this from the 
river, and in the moonlight. But, though I was there for many days, I 
did not succeed in mastering the inner topography of the building, so 
extensive and complicated was it. 

Here I wished to land, but the boat had no oars on board. However, I 
found that a plank, serving for a seat, was unfastened, and with that I 
brought the boat to the bank, and scrambled on shore. Deep soft turf 
sank beneath my feet, as I went up the ascent towards the palace. When 
I reached it, I saw that it stood on a great platform of marble, with an 
ascent, by broad stairs of the same, all round it. Arrived on the 
platform, I found there was an extensive outlook over the forest, which, 
however, was rather veiled than revealed by the moonlight. Entering by 
a wide gateway, but without gates, into an inner court, surrounded on 
all sides by great marble pillars supporting galleries above, I saw a large 
fountain of porphyry in the middle, throwing up a lofty column of 
water, which fell, with a noise as of the fusion of all sweet sounds, into a 
basin beneath; overflowing which, it ran in a single channel towards the 
interior of the building. Although the moon was by this time so low in 
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the west, that not a ray of her light fell into the court, over the height of 
the surrounding buildings; yet was the court lighted by a second reflex 
from the sun of other lands. For the top of the column of water, just as 
it spread to fall, caught the moonbeams; and like a great pale lamp, 
hung high in the night air, threw a dim memory of light (as it were) 
over the court below. This court was paved in diamonds of white and 
red marble. According to my custom since I entered Fairy Land, of 
taking for a guide whatever I first found moving in any direction, I 
followed the stream from the basin of the fountain. It led me to a great 
open door, beneath the ascending steps of which it ran through a low 
arch, and disappeared. Entering here, I found myself in a great hall, 
surrounded with white pillars, and paved with black and white. This I 
could see by the moonlight, which, from the other side, streamed 
through open windows into the hall. Its height I could not distinctly see. 
As soon as I entered, I had the feeling so common to me in the woods, 
that there were others there besides myself, though I could see no one, 
and heard no sound to indicate a presence. Since my visit to the Church 
of Darkness, my power of seeing the fairies of the higher orders had 
gradually diminished, until it had almost ceased. But I could frequently 
believe in their presence while unable to see them. Still, although I had 
company, and doubtless of a safe kind, it seemed rather dreary to 
spend the night in an empty marble hall, however beautiful; especially 
as the moon was near the going down, and it would soon be dark. So I 
began at the place where I entered, and walked round the hall, looking 
for some door or passage that might lead me to a more hospitable 
chamber. As I walked, I was deliciously haunted with the feeling that 
behind some one of the seemingly innumerable pillars, one who loved 
me was waiting for me. Then I thought she was following me from 
pillar to pillar as I went along; but no arms came out of the faint 
moonlight, and no sigh assured me of her presence. 

At length I came to an open corridor, into which I turned; 
notwithstanding that, in doing so, I left the light behind. Along this I 
walked with outstretched hands, groping my way; till, arriving at 
another corridor, which seemed to strike off at right angles to that in 
which I was, I saw at the end a faintly glimmering light, too pale even 
for moonshine, resembling rather a stray phosphorescence. However, 
where everything was white, a little light went a great way. So I walked 
on to the end, and a long corridor it was. When I came up to the light, I 
found that it proceeded from what looked like silver letters upon a door 
of ebony; and, to my surprise even in the home of wonder itself, the 
letters formed the words, The Chamber of Sir Anodos. Although I had as 
yet no right to the honours of a knight, I ventured to conclude that the 
chamber was indeed intended for me; and, opening the door without 
hesitation, I entered. Any doubt as to whether I was right in so doing, 
was soon dispelled. What to my dark eyes seemed a blaze of light, burst 
upon me. A fire of large pieces of some sweet-scented wood, supported 
by dogs of silver, was burning on the hearth, and a bright lamp stood on 
a table, in the midst of a plentiful meal, apparently awaiting my arrival. 
But what surprised me more than all, was, that the room was in every 
respect a copy of my own room, the room whence the little stream from 
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my basin had led me into Fairy Land. There was the very carpet of 
grass and moss and daisies, which I had myself designed; the curtains 
of pale blue silk, that fell like a cataract over the windows; the old- 
fashioned bed, with the chintz furniture, on which I had slept from 
boyhood. “Now I shall sleep,” I said to myself. “My shadow dares not 
come here.” 

I sat down to the table, and began to help myself to the good things 
before me with confidence. And now I found, as in many instances 
before, how true the fairy tales are; for I was waited on, all the time of 
my meal, by invisible hands. I had scarcely to do more than look 
towards anything I wanted, when it was brought me, just as if it had 
come to me of itself. My glass was kept filled with the wine I had chosen, 
until I looked towards another bottle or decanter; when a fresh glass 
was substituted, and the other wine supplied. When I had eaten and 
drunk more heartily and joyfully than ever since I entered Fairy Land, 
the whole was removed by several attendants, of whom some were male 
and some female, as I thought I could distinguish from the way the 
dishes were lifted from the table, and the motion with which they were 
carried out of the room. As soon as they were all taken away, I heard a 
sound as of the shutting of a door; and knew that I was left alone. I sat 
long by the fire, meditating, and wondering how it would all end; and 
when at length, wearied with thinking, I betook myself to my own old 
bed, it was half with a hope that, when I awoke in the morning, I should 
awake not only in my own room, but in my own castle also; and that I 
should walk out upon my own native soil; and find that Fairy Land was, 
after all, only a vision of the night. The sound of the falling waters of 
the fountain floated me into oblivion. 

CHAPTER XI 

A wilderness of building, sinking far 
And self-withdrawn into a wondrous depth, 
Far sinking into splendour—without end! 
Fabric it seemed of diamond and of gold, 
With alabaster domes, and silver spires, 
And blazing terrace upon terrace, high 
Uplifted. 

Wordsworth. 

But when, after a sleep, which, although dreamless, yet left behind it 
a sense of past blessedness, I awoke in the full morning, I found, 
indeed, that the room was still my own; but that it looked abroad upon 
an unknown landscape of forest and hill and dale on the one side—and 
on the other, upon the marble court, with the great fountain, the crest 
of which now flashed glorious in the sun, and cast on the pavement 
beneath, a shower of faint shadows from the waters that fell from it into 
the marble basin below. 

Agreeably to all authentic accounts of the treatment of travellers in 
Fairy Land, I found by my bedside a complete suit of fresh clothing, 
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just such as I was in the habit of wearing; for, though varied sufficiently 
from the one removed, it was yet in complete accordance with my tastes. 
I dressed myself in this, and went out. The whole palace shone like 
silver in the sun. The marble was partly dull and partly polished; and 
every pinnacle, dome, and turret ended in a ball, or cone, or cusp of 
silver. It was like frost-work, and too dazzling, in the sun, for earthly 
eyes like mine. I will not attempt to describe the environs, save by 
saying, that all the pleasures to be found in the most varied and artistic 
arrangement of wood and river, lawn and wild forest, garden and 
shrubbery, rocky hill and luxurious vale; in living creatures wild and 
tame, in gorgeous birds, scattered fountains, little streams, and reedy 
lakes—all were here. Some parts of the palace itself I shall have 
occasion to describe more minutely. 

For this whole morning, I never thought of my demon shadow; and 
not till the weariness which supervened on delight brought it again to 
my memory, did I look round to see if it was behind me: it was scarcely 
discernible. But its presence, however faintly revealed, sent a pang to 
my heart, for the pain of which, not all the beauties around me could 
compensate. It was followed, however, by the comforting reflection 
that, peradventure, I might here And the magic word of power to 
banish the demon and set me free, so that I should no longer be a man 
beside myself. The Queen of Fairy Land, thought I, must dwell here: 
surely she will put forth her power to deliver me, and send me singing 
through the further gates of her country back to my own land. “Shadow 
of me!” I said; “which art not me, but which representest thyself to me 
as me; here I may find a shadow of light which will devour thee, the 
shadow of darkness! Flere I may find a blessing which will fall on thee 
as a curse, and damn thee to the blackness whence thou hast emerged 
unbidden.” I said this, stretched at length on the slope of the lawn 
above the river; and as the hope arose within me, the sun came forth 
from a light fleecy cloud that swept across his face; and hill and dale, 
and the great river winding on through the still mysterious forest, 
flashed back his rays as with a silent shout of joy; all nature lived and 
glowed; the very earth grew warm beneath me; a magnificent dragon¬ 
fly went past me like an arrow from a bow, and a whole concert of birds 
burst into choral song. 

The heat of the sun soon became too intense even for passive 
support. I therefore rose, and sought the shelter of one of the arcades. 
Wandering along from one to another of these, wherever my heedless 
steps led me, and wondering everywhere at the simple magnificence of 
the building, I arrived at another hall, the roof of which was of a pale 
blue, spangled with constellations of silver stars, and supported by 
porphyry pillars of a paler red than ordinary.—In this house (I may 
remark in passing), silver seemed everywhere preferred to gold; and 
such was the purity of the air, that it showed nowhere signs of 
tarnishing.—The whole of the floor of this hall, except a narrow path 
behind the pillars, paved with black, was hollowed into a huge basin, 
many feet deep, and filled with the purest, most liquid and radiant 
water. The sides of the basin were white marble, and the bottom was 
paved with all kinds of refulgent stones, of every shape and hue. In 
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their arrangement, you would have supposed, at hrst sight, that there 
was no design, for they seemed to lie as if cast there from careless and 
playful hands; but it was a most harmonious confusion; and as I looked 
at the play of their colours, especially when the waters were in motion, I 
came at last to feel as if not one little pebble could be displaced, without 
injuring the effect of the whole. Beneath this floor of the water, lay the 
reflection of the blue inverted roof, fretted with its silver stars, like a 
second deeper sea, clasping and upholding the first. This fairy bath was 
probably fed from the fountain in the court. Led by an irresistible 
desire, I undressed, and plunged into the water. It clothed me as with a 
new sense and its object both in one. The waters lay so close to me, they 
seemed to enter and revive my heart. I rose to the surface, shook the 
water from my hair, and swam as in a rainbow, amid the coruscations of 
the gems below seen through the agitation caused by my motion. Then, 
with open eyes, I dived, and swam beneath the surface. And here was a 
new wonder. For the basin, thus beheld, appeared to extend on all sides 
like a sea, with here and there groups as of ocean rocks, hollowed by 
ceaseless billows into wondrous caves and grotesque pinnacles. Around 
the caves grew sea-weeds of all hues, and the corals glowed between; 
while far off, I saw the glimmer of what seemed to be creatures of 
human form at home in the waters. I thought I had been enchanted; 
and that when I rose to the surface, I should find myself miles from 
land, swimming alone upon a heaving sea; but when my eyes emerged 
from the waters, I saw above me the blue spangled vault, and the red 
pillars around. I dived again, and found myself once more in the heart 
of a great sea. I then arose, and swam to the edge, where I got out 
easily, for the water reached the very brim, and, as I drew near, washed 
in tiny waves over the black marble border. I dressed, and went out, 
deeply refreshed. 

And now I began to discern faint, gracious forms, here and there 
throughout the building. Some walked together in earnest con¬ 
versation. Others strayed alone. Some stood in groups, as if looking at 
and talking about a picture or a statue. None of them heeded me. Nor 
were they plainly visible to my eyes. Sometimes a group, or single 
individual, would fade entirely out of the realm of my vision as I gazed. 
When evening came, and the moon arose, clear as the round of a 
horizon-sea when the sun hangs over it in the west, I began to see them 
all more plainly; especially when they came between me and the moon; 
and yet more especially, when I myself was in the shade. But, even 
then, I sometimes saw only the passing wave of a white robe; or a lovely 
arm or neck gleamed by in the moonshine; or white feet went walking 
alone over the moony sward. Nor, I grieve to say, did I ever come much 
nearer to these glorious beings, or ever look upon the Queen of the 
Fairies herself. My destiny ordered otherwise. 

In this palace of marble and silver, and fountains and moonshine, I 
spent many days; waited upon constantly in my own room with 
everything desirable, and bathing daily in the fairy bath. All this time I 
was little troubled with my demon shadow. I had a vague feeling that he 
was somewhere about the palace; but it seemed as if the hope that I 
should in this place be finally freed from his hated presence, had 
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sufficed to banish him for a time. How and where I found him, I shall 

soon have to relate. 
The third day after my arrival, I found the library of the palace; and 

here, all the time I remained, I spent most of the middle of the day. For 
it was, not to mention far greater attractions, a luxurious retreat from 
the noontide sun. During the mornings and afternoons, I wandered 
about the lovely neighbourhood, or lay, lost in delicious day-dreams, 
beneath some mighty tree on the open lawn. My evenings were by and 
by spent in a part of the palace, the account of which, and of my 
adventures in connection with it, I must yet postpone for a little. 

The library was a mighty hall, lighted from the roof, which was 
formed of something like glass, vaulted over in a single piece, and 
stained throughout with a great mysterious picture in gorgeous colour¬ 
ing. The walls were lined from floor to roof with books and books; most 
of them in ancient bindings, but some in strange new fashions which I 
had never seen, and which, were I to make the attempt, I could ill 
describe. All around the walls, in front of the books, ran galleries in 
rows, communicating by stairs. These galleries were built of all kinds of 
coloured stones; all sorts of marble and granite, with porphyry, jasper, 
lapis lazuli, agate, and various others, were ranged in wonderful 
melody of successive colours. Although the material, then, of which 
these galleries and stairs were built, rendered necessary a certain 
degree of massiveness in the construction, yet such was the size of the 
place, that they seemed to run along the walls like cords. Over some 
part of the library descended curtains of silk of various dyes, none of 
which I ever saw lifted while I was there; and I felt somehow that it 
would be presumptuous in me to venture to look within them. But the 
use of the other books seemed free; and day after day I came to the 
library, threw myself on one of the many sumptuous eastern carpets, 
which lay here and there on the floor, and read, and read, until weary; 
if that can be designated as weariness, which was rather the faintness of 
rapturous delight; or until, sometimes, the failing of the light invited 
me to go abroad, in the hope that a cool gentle breeze might have arisen 
to bathe, with an airy invigorating bath, the limbs which the glow of the 
burning spirit within had withered no less than the glow of the blazing 
sun without. 

One peculiarity of these books, or at least most of those I looked into, 
I must make a somewhat vain attempt to describe. 

If, for instance, it was a book of metaphysics I opened, I had scarcely 
read two pages before I seemed to myself to be pondering over 
discovered truth, and constructing the intellectual machine whereby to 
communicate the discovery to my fellow men. With some books, 
however, of this nature, it seemed rather as if the process was removed 
yet a great way further back; and I was trying to find the root of a 
manifestation, the spiritual truth whence a material vision sprang; or to 
combine two propositions, both apparently true, either at once or in 
different remembered moods, and to find the point in which their 
invisibly converging lines would unite in one, revealing a truth higher 
than either and differing from both; though so far from being opposed 
to either, that it was that whence each derived its life and power. Or if 
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the book was one of travels, I found myself the traveller. New lands, 
fresh experiences, novel customs, rose around me. I walked, I dis¬ 
covered, I fought, I suffered, I rejoiced in my success. Was it a history? 
I was the chief actor therein. I suffered my own blame; I was glad in my 
own praise. With a fiction it was the same. Mine was the whole story. 
For I took the place of the character who was most like myself, and his 
story was mine; until, grown weary with the life of years condensed in 
an hour, or arrived at my death-bed, or the end of the volume, I would 
awake, with a sudden bewilderment, to the consciousness of my present 
life, recognising the walls and roof around me, and finding I joyed or 
sorrowed only in a book. If the book was a poem, the words 
disappeared, or took the subordinate position of an accompaniment to 
the succession of forms and images that rose and vanished with a 
soundless rhythm, and a hidden rhyme. 

In one, with a mystical title, which I cannot recall, I read of a world 
that is not like ours. The wondrous account, in such a feeble, 
fragmentary way as is possible to me, I would willingly impart. Whether 
or not it was all a poem, I cannot tell; but, from the impulse I felt, when 
I first contemplated writing it, to break into rhyme, to which impulse I 
shall give way if it comes upon me again, I think it must have been, 
partly at least, in verse. 

CHAPTER XII 

Chained is the Spring. The night-wind bold 
Blows over the hard earth; 

Time is not more confused and cold, 
Nor keeps more wintry mirth. 

Yet blow, and roll the world about; 
Blow, Time—blow, winter’s Wind! 

Through chinks of Time, heaven peepeth out, 
And Spring the frost behind. 

G.E.M. 

They who believe in the influences of the stars over the fates of men, 
are, in feeling at least, nearer the truth than they who regard the 
heavenly bodies as related to them merely by a common obedience to an 
external law. All that man sees has to do with man. Worlds cannot be 
without an intermundane relationship. The community of the centre of 
all creation suggests an interradiating connexion and dependence of 
the parts. Else a grander idea is conceivable than that which is already 
imbodied. The blank, which is only a forgotten life, lying behind the 
consciousness, and the misty splendour, which is an undeveloped life, 
lying before it, may be full of mysterious revelations of other con¬ 
nexions with the worlds around us, than those of science and- poetry. 
No shining belt or gleaming moon, no red and green glory in a self- 
encircling twin-star, but has a relation with the hidden things of a man’s 
soul, and, it may be, with the secret history of his body as well. They are 
portions of the living house wherein he abides. 
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Through the realms of the monarch Sun 
Creeps a world, whose course had begun, 
On a weary path with a weary pace, 
Before the Earth sprang forth on her race: 
But many a time the Earth had sped 
Around the path she still must tread, 
Ere the elder planet, on leaden wing, 
Once circled the court of the planet’s king. 

There, in that lonely and distant star, 
The seasons are not as our seasons are; 
But many a year hath Autumn to dress 
The trees in their matron loveliness; 
As long hath old Winter in triumph to go 
O’er beauties dead in his vaults below; 
And many a year the Spring doth wear 
Combing the icicles from her hair; 
And Summer, dear Summer, hath years of June, 
With large white clouds, and cool showers at noon; 
And a beauty that grows to a weight like grief, 
Till a burst of tears is the heart’s relief. 

Children, born when Winter is king, 
May never rejoice in the hoping Spring; 
Though their own heart-buds are bursting with joy, 
And the child hath grown to the girl or boy; 
But may die with cold and icy hours 
Watching them ever in place of flowers. 
And some who awake from their primal sleep, 
When the sighs of Summer through forests creep, 
Live, and love and are loved again; 
Seek for pleasure, and find its pain; 
Sink to their last, their forsaken sleeping, 
With the same sweet odours around them creeping. 

Now the children, there, are not born as the children are born in 
worlds nearer to the sun. For they arrive no one knows how. A maiden, 
walking alone, hears a cry: for even there a cry is the first utterance; 
and searching about, she findeth, under an overhanging rock, or within 
a clump of bushes, or, it may be, betwixt grey stones on the side of a hill, 
or in any other sheltered and unexpected spot, a little child. This she 
taketh tenderly, and beareth home with joy, calling out, “Mother, 
mother”—if so be that her mother lives—“I have got a baby—I have 
found a child!” All the household gathers round to see;—“Where is it? 
What is it like? Where did you find it?” and such-like questions, abounding. 
And thereupon she relates the whole story of the discovery; for by the 
circumstances, such as season of the year, time of the day, condition of 
the air, and such like, and, especially, the peculiar and never-repeated 
aspect of the heavens and earth at the time, and the nature of the place 
of shelter wherein it is found, is determined, or at least indicated, the 
nature of the child thus discovered. Therefore, at certain seasons, and 
in certain states of the weather, according, in part, to their own fancy, 
the young women go out to look for children. They generally avoid 
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seeking them, though they cannot help sometimes finding them, in 
places and with circumstances uncongenial to their peculiar likings. But 
no sooner is a child found, than its claim for protection and nurture 
obliterates all feeling of choice in the matter. Chiefly, however, in the 
season of summer, which lasts so long, coming as it does after such long 
intervals; and mostly in the warm evenings, about the middle of 
twilight; and principally in the woods and along the river banks, do the 
maidens go looking for children, just as children look for flowers. And 
ever as the child grows, yea, more and more as he advances in years, 
will his face indicate to those who understand the spirit of nature, and 
her utterances in the face of the world, the nature of the place of his 
birth, and the other circumstances thereof; whether a clear morning 
sun guided his mother to the nook whence issued the boy’s low cry; or 
at eve the lonely maiden (for the same woman never finds a second, at 
least while the first lives) discovers the girl by the glimmer of her white 
skin, lying in a nest like that of the lark, amid long encircling grasses, 
and the upward gazing eyes of the lowly daisies; whether the storm 
bowed the forest trees around, or the still frost fixed in silence the else 
flowing and babbling stream. 

After they grow up, the men and women are but little together. 
There is this peculiar difference between them, which likewise dis¬ 
tinguishes the women from those of the earth. The men alone have 
arms; the women have only wings. Resplendent wings are they, wherein 
they can shroud themselves from head to foot in a panoply of glistering 
glory. By these wings alone, it may frequently be judged in what 
seasons, and under what aspects they were born. From those that came 
in winter, go great white wings, white as snow; the edge of every feather 
shining like the sheen of silver, so that they flash and glitter like frost in 
the sun. But underneath, they are tinged with a faint pink or rose- 
colour. Those born in spring have wings of a brilliant green, green as 
grass; and towards the edges the feathers are enamelled like the surface 
of the grass-blades. These again are white within. Those that are born 
in summer have wings of a deep rose-colour, lined with pale gold. And 
those born in autumn have purple wings, with a rich brown on the 
inside. But these colours are modified and altered in all varieties, 
corresponding to the mood of the day and hour, as well as the season of 
the year; and sometimes I found the various colours so intermingled, 
that I could not determine even the season, though doubtless the 
hieroglyphic could be deciphered by more experienced eyes. One 
splendour, in particular, I remember—wings of deep carmine, with an 
inner down of warm grey, around a form of brilliant whiteness. She 
had been found as the sun went down through a low sea-fog, casting 
crimson along a broad sea-path into a little cave on the shore, where a 
bathing maiden saw her lying. 

But though I speak of sun and fog, and sea and shore, the world 
there is in some respects very different from the earth whereon men 
live. For instance, the waters reflect no forms. To the unaccustomed eye 
they appear, if undisturbed, like the surface of a dark metal, only that 
the latter would reflect indistinctly, whereas they reflect not at all, 
except light which falls immediately upon them. This has a great effect 
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in causing the landscapes to differ from those on the earth. On the 
stillest evening, no tall ship on the sea sends a long wavering reflection 
almost to the feet of him on the shore; the face of no maiden brightens 
at its own beauty in a still forest-well. The sun and moon alone make a 
glitter on the surface. The sea is like a sea of death, ready to ingulf and 
never to reveal: a visible shadow of oblivion. Yet the women sport in its 
waters like gorgeous sea-birds. The men more rarely enter them. But, 
on the contrary, the sky reflects everything beneath it, as if it were built 
of water like ours. Of course, from its concavity there is some distortion 
of the reflected objects; yet wondrous combinations of form are often to 
be seen in the overhanging depth. And then it is not shaped so much 
like a round dome as the sky of the earth, but, more of an egg-shape, 
rises to a great towering height in the middle, appearing far more lofty 
than the other. When the stars come out at night, it shows a mighty 
cupola, “fretted with golden fires,” wherein there is room for all 
tempests to rush and rave. 

One evening in early summer, I stood with a group of men and 
women on a steep rock that overhung the sea. They were all question¬ 
ing me about my world and the ways thereof. In making reply to one of 
their questions, I was compelled to say that children are not born in the 
Earth as with them. Upon this I was assailed with a whole battery of 
inquiries, which at first I tried to avoid; but, at last, I was compelled, in 
the vaguest manner I could invent, to make some approach to the 
subject in question. Immediately a dim notion of what I meant, seemed 
to dawn in the minds of most of the women. Some of them folded their 
great wings all around them, as they generally do when in the least 
offended, and stood erect and motionless. One spread out her rosy 
pinions, and flashed from the promontory into the gulf at its foot. A 
great light shone in the eyes of one maiden, who turned and walked 
slowly away, with her purple and white wings half dispread behind her. 
She was found, the next morning, dead beneath a withered tree on a 
bare hill-side, some miles inland. They buried her where she lay, as is 
their custom; for, before they die, they instinctively search for a spot 
like the place of their birth, and having found one that satisfies them, 
they lie down, fold their wings around them, if they be women, or cross 
their arms over their breasts, if they are men, just as if they were going 
to sleep; and so sleep indeed. The sign or cause of coming death is an 
indescribable longing for something, they know not what, which seizes 
them, and drives them into solitude, consuming them within, till the 
body fails. When a youth and a maiden look too deep into each other’s 
eyes, this longing seizes and possesses them; but instead of drawing 
nearer to each other, they wander away, each alone, into solitary places, 
and die of their desire. But it seems to me, that thereafter they are born 
babes upon our earth; where, if, when grown, they find each other, it 
goes well with them; if not, it will seem to go ill. But of this I know 
nothing. When I told them that the women on the Earth had not wings 
like them, but arms, they stared, and said how bold and masculine they 
must look; not knowing that their wings, glorious as they are, are but 
undeveloped arms. 

But see the power of this book, that, while recounting what I can 
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recall of its contents, I write as if myself had visited the far-off planet, 
learned its ways and appearances, and conversed with its men and 
women. And so, while writing, it seemed to me that I had. 

The book goes on with the story of a maiden, who, born at the close 
of autumn, and living in a long, to her endless winter, set out at last to 
find the regions of spring; for, as in our earth, the seasons are divided 
over the globe. It begins something like this: 

She watched them dying for many a day, 
Dropping from off the old trees away, 
One by one; or else in a shower 
Crowding over the withered flower. 
For as if they had done some grievous wrong, 
The sun, that had nursed them and loved them so long, 
Grew weary of loving, and, turning back, 
Hastened away on his southern track; 
And helplessly hung each shrivelled leaf, 
Faded away with an idle grief. 
And the gusts of wind, sad Autumn’s sighs, 
Mournfully swept through their families; 
Casting away with a helpless moan 
All that he yet might call his own, 
As the child, when his bird is gone for ever, 
Flingeth the cage on the wandering river. 
And the giant trees, as bare as Death, 
Slowly bowed to the great Wind’s breath; 
And groaned with trying to keep from groaning 
Amidst the young trees bending and moaning. 
And the ancient planet’s mighty sea 
Was heaving and falling most restlessly, 
And the tops of the waves were broken and white, 
Tossing about to ease their might; 
And the river was striving to reach the main, 
And the ripple was hurrying back again. 
Nature lived in sadness now; 
Sadness lived on the maiden’s brow, 
As she watched, with a fixed, half-conscious eye, 
One lonely leaf that trembled on high, 
Till it dropped at last from the desolate bough— 
Sorrow, oh, sorrow! ’tis winter now. 
And her tears gushed forth, though it was but a leaf, 
For little will loose the swollen fountain of grief: 
When up to the lip the water goes, 
It needs but a drop, and it overflows. 

Oh! many and many a dreary year 
Must pass away ere the buds appear; 
Many a night of darksome sorrow 
Yield to the light of a joyless morrow, 
Ere birds again, on the clothed trees, 
Shall fill the branches with melodies. 
She will dream of meadows with wakeful streams; 
Of wavy grass in the sunny beams; 
Of hidden wells that soundless spring, 
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Hoarding their joy as a holy thing; 
Of founts that tell it all day long 
To the listening woods, with exultant song; 
She will dream of evenings that die into nights, 
Where each sense is filled with its own delights, 
And the soul is still as the vaulted sky, 
Lulled with an inner harmony; 
And the flowers give out to the dewy night, 
Changed into perfume, the gathered light; 
And the darkness sinks upon all their host, 
Till the sun sail up on the eastern coast— 
She will wake and see the branches bare, 
Weaving a net in the frozen air. 

The story goes on to tell how, at last, weary with wintriness, she 
travelled towards the southern regions of her globe, to meet the spring 
on its slow way northwards; and how, after many sad adventures, many 
disappointed hopes, and many tears, bitter and fruitless, she found at 
last, one stormy afternoon, in a leafless forest, a single snowdrop 
growing betwixt the borders of the winter and spring. She lay down 
beside it and died. I almost believe that a child, pale and peaceful as a 
snowdrop, was born in the Earth within a fixed season from that stormy 
afternoon. 

CHAPTER XIII 

I saw a ship sailing upon the sea, 
Deeply laden as ship could be; 
But not so deep as in love I am, 
For I care not whether I sink or swim. 

Old Ballad 

But Love is such a Mystery 
I cannot find it out: 

For when I think I’m best resolv’d, 
I then am in most doubt. 

Sir John Suckling. 

One story I will try to reproduce. But, alas! it is like trying to 
reconstruct a forest out of broken branches and withered leaves. In the 
fairy book, everything was just as it should be, though whether in words 
or something else, I cannot tell. It glowed and flashed the thoughts 
upon the soul, with such a power that the medium disappeared from 
the consciousness, and it was occupied only with the things themselves. 
My representation of it must resemble a translation from a rich and 
powerful language, capable of embodying the thoughts of a splendidly 
developed people, into the meagre and half-articulate speech of a 
savage tribe. Of course, while I read it, I was Cosmo, and his history was 
mine. Yet, all the time, I seemed to have a kind of double consciousness, 
and the story a double meaning. Sometimes it seemed only to represent 
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a simple story of ordinary life, perhaps almost of universal life; wherein 
two souls, loving each other and longing to come nearer, do, after all, 
but behold each other as in a glass darkly. 

As through the hard rock go the branching silver veins; as into the 
solid land run the creeks and gulfs from the unresting sea; as the lights 
and influences of the upper worlds sink silently through the earth’s 
atmosphere; so doth Faerie invade the world of men, and sometimes 
startle the common eye with an association as of cause and effect, when 
between the two no connecting links can be traced. 

Cosmo von Wehrstahl was a student at the University of Prague. 
Though of a noble family, he was poor, and prided himself upon the 
independence that poverty gives; for what will not a man pride himself 
upon, when he cannot get rid of it? A favourite with his fellow students, 
he yet had no companions; and none of them had ever crossed the 
threshold of his lodging in the top of one of the highest houses in the 
old town. Indeed, the secret of much of that complaisance which 
recommended him to his fellows, was the thought of his unknown 
retreat, whither in the evening he could betake himself and indulge 
undisturbed in his own studies and reveries. These studies, besides 
those subjects necessary to his course at the University, embraced some 
less commonly known and approved; for in a secret drawer lay the 
works of Albertus Magnus and Cornelius Agrippa, along with others 
less read and more abstruse. As yet, however, he had followed these 
researches only from curiosity, and had turned them to no practical 
purpose. 

His lodging consisted of one large low-ceiled room, singularly bare of 
furniture; for besides a couple of wooden chairs, a couch which served 
for dreaming on both by day and night, and a great press of black oak, 
there was very little in the room that could be called furniture. But 
curious instruments were heaped in the corners; and in one stood a 
skeleton, half-leaning against the wall, half-supported by a string about 
its neck. One of its hands, all of fingers, rested on the heavy pommel of 
a great sword that stood beside it. Various weapons were scattered 
about over the floor. The walls were utterly bare of adornment; for the 
few strange things, such as a large dried bat with its wings dispread, the 
skin of a porcupine, and a stuffed sea-mouse, could hardly be reckoned 
as such. But although his fancy delighted in vagaries like these, he 
indulged his imagination with far different fare. His mind had never 
yet been filled with an absorbing passion; but it lay like a still twilight 
open to any wind, whether the low breath that wafts but odours, or the 
storm that bows the great trees till they strain and creak. He saw 
everything as through a rose-coloured glass. When he looked from his 
window on the street below, not a maiden passed, but she moved as in a 
story, and drew his thoughts after her till she disappeared in the vista. 
When he walked in the streets, he always felt as if reading a tale, into 
which he sought to weave every face of interest that went by; and every 
sweet voice swept his soul as with the wing of a passing angel. He was in 
fact a poet without words; the more absorbed and endangered, that the 
springing waters were dammed back into his soul, where, finding no 
utterance, they grew, and swelled, and undermined. He used to lie on 
his hard couch, and read a tale or a poem, till the book dropped from 
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his hand; but he dreamed on, he knew not whether awake or asleep, 
until the opposite roof grew upon his sense, and turned golden in the 
sunrise. Then he arose too; and the impulses of vigorous youth kept 
him ever active, either in study or in sport, until again the close of the 
day left him free; and the world of night, which had lain drowned in 
the cataract of the day, rose up in his soul, with all its stars, and dim- 
seen phantom shapes. But this could hardly last long. Some one form 
must sooner or later step within the charmed circle, enter the house of 
life, and compel the bewildered magician to kneel and worship. 

One afternoon, towards dusk, he was wandering dreamily in one of 
the principal streets, when a fellow student roused him by a slap on the 
shoulder, and asked him to accompany him into a little back alley to 
look at some old armour which he had taken a fancy to possess. Cosmo 
was considered an authority in every matter pertaining to arms, ancient 
or modern. In the use of weapons, none of the students could come 
near him; and his practical acquaintance with some had principally 
contributed to establish his authority in reference to all. He accom¬ 
panied him willingly. They entered a narrow alley, and thence a dirty 
little court, where a low arched door admitted them into a hetero¬ 
geneous assemblage of everything musty, and dusty, and old, that could 
well be imagined. His verdict on the armour was satisfactory, and his 
companion at once concluded the purchase. As they were leaving the 
place, Cosmo’s eye was attracted by an old mirror of an elliptical shape, 
which leaned against the wall, covered with dust. Around it was some 
curious carving, which he could see but very indistinctly by the 
glimmering light which the owner of the shop carried in his hand. It 
was this carving that attracted his attention; at least so it appeared to 
him. He left the place, however, with his friend, taking no further 
notice of it. They walked together to the main street, where they parted 
and took opposite directions. 

No sooner was Cosmo left alone, than the thought of the curious old 
mirror returned to him. A strong desire to see it more plainly arose 
within him, and he directed his steps once more towards the shop. The 
owner opened the door when he knocked, as if he had expected him. 
He was a little, old, withered man, with a hooked nose, and burning 
eyes constantly in a slow restless motion, and looking here and there as 
if after something that eluded them. Pretending to examine several 
other articles, Cosmo at last approached the mirror, and requested to 
have it taken down. 

“Take it down yourself, master; I cannot reach it,” said the old man. 
Cosmo took it down carefully, when he saw that the carving was 

indeed delicate and costly, being both of admirable design and 
execution; containing withal many devices which seemed to embody 
some meaning to which he had no clue. This, naturally, in one of his 
tastes and temperament, increased the interest he felt in the old mirror; 
so much, indeed, that he now longed to possess it, in order to study its 
frame at his leisure. He pretended, however, to want it only for use; 
and saying he feared the plate could be of little service, as it was rather 
old, he brushed away a little of the dust from its face, expecting to see a 
dull reflection within. His surprise was great when he found the 
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reflection brilliant, revealing a glass not only uninjured by age, but 
wondrously clear and perfect (should the whole correspond to this part) 
even for one newly from the hands of the maker. He asked carelessly 
what the owner wanted for the thing. The old man replied by 
mentioning a sum of money far beyond the reach of poor Cosmo, who 
proceeded to replace the mirror where it had stood before. 

“You think the price too high?” said the old man. 
“I do not know that it is too much for you to ask,” replied Cosmo; 

“but it is far too much for me to give.” 
The old man held up his light towards Cosmo’s face. “I like your 

look,” said he. 
Cosmo could not return the compliment. In fact, now he looked 

closely at him for the first time, he felt a kind of repugnance to him, 
mingled with a strange feeling of doubt whether a man or a woman 
stood before him. 

“What is your name?” he continued. 
“Cosmo von Wehrstahl.” 
“Ah, ah! I thought as much. I see your father in you. I knew your 

father very well, young sir. I dare say in some odd corners of my house, 
you might And some old things with his crest and cipher upon them 
still. Well, I like you: you shall have the mirror at the fourth part of 
what I asked for it; but upon one condition.” 

“What is that?” said Cosmo; for although the price was still a great 
deal for him to give, he could just manage it; and the desire to possess 
the mirror had increased to an altogether unaccountable degree, since 
it had seemed beyond his reach. 

“That if you should ever want to get rid of it again, you will let me 
have the first offer.” 

“Certainly,” replied Cosmo, with a smile; adding, “a moderate 
condition indeed.” 

“On your honour?” insisted the seller. 
“On my honour,” said the buyer; and the bargain was concluded. 
“I will carry it home for you,” said the old man, as Cosmo took it in 

his hands. 
“No, no; I will carry it myself,” said he; for he had a peculiar dislike 

to revealing his residence to any one, and more especially to this 
person, to whom he felt every moment a greater antipathy. 

“Just as you please,” said the old creature, and muttered to himself as 
he held his light at the door to show him out of the court: “Sold for the 
sixth time! I wonder what will be the upshot of it this time. I should 
think my lady had enough of it by now!” 

Cosmo carried his prize carefully home. But all the way he had an 
uncomfortable feeling that he was watched and dogged. Repeatedly he 
looked about, but saw nothing to justify his suspicions. Indeed, the 
streets were too crowded and too ill lighted to expose very readily a 
careful spy, if such there should be at his heels. He reached his lodging 
in safety, and leaned his purchase against the wall, rather relieved, 
strong as he was, to be rid of its weight; then, lighting his pipe, threw 
himself on the couch, and was soon lapt in the folds of one of his 

haunting dreams. 
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He returned home earlier than usual the next day, and fixed the 
mirror to the wall, over the hearth, at one end of his long room. He 
then carefully wiped away the dust from its face, and, clear as the water 
of a sunny spring, the mirror shone out from beneath the envious 
covering. But his interest was chiefly occupied with the curious carving 
of the frame. This he cleaned as well as he could with a brush; and then 
he proceeded to a minute examination of its various parts, in the hope 
of discovering some index to the intention of the carver. In this, 
however, he was unsuccessful; and, at length, pausing with some 
weariness and disappointment, he gazed vacantly for a few moments 
into the depth of the reflected room. But ere long he said, half aloud: 
“What a strange thing a mirror is! and what a wondrous affinity exists 
between it and a man’s imagination! For this room of mine, as I behold 
it in the glass, is the same, and yet not the same. It is not the mere 
representation of the room I live in, but it looks just as if I were reading 
about it in a story I like. All its commonness has disappeared. The 
mirror has lifted it out of the region of fact into the realm of art; and 
the very representing of it to me has clothed with interest that which 
was otherwise hard and bare; just as one sees with delight upon the 
stage the representation of a character from which one would escape in 
life as from something unendurably wearisome. But is it not rather that 
art rescues nature from the weary and sated regards of our senses, and 
the degrading injustice of our anxious every-day life, and, appealing to 
the imagination, which dwells apart, reveals nature in some degree as 
she really is, and as she represents herself to the eye of the child, whose 
every-day life, fearless and unambitious, meets the true import of the 
wonder-teeming world around him, and rejoices therein without 
questioning? That skeleton, now—I almost fear it, standing there so 
still, with eyes only for the unseen, like a watch-tower looking across all 
the waste of this busy world into the quiet regions of rest beyond. And 
yet I know every bone and every joint in it as well as my own fist. And 
that old battle-axe looks as if any moment it might be caught up by a 
mailed hand, and, borne forth by the mighty arm, go crashing through 
casque, and skull, and brain, invading the Unknown with yet another 
bewildered ghost. I should like to live in that room if I could only get 
into it.” 

Scarcely had the half-moulded words floated from him, as he stood 
gazing into the mirror, when, striking him as with a flash of amazement 
that fixed him in his posture, noiseless and unannounced, glided 
suddenly through the door into the reflected room, with stately motion, 
yet reluctant and faltering step, the graceful form of a woman, clothed 
all in white. Her back only was visible as she walked slowly up to the 
couch in the further end of the room, on which she laid herself wearily, 
turning towards him a face of unutterable loveliness, in which suffer¬ 
ing, and dislike, and a sense of compulsion, strangely mingled with the 
beauty. He stood without the power of motion for some moments, with 
his eyes irrecoverably fixed upon her; and even after he was conscious 
of the ability to move, he could not summon up courage to turn and 
look on her, face to face, in the veritable chamber in which he stood. At 
length, with a sudden effort, in which the exercise of the will was so 
pure, that it seemed involuntary, he turned his face to the couch. It was 
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vacant. In bewilderment, mingled with terror, he turned again to the 
mirror: there, on the reflected couch, lay the exquisite lady-form. She 
lay with closed eyes, whence two large tears were just welling from 
beneath the veiling lids; still as death, save for the convulsive motion of 
her bosom. 

Cosmo himself could not have described what he felt. His emotions 
were of a kind that destroyed consciousness, and could never be clearly 
recalled. He could not help standing yet by the mirror, and keeping his 
eyes fixed on the lady, though he was painfully aware of his rudeness, 
and feared every moment that she would open hers, and meet his fixed 
regard. But he was, ere long, a little relieved; for, after a while, her 
eyelids slowly rose, and her eyes remained uncovered, but unemployed 
for a time; and when, at length, they began to wander about the room, 
as if languidly seeking to make some acquaintance with her environ¬ 
ment, they were never directed towards him: it seemed nothing but 
what was in the mirror could affect her vision; and, therefore, if she saw 
him at all, it could only be his back, which, of necessity, was turned 
towards her in the glass. The two figures in the mirror could not meet 
face to face, except he turned and looked at her, present in his room; 
and, as she was not there, he concluded that if he were to turn towards 
the part in his room corresponding to that in which she lay, his 
reflection would either be invisible to her altogether, or at least it must 
appear to her to gaze vacantly towards her, and no meeting of the eyes 
would produce the impression of spiritual proximity. By and by her 
eyes fell upon the skeleton, and he saw her shudder and close them. 
She did not open them again, but signs of repugnance continued 
evident on her countenance. Cosmo would have removed the obnox¬ 
ious thing at once, but he feared to discompose her yet more by the 
assertion of his presence, which the act would involve. So he stood and 
watched her. The eyelids yet shrouded the eyes, as a costly case the 
jewels within; the troubled expression gradually faded from the 
countenance, leaving only a faint sorrow behind; the features settled 
into an unchanging expression of rest; and by these signs, and the slow 
regular motion of her breathing, Cosmo knew that she slept. He could 
now gaze on her without embarrassment. He saw that her figure, 
dressed in the simplest robe of white, was worthy of her face; and so 
harmonious, that either the delicately-moulded foot, or any finger of 
the equally delicate hand, was an index to the whole. As she lay, her 
whole form manifested the relaxation of perfect repose. He gazed till 
he was weary, and at last seated himself near the new-found shrine, and 
mechanically took up a book, like one who watches by a sick-bed. But 
his eyes gathered no thoughts from the page before him. His intellect 
had been stunned by the bold contradiction, to its face, of all its 
experience, and now lay passive, without assertion, or speculation, or 
even conscious astonishment; while his imagination sent one wild 
dream of blessedness after another coursing through his soul. How 
long he sat he knew not; but at length he roused himself, rose, and, 
trembling in every portion of his frame, looked again into the mirror. 
She was gone. The mirror reflected faithfully what his room presented, 
and nothing more. It stood there like a golden setting whence the 
central jewel has been stolen away; like a night-sky without the glory of 
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its stars. She had carried with her all the strangeness of the reflected 
room. It had sunk to the level of the one without. But when the first 
pangs of his disappointment had passed, Cosmo began to comfort 
himself with the hope that she might return, perhaps the next evening, 
at the same hour. Resolving that if she did, she should not at least be 
scared by the hateful skeleton, he removed that and several other 
articles of questionable appearance into a recess by the side of the 
hearth, whence they could not possibly cast any reflection into the 
mirror; and having made his poor room as tidy as he could, sought the 
solace of the open sky and of a night wind that had begun to blow; for 
he could not rest where he was. When he returned, somewhat 
composed, he could hardly prevail with himself to lie down on his bed; 
for he could not help feeling as if she had lain upon it; and for him to 
lie there now would be something like sacrilege. However, weariness 
prevailed; and laying himself on the couch, dressed as he was, he slept 
till day. 

With a beating heart, beating till he could hardly breathe, he stood in 
dumb hope before the mirror, on the following evening. Again the 
reflected room shone as through a purple vapour in the gathering 
twilight. Everything seemed waiting like himself for a coming splen¬ 
dour to glorify its poor earthliness with the presence of a heavenly joy. 
And just as the room vibrated with the strokes of the neighboring 
church bell, announcing the hour of six, in glided the pale beauty, and 
again laid herself on the couch. Poor Cosmo nearly lost his senses with 
delight. She was there once more! Her eyes sought the corner where 
the skeleton had stood, and a faint gleam of satisfaction crossed her 
face, apparently at seeing it empty. She looked suffering still, but there 
was less of discomfort expressed in her countenance than there had 
been the night before. She took more notice of the things about her, 
and seemed to gaze with some curiosity on the strange apparatus 
standing here and there in her room. At length, however, drowsiness 
seemed to overtake her, and again she fell asleep. Resolved not to lose 
sight of her this time, Cosmo watched the sleeping form. Her slumber 
was so deep and absorbing, that a fascinating repose seemed to pass 
contagiously from her to him, as he gazed upon her; and he started as if 
awaking from a dream, when the lady moved, and, without opening her 
eyes, rose, and passed from the room with the gait of a somnambulist. 

Cosmo was now in a state of extravagant delight. Most men have a 
secret treasure somewhere. The miser has his golden hoard; the 
virtuoso his pet ring; the student his rare book; the poet his favourite 
haunt; the lover his secret drawer; but Cosmo had a mirror with a 
lovely lady in it. And now that he knew by the skeleton, that she was 
affected by the things around her, he had a new object in life: he would 
turn the bare chamber in the mirror into a room such as no lady need 
disdain to call her own. This he could effect only by furnishing and 
adorning his. And Cosmo was poor. Yet he possessed accomplishments 
that could be turned to account; although, hitherto, he had preferred 
living on his slender allowance, to increasing his means by what his 
pride considered unworthy of his rank. He was the best swordsman in 
the University; and now he offered to give lessons on fencing and 
similar exercises, to such as chose to pay him well for the trouble. His 
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proposal was heard with surprise by the students; but it was eagerly 
accepted by many; and soon his instructions were not confined to the 
richer students, but were anxiously sought by many of the young 
nobility of Prague and its neighbourhood. So that very soon he had a 
good deal of money at his command. The first thing he did was to 
remove his apparatus and oddities into a closet in the room. Then he 
placed his bed and a few other necessaries on each side of the hearth, 
and parted them from the rest of the room by two screens of Indian 
fabric. Then he put an elegant couch for the lady to lie upon, in the 
corner where his bed had formerly stood; and, by degrees, every day 
adding some article of luxury, converted it, at length, into a rich 
boudoir. 

Every night, about the same time, the lady entered. The first time she 
saw the new couch, she started with a half-smile; then her face grew 
very sad, the tears came to her eyes, and she laid herself upon the 
couch, and pressed her face into the silken cushions, as if to hide from 
everything. She took notice of each addition and each change as the 
work proceeded; and a look of acknowledgment, as if she knew that 
some one was ministering to her, and was grateful for it, mingled with 
the constant look of suffering. At length, after she had lain down as 
usual one evening, her eyes fell upon some paintings with which Cosmo 
had just finished adorning the walls. She rose, and to his great delight, 
walked across the room, and proceeded to examine them carefully, 
testifying much pleasure in her looks as she did so. But again the 
sorrowful, tearful expression returned, and again she buried her face 
in the pillows of her couch. Gradually, however, her countenance had 
grown more composed; much of the suffering manifest on her first 
appearance had vanished, and a kind of quiet, hopeful expression had 
taken its place; which, however, frequently gave way to an anxious, 
troubled look, mingled with something of sympathetic pity. 

Meantime, how fared Cosmo? As might be expected in one of his 
temperament, his interest had blossomed into love, and his love—shall I 
call it ripened, or—withered into passion? But, alas! he loved a shadow. 
He could not come near her, could not speak to her, could not hear a 
sound from those sweet lips, to which his longing eyes would cling like 
bees to their honey-founts. Ever and anon, he sang to himself: 

“I shall die for love of the maiden;” 

and ever he looked again, and died not, though his heart seemed ready 
to break with intensity of life and longing. And the more he did for her, 
the more he loved her; and he hoped that, although she never 
appeared to see him, yet she was pleased to think that one unknown 
would give his life to her. He tried to comfort himself over his 
separation from her, by thinking that perhaps some day she would see 
him and make signs to him, and that would satisfy him; “for,” thought 
he, “is not this all that a loving soul can do to enter into communion 
with another? Nay, how many who love, never come nearer than to 
behold each other as in a mirror; seem to know and yet never know the 
inward life; never enter the other soul; and part at last, with but the 
vaguest notion of the universe on the borders of which they have been 
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hovering for years? If I could but speak to her, and knew that she heard 
me, I should be satisfied.” Once he contemplated painting a picture on 
the wall, which should, of necessity, convey to the lady a thought of 
himself; but, though he had some skill with the pencil, he found his 
hand tremble so much when he began the attempt, that he was forced 
to give it up. 

One evening, as he stood gazing on his treasure, he thought he saw a 
faint expression of self-consciousness on her countenance, as if she 
surmised that passionate eyes were fixed upon her. This grew; till at last 
the red blood rose over her neck, and cheek, and brow. Cosmo’s 
longing to approach her became almost delirious. This night she was 
dressed in an evening costume, resplendent with diamonds. This could 
add nothing to her beauty, but it presented it in a new aspect; enabled 
her loveliness to make a new manifestation of itself in a new embodi¬ 
ment. For essential beauty is infinite; and, as the soul of Nature needs 
an endless succession of varied forms to embody her loveliness, 
countless faces of beauty springing forth, not any two the same, at every 
one of her heart-throbs; so the individual form needs an infinite change 
of its environments, to enable it to uncover all the phases of its 
loveliness. Diamonds glittered from amidst her hair, half-hidden in its 
luxuriance, like stars through dark rain-clouds; and the bracelets on 
her white arms flashed all the colours of a rainbow of lightnings, as she 
lifted her snowy hands to cover her burning face. But her beauty shone 
down all its adornment. “If I might have but one of her feet to kiss,” 
thought Cosmo, “I should be content.” Alas! he deceived himself, for 
passion is never content. Nor did he know that there are two ways out of 
her enchanted house. But, suddenly, as if the pang had been driven 
into his heart from without, revealing itself first in pain, and afterwards 
in definite form, the thought darted into his mind, “She has a lover 
somewhere. Remembered words of his bring the colour on her face 
now. I am nowhere to her. She lives in another world all day, and all 
night, after she leaves me. Why does she come and make me love her, 
till I, a strong man, am too faint to look upon her more?” He looked 
again, and her face was pale as a lily. A sorrowful compassion seemed to 
rebuke the glitter of the restless jewels, and the slow tears rose in her 
eyes. She left her room sooner this evening than was her wont. Cosmo 
remained alone, with a feeling as if his bosom had been suddenly left 
empty and hollow, and the weight of the whole world was crushing in 
its walls. The next evening, for the first time since she began to come, 
she came not. 

And now Cosmo was in wretched plight. Since the thought of a rival 
had occurred to him, he could not rest for a moment. More than ever 
he longed to see the lady face to face. He persuaded himself that if he 
but knew the worst he would be satisfied; for then he could abandon 
Prague, and find that relief in constant motion, which is the hope of all 
active minds when invaded by distress. Meantime he waited with 
unspeakable anxiety for the next night, hoping she would return; but 
she did not appear. And now he fell really ill. Rallied by his fellow- 
students on his wretched looks, he ceased to attend the lectures. His 
engagements were neglected. He cared for nothing. The sky, with the 
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great sun in it, was to him a heartless, burning desert. The men and 
women in the streets were mere puppets, without motives in them¬ 
selves, or interest to him. He saw them all as on the ever-changing held 
of a camera obscura. She—she alone and altogether—was his universe, 
his well of life, his incarnate good. For six evenings she came not. Let 
his absorbing passion, and the slow fever that was consuming his brain, 
be his excuse for the resolution which he had taken and begun to 
execute, before that time had expired. 

Reasoning with himself, that it must be by some enchantment 
connected with the mirror, that the form of the lady was to be seen in it, 
he determined to attempt to turn to account what he had hitherto 
studied principally from curiosity. “For,” said he to himself, “if a 
spell can force her presence in that glass (and she came unwillingly at 
hrst), may not a stronger spell, such as I know, especially with the aid of 
her half-presence in the mirror, if ever she appears again, compel her 
living form to come to me here? If I do her wrong, let love be my 
excuse. 
I want only to know my doom from her own lips.” He never doubted, 
all the time, that she was a real earthly woman; or, rather, that there 
was a woman, who, somehow or other, threw this reflection of her form 
into the magic mirror. 

He opened his secret drawer, took out his books of magic, lighted his 
lamp, and read and made notes from midnight till three in the 
morning, for three successive nights. Then he replaced his books; and 
the next night went out in quest of the materials necessary for the 
conjuration. These were not easy to find; for, in love-charms and all 
incantations of this nature, ingredients are employed scarcely fit to be 
mentioned, and for the thought even of which, in connection with her, 
he could only excuse himself on the score of his bitter need. At length 
he succeeded in procuring all he required; and on the seventh evening 
from that on which she had last appeared, he found himself prepared 
for the exercise of unlawful and tyrannical power. 

He cleared the center of the room; stooped and drew a circle of red 
on the floor, around the spot where he stood; wrote in the four quarters 
mystical signs, and numbers which were all powers of seven or nine; 
examined the whole ring carefully, to see that no smallest break had 
occurred in the circumference; and then rose from his bending 
posture. As he rose, the church clock struck seven; and, just as she had 
appeared the first time, reluctant, slow, and stately, glided in the lady. 
Cosmo trembled; and when, turning, she revealed a countenance worn 
and wan, as with sickness or inward trouble, he grew faint, and felt as if 
he dared not proceed. But as he gazed on the face and form, which now 
possessed his whole soul, to the exclusion of other joys and griefs, the 
longing to speak to her, to know that she heard him, to hear from her 
one word in return, became so unendurable, that he suddenly and 
hastily resumed his preparations. Stepping carefully from the circle, he 
put a small brazier into its center. He then set fire to its contents of 
charcoal, and while it burned up, opened his window and seated 
himself, waiting, beside it. 

It was a sultry evening. The air was full of thunder. A sense of 
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luxurious depression filled the brain. The sky seemed to have grown 
heavy, and to compress the air beneath it. A kind of purplish tinge 
pervaded the atmosphere, and through the open window came the 
scents of the distant fields, which all the vapors of the city could not 
quench. Soon the charcoal glowed. Cosmo sprinkled upon it the incense 
and other substances which he had compounded, and, stepping within 
the circle, turned his face from the brazier and towards the mirror. 
Then, fixing his eyes upon the face of the lady, he began with a 
trembling voice to repeat a powerful incantation. He had not gone far, 
before the lady grew pale; and then, like a returning wave, the blood 
washed all its banks with its crimson tide, and she hid her face in her 
hands. Then he passed to a conjuration stronger yet. The lady rose and 
walked uneasily to and fro in her room. Another spell; and she seemed 
seeking with her eyes for some object on which they wished to rest. At 
length it seemed as if she suddenly espied him; for her eyes fixed 
themselves full and wide upon his, and she drew gradually, and 
somewhat unwillingly, close to her side of the mirror, just as if his eyes 
had fascinated her. Cosmo had never seen her so near before. Now at 
least, eyes met eyes; but he could not quite understand the expression 
of hers. They were full of tender entreaty, but there was something 
more that he could not interpret. Though his heart seemed to labor in 
his throat, he would allow no delight or agitation to turn him from his 
task. Looking still in her face, he passed on to the mightiest charm he 
knew. Suddenly the lady turned and walked out of the door of her 
reflected chamber. A moment after, she entered his room with veritable 
presence; and, forgetting all his precautions, he sprang from the 
charmed circle, and knelt before her. There she stood, the living lady of 
his passionate visions, alone beside him, in a thundery twilight, and the 
glow of a magic fire. 

“Why,” said the lady, with a trembling voice, “didst thou bring a poor 
maiden through the rainy streets alone?” 

“Because I am dying for love of thee; but I only brought thee from 
the mirror there.” 

“Ah, the mirror!” and she looked up at it, and shuddered. “Alas! I am 
but a slave, while that mirror exists. But do not think it was the power of 
thy spells that drew me; it was thy longing desire to see me, that beat at 
the door of my heart, till I was forced to yield.” 

“Canst thou love me then?” said Cosmo, in a voice calm as death, but 
almost inarticulate with emotion. 

“I do not know,” she replied sadly; “that I cannot tell, so long as I am 
bewildered with enchantments. It were indeed a joy too great, to lay my 
head on thy bosom and weep to death; for I think thou lovest me, 
though I do not know;—but—” 

Cosmo rose from his knees. 
“I love thea as—nay, I know not what—for since I have loved thee, 

there is nothing else.” 
He seized her hand: she withdrew it. 
“No, better not; I am in thy power, and therefore I may not.” 
She burst into tears, and, kneeling before him in her turn, said— 
“Cosmo, if thou lovest me, set me free, even from thyself: break the 

mirror.” 
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“And shall I see thyself instead?” 
“That I cannot tell. I will not deceive thee; we may never meet again.” 
A fierce struggle arose in Cosmo’s bosom. Now she was in his power. 

She did not dislike him at least; and he could see her when he would. 
To break the mirror would be to destroy his very life, to banish out of 
his universe the only glory it possessed. The whole world would be but a 
prison, if he annihilated the one window that looked into the paradise 
of love. Not yet pure in love, he hesitated. 

With a wail of sorrow, the lady rose to her feet. “Ah! he loves me not; 
he loves me not even as I love him; and alas! I care more for his love 
than even for the freedom I ask.” 

“I will not wait to be willing,” cried Cosmo; and sprang to the corner 
where the great sword stood. 

Meantime it had grown very dark; only the embers cast a red glow 
through the room. He seized the sword by the steel scabbard, and stood 
before the mirror; but as he heaved a great blow at it with the heavy 
pommel, the blade slipped halfway out of the scabbard, and the 
pommel struck the wall above the mirror. At that moment, a terrible 
clap of thunder seemed to burst in the very room beside them; and ere 
Cosmo could repeat the blow, he fell senseless on the hearth. When he 
came to himself, he found that the lady and the mirror had both 
disappeared. He was seized with a brain fever, which kept him to his 
couch for weeks. 

When he recovered his reason, he began to think what could have 
become of the mirror. For the lady, he hoped she had found her way 
back as she came; but as the mirror involved her fate with its own, he 
was more immediately anxious about that. He could not think she had 
carried it away. It was much too heavy, even if it had not been too firmly 
fixed in the wall, for her to remove it. Then again, he remembered the 
thunder; which made him believe that it was not the lightning, but some 
other blow that had struck him down. He concluded that, either by 
supernatural agency, he having exposed himself to the vengeance of 
the demons in leaving the circle of safety, or in some other mode, the 
mirror had probably found its way back to its former owner; and, 
horrible to think of, might have been by this time once more disposed 
of, delivering up the lady into the power of another man; who, if he 
used his power no worse than he himself had done, might yet give 
Cosmo abundant cause to curse the selfish indecision which prevented 
him from shattering the mirror at once. Indeed, to think that she whom 
he loved, and who had prayed to him for freedom, should be still at the 
mercy, in some degree, of the possessor of the mirror, and was at least 
exposed to his constant observation, was in itself enough to madden a 
chary lover. 

Anxiety to be well retarded his recovery; but at length he was able to 
creep abroad. He first made his way to the old broker’s, pretending to 
be in search of something else. A laughing sneer on the creature’s face 
convinced him that he knew all about it; but he could not see it amongst 
his furniture, or get any information out of him as to what had become 
of it. He expressed the utmost surprise at hearing it had been stolen; a 
surprise which Cosmo saw at once to be counterfeited; while, at the 
same time, he fancied that the old wretch was not at all anxious to have 
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it mistaken for genuine. Full of distress, which he concealed as well as 
he could, he made many searches, but with no avail. Of course he could 
ask no questions; but he kept his ears awake for any remotest hint that 
might set him in a direction of search. He never went out without a 
short heavy hammer of steel about him, that he might shatter the 
mirror the moment he was made happy by the sight of his lost treasure, 
if ever that blessed moment should arrive. Whether he should see the 
lady again, was now a thought altogether secondary, and postponed to 
the achievement of her freedom. He wandered here and there, like an 
anxious ghost, pale and haggard; gnawed ever at the heart by the 
thought of what she might be suffering—all from his fault. 

One night, he mingled with a crowd that filled the rooms of one of 
the most distinguished mansions in the city; for he accepted every 
invitation, that he might lose no chance, however poor, of obtaining 
some information that might expedite his discovery. Here he wandered 
about, listening to every stray word that he could catch, in the hope of a 
revelation. As he approached some ladies who were talking quietly in a 
corner, one said to another: “Have you heard of the strange illness of 
the Princess von Hohenweiss?” 

“Yes; she has been ill for more than a year now. It is very sad for so 
fine a creature to have such a terrible malady. She was better for some 
weeks lately, but within the last few days, the same attacks have 
returned, apparently accompanied with more suffering than ever. It is 
altogether an inexplicable story.” 

“Is there a story connected with her illness?” 
“I have only heard imperfect reports of it; but it is said that she gave 

offence some eighteen months ago to an old woman who had held an 
office of trust in the family, and who, after some incoherent threats, 
disappeared. This peculiar affection followed soon after. But the 
strangest part of the story is its association with the loss of an antique 
mirror, which stood in her dressing-room, and of which she constantly 
made use.” 

Here the speaker’s voice sank to a whisper; and Cosmo, although his 
very soul sat listening in his ears, could hear no more. He trembled too 
much to dare to address the ladies, even if it had been advisable to 
expose himself to their curiosity. The name of the Princess was well 
known to him, but he had never seen her; except indeed it was she, 
which now he hardly doubted, who had knelt before him on that 
dreadful night. Fearful of attracting attention, for, from the weak state 
of his health, he could not recover an appearance of calmness, he made 
his way to the open air, and reached his lodgings; glad in this, that he at 
least knew where she lived, although he never dreamed of approaching 
her openly, even if he should be happy enough to free her from her 
hateful bondage. He hoped, too, that as he had unexpectedly learned 
so much, the other and far more important part might be revealed to 
him ere long. 

^ vL* 
^ 

“Have you seen Steinwald lately?” 
“No, I have not seen him for some time. He is almost a match for me 

at the rapier, and I suppose he thinks he needs no more lessons.” 
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“I wonder what has become of him. I want to see him very much. Let 
me see: the last time I saw him, he was coming out of that old broker’s 
den, to which, if you remember, you accompanied me once, to look at 
some armour. That is fully three weeks ago.” 

This hint was enough for Cosmo. Von Steinwald was a man of 
influence in the court, well known for his reckless habits and fierce 
passions. The very possibility that the mirror should be in his possession 
was hell itself to Cosmo. But violent or hasty measures of any sort were 
most unlikely to succeed. All that he wanted was an opportunity of 
breaking the fatal glass; and to obtain this, he must bide his time. He 
revolved many plans in his mind, but without being able to fix upon 
any. 

At length, one evening, as he was passing the house of Von 
Steinwald, he saw the windows more than usually brilliant. He watched 
for a while; and seeing that company began to arrive, hastened home, 
and dressed as richly as he could, in the hope of mingling with the 
guests unquestioned; in effecting which, there could be no difficulty for 
a man of his carriage. 

In a lofty, silent chamber, in another part of the city, lay a form more 
like marble than a living woman. The loveliness of death seemed frozen 
upon her face, for her lips were rigid, and her eyelids closed. Her long 
white hands were crossed over her breast, and no breathing disturbed 
their repose. Beside the dead, men speak in whispers, as if the deepest 
rest of all could be broken by the sound of a living voice. Just so, though 
the soul was evidently beyond the reach of all intimations from the 
senses, the two ladies, who sat beside her, spoke in the gentlest tones of 
subdued sorrow. 

“She has lain so for an hour.” 
“This cannot last long, I fear.” 
“How much thinner she has grown within the last few weeks! If she 

would only speak, and explain what she suffers, it would be better for 
her. I think she has visions in her trances, but nothing can induce her to 
refer to them when she is awake.” 

“Does she ever speak in these trances?” 
“I have never heard her; but they say she walks sometimes, and once 

put the whole household in a terrible fright by disappearing for a whole 
hour, and returning drenched with rain, and almost dead with 
exhaustion and fright. But even then she would give no account of what 
had happened.” 

A scarce audible murmur from the yet motionless lips of the lady 
here startled her attendants. After several ineffectual attempts at 
articulation, the word “Cosmo!” burst from her. Then she lay still as 
before; but only for a moment. With a wild cry, she sprang from the 
couch erect on the floor, flung her arms above her head, with clasped 
and straining hands, and, her wide eyes flashing with light, called 
aloud, with a voice exultant as that of a spirit bursting from a sepulchre, 
“I am free! I am free! I thank thee!” Then she flung herself on the 
couch, and sobbed; then rose, and paced wildly up and down the room, 
with gestures of mingled delight and anxiety. Then turning to her 
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motionless attendants—“Quick, Lisa, my cloak and hood!” Then 
lower—“I must go to him. Make haste, Lisa! You may come with me, if 
you will.” 

In another moment they were in the street, hurrying along towards 
one of the bridges over the Moldau. The moon was near the zenith, and 
the streets were almost empty. The Princess soon outstripped her 
attendant, and was half-way over the bridge, before the other reached 
it. 

“Are you free, lady? The mirror is broken: are you free?” 
The words were spoken close beside her, as she hurried on. She 

turned; and there, leaning on the parapet in a recess of the bridge, 
stood Cosmo, in a splendid dress, but with a white and quivering face. 

“Cosmo!—I am free—and thy servant for ever. I was coming to you 
now.” 

“And I to you, for Death made me bold; but I could get no further. 
Have I atoned at all? Do I love you a little—truly?” 

“Ah, I know now that you love me, my Cosmo; but what do you say 
about death?” 

He did not reply. His hand was pressed against his side. She looked 
more closely: the blood was welling from between the fingers. She flung 
her arms around him with a faint bitter wail. 

When Lisa came up, she found her mistress kneeling above a wan 
dead face, which smiled on in the spectral moonbeams. 

And now I will say no more about these wondrous volumes; though I 
could tell many a tale out of them, and could, perhaps, vaguely 
represent some entrancing thoughts of a deeper kind which I found 
within them. From many a sultry noon till twilight, did I sit in that 
grand hall, buried and risen again in these old books. And I trust I have 
carried away in my soul some of the exhalations of their undying leaves. 
In after hours of deserved or needful sorrow, portions of what I read 
there have often come to me again, with an unexpected comforting; 
which was not fruitless, even though the comfort might seem in itself 
groundless and vain. 

CHAPTER XIV 

Your gallery 
Have we pass’d through, not without much content 
In many singularities; but we saw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon, 
The statue of her mother. 

Winter s Tale. 

It seemed to me strange, that all this time I had heard no music in the 
fairy palace. I was convinced there must be music in it, but that my 
sense was as yet too gross to receive the influence of those mysterious 
motions that beget sound. Sometimes I felt sure, from the way the few 
figures of which I got such transitory glimpses passed me, or glided into 
vacancy before me, that they were moving to the law of music; and, in 
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fact, several times I fancied for a moment that I heard a few wondrous 
tones coming I knew not whence. But they did not last long enough to 
convince me that I had heard them with the bodily sense. Such as they 
were, however, they stook strange liberties with me, causing me to burst 
suddenly into tears, of which there was no presence to make me 
ashamed, or casting me into a kind of trance of speechless delight, 
which, passing as suddenly, left me faint and longing for more. 

Now, on an evening, before I had been a week in the palace, I was 
wandering through one lighted arcade and corridor after another. At 
length I arrived, through a door that closed behind me, in another vast 
hall of the palace. It was filled with a subdued crimson light; by which I 
saw that slender pillars of black, built close to walls of white marble, rose 
to a great height, and then, dividing into innumerable divergent arches, 
supported a roof, like the walls, of white marble, upon which the arches 
intersected intricately, forming a fretting of black upon the white, like 
the network of a skeleton-leaf. The floor was black. Between several 
pairs of the pillars upon every side, the place of the wall behind was 
occupied by a crimson curtain of thick silk, hanging in heavy and rich 
folds. Behind each of these curtains burned a powerful light, and these 
were the sources of the glow that filled the hall. A peculiar delicious 
odour pervaded the place. As soon as I entered, the old inspiration 
seemed to return to me, for I felt a strong impulse to sing; or rather, it 
seemed as if some one else was singing a song in my soul, which wanted 
to come forth at my lips, imbodied in my breath. But I kept silence; and 
feeling somewhat overcome by the red light and the perfume, as well as 
by the emotion within me, and seeing at one end of the hall a great 
crimson chair, more like a throne than a chair, beside a table of white 
marble, I went to it, and, throwing myself in it, gave myself up to a 
succession of images of bewildering beauty, which passed before my 
inward eye, in a long and occasionally crowded train. Here I sat for 
hours, I suppose; till, returning somewhat to myself, I saw that the red 
light had paled away, and felt a cool gentle breath gliding over my 
forehead. I rose and left the hall with unsteady steps, finding my way 
with some difficulty to my own chamber, and faintly remembering, as I 
went, that only in the marble cave, before I found the sleeping statue, 
had I ever had as similar experience. 

After this, I repaired every morning to the same hall; where I 
sometimes sat in the chair, and dreamed deliciously, and sometimes 
walked up and down over the black floor. Sometimes I acted within 
myself a whole drama, during one of these perambulations; sometimes 
walked deliberately through the whole epic of a tale; sometimes 
ventured to sing a song, though with a shrinking fear of I knew not 
what. I was astonished at the beauty of my own voice as it rang through 
the place, or rather crept undulating, like a serpent of sound, along the 
walls and roof of this superb music-hall. Entrancing verses arose within 
me as of their own accord, chanting themselves to their own melodies, 
and requiring no addition of music to satisfy the inward sense. But, 
ever in the pauses of these, when the singing mood was upon me, I 
seemed to hear something like the distant sound of multitudes of 
dancers, and felt as if it was the unheard music, moving their rhythmic 
motion, that within me blossomed in verse and song. I felt, too, that 



198 Phantasies 

could I but see the dance, I should, from the harmony of complicated 
movements, not of the dancers in relation to each other merely, but of 
each dancer individually in the manifested plastic power that moved the 
consenting harmonious form, understand the whole of the music on 
the billows of which they floated and swung. 

At length, one night, suddenly, when this feeling of dancing came 
upon me, I bethought me of lifting one of the crimson curtains, and 
looking if, perchance, behind it there might not be hid some other 
mystery, which might at least remove a step further the bewilderment 
of the present one. Nor was I altogether disappointed. I walked to one 
of the magnificent draperies, lifted a corner, and peeped in. There, 
burned a great, crimson, globe-shaped light, high in the cubical centre 
of another hall, which might be larger or less than that in which I stood, 
for its dimensions were not easily perceived, seeing that floor and roof 
and walls were entirely of black marble. The roof was supported by the 
same arrangement of pillars radiating in arches, as that of the first hall; 
only, here, the pillars and arches were of dark red. But what absorbed 
my delighted gaze, was an innumerable assembly of white marble 
statues, of every form, and in multitudinous posture, filling the hall 
throughout. These stood, in the ruddy glow of the great lamp, upon 
pedestals of jet black. Around the lamp shone in golden letters, plainly 
legible from where I stood, the two words— 

touch not! 

There was in all this, however, no solution to the sound of dancing; and 
now I was aware that the influence on my mind had ceased. I did not go 
in that evening, for I was weary and faint, but I hoarded up the 
expectation of entering, as of a great coming joy. 

Next night I walked, as on the preceding, through the hall. My mind 
was filled with pictures and songs, and therewith so much absorbed, 
that I did not for some time think of looking within the curtain I had 
last night lifted. When the thought of doing so occurred to me first, I 
happened to be within a few yards of it. I became conscious at the same 
moment, that the sound of dancing had been for some time in my ears. 
I approached the curtain quickly, and, lifting it, entered the black hall. 
Everything was still as death. I should have concluded that the sound 
must have proceeded from some other more distant quarter, which 
conclusion its faintness would, in ordinary circumstances, have necessi¬ 
tated from the first; but there was a something about the statues that 
caused me still to remain in doubt. As I said, each stood perfectly still 
upon its black pedestal; but there was about every one a certain air, not 
of motion, but as if it had just ceased from movement; as if the rest 
were not altogether of the marbly stillness of thousands of years. It was 
as if the peculiar atmosphere of each had yet a kind of invisible 
tremulousness; as if its agitated wavelets had not yet subsided into a 
perfect calm. I had the suspicion that they had anticipated my 
appearance, and had sprung, each, from the living joy of the dance, to 
the death-silence and blackness of its isolated pedestal, just before I 
entered. I walked across the central hall to the curtain opposite the one 
I had lifted, and, entering there, found all the appearances similar; 
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only that the statues were different, and differently grouped. Neither 
did they produce on my mind that impression—of motion just expired, 
which I had experienced from the others. I found that behind every 
one of the crimson curtains was a similar hall, similarly lighted, and 
similarly occupied. 

The next night, I did not allow my thoughts to be absorbed as before 
with inward images, but crept stealthily along to the furthest curtain in 
the hall, from behind which, likewise, I had formerly seemed to hear 
the sound of dancing. I drew aside its edge as suddenly as I could, and, 
looking in, saw that the utmost stillness pervaded the vast place. I 
walked in, and passed through it to the other end. There I found that it 
communicated with a circular corridor, divided from it only by two 
rows of red columns. This corridor, which was black, with red niches 
holding statues, ran entirely about the statue-halls, forming a communi¬ 
cation between the further ends of them all; further, that is, as regards 
the central hall of white, whence they all diverged like radii, finding 
their circumference in the corridor. Round this corridor I now went, 
entering all the halls, of which there were twelve, and finding them all 
similarly constructed, but filled with quite various statues, of what 
seemed both ancient and modern sculpture. After I had simply walked 
through them, I found myself sufficiently tired to long for rest, and 
went to my own room. 

In the night I dreamed that, walking close by one of the curtains, I 
was suddenly seized with the desire to enter, and dart in. This time I 
was too quick for them. All the statues were in motion, statues no 
longer, but men and women—all shapes of beauty that ever sprang 
from the brain of the sculptor, mingled in the convolutions of a 
complicated dance. Passing through them to the further end, I almost 
started from my sleep on beholding, not taking part in the dance with 
the others, nor seemingly endued with life like them, but standing in 
marble coldness and rigidity upon a black pedestal in the extreme left 
corner—my lady of the cave; the marble beauty who sprang from her 
tomb or her cradle at the call of my songs. While I gazed in speechless 
astonishment and admiration, a dark shadow, descending from above 
like the curtain of a stage, gradually hid her entirely from my view. I 
felt with a shudder that this shadow was perchance my missing demon, 
whom I had not seen for days. I awoke with a stiffed cry. 

Of course, the next evening I began my journey through the halls 
(for I knew not to which my dream had carried me), in the hope of 
proving the dream to be a true one, by discovering my marble beauty 
upon her black pedestal. At length, on reaching the tenth hall, I 
thought I recognized some of the forms I had seen dancing in my 
dream; and to my bewilderment, when I arrived at the extreme corner 
on the left, there stood, the only one I had yet seen, a vacant pedestal. It 
was exactly in the position occupied, in my dream, by the pedestal on 
which the white lady stood. Hope beat violently in my heart. 

“Now,” said I to myself, “if yet another part of the dream would but 
come true, and I should succeed in surprising these forms in their 
nightly dance; it might be the rest would follow, and I should see on the 
pedestal my marble queen. Then surely if my songs sufficed to give her 
life before, when she lay in the bonds of alabaster, much more would 
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they be sufficient then to give her volition and motion, when she alone 
of assembled crowds of marble forms, would be standing rigid and 
cold.” 

But the difficulty was, to surprise the dancers. I had found that a 
premeditated attempt at surprise, though executed with the utmost 
care and rapidity, was of no avail. And, in my dream, it was effected by 
a sudden thought suddenly executed. I saw, therefore, that there was 
no plan of operation offering any probability of success, but this: to 
allow my mind to be occupied with other thoughts, as I wandered 
around the great centre-hall; and so wait till the impulse to enter one of 
the others should happen to arise in me just at the moment when I was 
close to one of the crimson curtains. For I hoped that if I entered any 
one of the twelve halls at the right moment, that would as it were give 
me the right of entrance to all the others, seeing they all had 
communication behind. I would not diminish the hope of the right 
chance, by supposing it necessary that the desire to enter should awake 
within me, precisely when I was close to the curtains of the tenth hall. 

At first, the impulses to see recurred so continually, in spite of the 
crowded imagery that kept passing through my mind, that they formed 
too nearly a continuous chain, for the hope that any one of them would 
succeed as a surprise. But as I persisted in banishing them, they 
recurred less and less often; and after two or three, at considerable 
intervals, had come when the spot where I happened to be was 
unsuitable, the hope strengthened, that soon one might arise just at the 
right moment; namely, when, in walking round the hall, I should be 
close to one of the curtains. 

At length the right moment and the impulse coincided. I darted into 
the ninth hall. It was full of the most exquisite moving forms. The 
whole space wavered and swam with the involutions of an intricate 
dance. It seemed to break suddenly as I entered, and all made one or 
two bounds toward their pedestals; but, apparently on finding that they 
were thoroughly overtaken, they returned to their employment (for it 
seemed with them earnest enough to be called such) without further 
heeding me. Somewhat impeded by the floating crowd, I made what 
haste I could towards the bottom of the hall; whence, entering the 
corridor, I turned towards the tenth. I soon arrived at the corner I 
wanted to reach, for the corridor was comparatively empty; but, 
although the dancers here, after a little confusion, altogether dis¬ 
regarded my presence, I was dismayed at beholding, even yet, a vacant 
pedestal. But I had a conviction that she was near me. And as I looked 
at the pedestal, I thought I saw upon it, vaguely revealed as if through 
overlapping folds of drapery, the indistinct outlines of white feet. Yet 
there was no sign of drapery or concealing shadow whatever. But I 
remembered the descending shadow in my dream. And I hoped still in 
the power of my songs; thinking that what could dispel alabaster, might 
likewise be capable of dispelling what concealed my beauty now, even if 
it were the demon whose darkness had overshadowed all my life. 
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CHAPTER XV 

Alexander. When will you finish Campaspe? 
Apelles. Never finish : for always in absolute beauty there is somewhat above 

art. 
Lyly’s Campaspe. 

And now, what song should I sing to unveil my Isis, if indeed she was 
present unseen? I hurried away to the white hall of Phantasy, heedless 
of the innumerable forms of beauty that crowded my way: these might 
cross my eyes, but the unseen filled my brain. I wandered long, up and 
down the silent space: no songs came. My soul was not still enough for 
songs. Only in the silence and darkness of the soul’s night, do those 
stars of the inward firmament sink to its lower surface from the singing 
realms beyond, and shine upon the conscious spirit. Here all effort was 
unavailing. If they came not, they could not be found. 

Next night, it was just the same. I walked through the red glimmer of 
the silent hall; but lonely as there I walked, as lonely trod my soul up 
and down the halls of the brain. At last I entered one of the statue-halls. 
The dance had just commenced, and I was delighted to find that I was 
free of their assembly. I walked on till I came to the sacred corner. 
There I found the pedestal just as I had left it, with the faint glimmer as 
of white feet still resting on the dead black. As soon as I saw it, I seemed 
to feel a presence which longed to become visible; and, as it were, called 
to me to gift it with self-manifestation, that it might shine on me. The 
power of song came to me. But the moment my voice, though I sang 
low and soft, stirred the air of the hall, the dancers started; the quick 
interweaving crowd shook, lost its form, divided; each figure sprang to 
its pedestal, and stood a self-evolving life no more, but a rigid, life-like, 
marble shape, with the whole form composed into the expression of a 
single state or act. Silence rolled like a spiritual thunder through the 
grand space. My song had ceased, scared at its own influences. But I 
saw in the hand of one of the statues close by me, a harp whose chords 
yet quivered. I remembered that as she bounded past me, her harp had 
brushed against my arm; so the spell of the marble had not infolded it. I 
sprang to her, and with a gesture of entreaty, laid my hand on the harp. 
The marble hand, probably from its contact with the uncharmed harp, 
had strength enough to relax its hold, and yield the harp to me. No 
other motion indicated life. 

Instinctively I struck the chords and sang. And not to break upon the 
record of my song, I mention here, that as I sang the first four lines, the 
loveliest feet became clear upon the black pedestal; and ever as I sang, it 
was as if a veil were being lifted up from before the form, but an 
invisible veil, so that the statue appeared to grow before me, not so 
much by evolution, as by infinitesimal degrees of added height. And, 
while I sang, I did not feel that I stood by a statue, as indeed it 
appeared to be, but that a real woman-soul was revealing itself by 
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successive stages of imbodiment, and consequent manifestation and 
expression. 

Feet of beauty, firmly planting 
Arches white on rosy heel! 

Whence the life-spring, throbbing, panting, 
Pulses upward to reveal! 

Fairest things know least despising; 
Foot and earth meet tenderly: 

’Tis the woman, resting, rising 
Upward to sublimity. 

Rise the limbs, sedately sloping, 
Strong and gentle, full and free; 

Soft and slow, like certain hoping, 
Drawing nigh the broad firm knee. 

Up to speech! As up to roses 
Pants the life from leaf to flower, 

So each blending change discloses, 
Nearer still, expression’s power. 

Lo! fair sweeps, white surges, twining 
Up and outward fearlessly! 

Temple columns, close combining, 
Lift a holy mystery. 

Heart of mine! what strange surprises 
Mount aloft on such a stair! 

Some great vision upward rises, 
Curving, bending, floating fair. 

Bands and sweeps, and hill and hollow 
Lead my fascinated eye; 

Some apocalypse will follow, 
Some new word of deity. 

Zoned unseen, and outward swelling, 
With new thoughts and wonders rife, 

Queenly majesty foretelling, 
See the expanding house of life! 

Sudden heaving, unforbidden 
Sighs eternal, still the same— 

Mounts of snow have summits hidden 
In the mists of uttered flame. 

But the spirit, dawning nearly, 
Finds no speech for earnest pain; 

Finds a soundless sighing merely— 
Builds its stairs, and mounts again. 

Heart, the queen, with secret hoping, 
Sendeth out her waiting pair; 

Hands, blind hands, half blindly groping, 
Half inclasping visions rare; 

And the great arms, heartways bending; 
Might of Beauty, drawing home; 

There returning, and re-blending, 
Where from roots of love they roam. 
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Build thy slopes of radiance beamy, 
Spirit, fair with womanhood! 

Tower thy precipice, white-gleamy, 
Climb unto the hour of good. 

Dumb space will be rent asunder, 
Now the shining column stands 

Ready to be crowned with wonder 
By the builder’s joyous hands. 

All the lines abroad are spreading, 
Like a fountain’s failing race 

Lo, the chin, first feature, treading, 
Airy foot to rest the face! 

Speech is nigh; oh, see the blushing 
Sweet approach of lip and breath! 

Round the mouth dim silence, hushing, 
Waits to die ecstatic death. 

Span across in treble curving, 
Bow of promise, upper lip! 

Set them free, with gracious swerving; 
Let the wing-words float and dip. 

Dumb art thou? O Love immortal, 
More than words thy speech must be; 

Childless yet the tender portal 
Of the home of melody. 

Now the nostrils open fearless, 
Proud in calm unconsciousness. 

Sure it must be something peerless 
That the great Pan would express! 

Deepens, crowds some meaning tender, 
In the pure, dear lady-face. 

Lo, a blinding burst of splendour!— 
’Tis the free soul’s issuing grace. 

Two calm lakes of molten glory 
Circling round unfathomed deeps! 

Lightning-flashes, transitory, 
Cross the gulfs where darkness sleeps. 

This the gate, at last, of gladness, 
To the outward-striving me: 

In a rain of light and sadness, 
Out its loves and longings flee! 

With a presence I am smitten 
Dumb, with a foreknown surprise; 

Presence greater yet than written. 
Even in the glorious eyes. 

Through the gulfs, with inward gazes, 
I may look till I am lost; 

Wandering deep in spirit-mazes, 
In a sea without a coast. 

Windows open to the glorious! 
Time and space, oh, far beyond! 
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Woman, ah! thou art victorious, 
And I perish, overfond. 

Springs aloft the yet Unspoken 
In the forehead’s endless grace, 

Full of silences unbroken; 
Infinite, unfeatured face. 

Domes above, the mount of wonder, 
Height and hollow wrapt in night; 

Hiding in its caverns under 
Woman-nations in their might. 

Passing forms, the highest Human 
Faints away to the Divine: 

Features none, of man or woman, 
Can unveil the holiest shine. 

Sideways, grooved porches only 
Visible to passing eye, 

Stand the silent, doorless, lonely 
Entrance-gates of melody. 

But all sounds fly in as boldly, 
Groan and song, and kiss and cry, 

At their galleries, lifted coldly, 
Darkly, ’twixt the earth and sky. 

Beauty, thou art spent, thou knowest: 
So, in faint, half-glad despair, 

From the summit thou o’erflowest 
In a fall of torrent hair; 

Hiding what thou hast created 
In a half-transparent shroud: 

Thus, with glory soft-abated, 
Shines the moon through vapoury cloud. 

CHAPTER XVI 

Selbst der Styx, der neunfach sie umwindet, 
Wehrt die Riickkehr Ceres Tochter nicht: 

Nach dem Apfel greift sie, und es bindet 
Ewig sie des Orkus Pflicht. 

Schiller.—Das Ideal und das Leben. 

Ev’n the Styx, which ninefold her infoldeth, 
Hems not Ceres’ daughter in its flow; 

But she grasps the apple—ever holdeth 
Her, sad Orcus, down below. 

Ever as I sang, the veil was uplifted; ever as I sang, the signs of life 
grew; till, when the eyes dawned upon me, it was with that sunrise of 
splendour which my feeble song attempted to re-imbody. The wonder 
is, that I was not altogether overcome, but was able to complete my song 
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as the unseen veil continued to rise. This ability came solely from the 
state of mental elevation in which I found myself. Only because uplifted 
in song, was I able to endure the blaze of the dawn. But I cannot tell 
whether she looked more of statue or more of woman; she seemed 
removed into that region of phantasy where all is intensely vivid, but 
nothing clearly defined. At last, as I sang of her descending hair, the 
glow of soul faded away, like a dying sunset. A lamp within had been 
extinguished, and the house of life shone blank in a winter morn. She 
was a statue once more—but visible, and that was much gained. Yet the 
revulsion from hope and fruition was such, that, unable to restrain 
myself, I sprang to her, and, in defiance of the law of the place, flung 
my arms around her, as if I would tear her from the grasp of a visible 
Death, and lifted her from the pedestal down to my heart. But no 
sooner had her feet ceased to be in contact with the black pedestal, than 
she shuddered and trembled all over; then, writhing from my arms, 
before I could tighten their hold, she sprang into the corridor, with the 
reproachful cry, “You should not have touched me!” darted behind one 
of the exterior pillars of the circle, and disappeared. I followed almost 
as fast; but ere I could reach the pillar, the sound of a closing door, the 
saddest of all sounds sometimes, fell on my ear; and, arriving at the spot 
where she had vanished, I saw, lighted by a pale yellow lamp which 
hung above it, a heavy, rough door, altogether unlike any others I had 
seen in the palace; for they were all of ebony, or ivory, or covered with 
silver-plates, or of some odorous wood, and very ornate; whereas this 
seemed of old oak, with heavy nails and iron studs. Notwithstanding the 
precipitation of my pursuit, I could not help reading, in silver letters 
beneath the lamp: “No one enters here without the leave of the Queen.” But 
what was the Queen to me, when I followed my white lady? I dashed 
the door to the wall, and sprang through. Lo! I stood on a waste windy 
hill. Great stones like tomb-stones stood all about me. No door, no 
palace was to be seen. A white figure gleamed past me, wringing her 
hands, and crying, “Ah! you should have sung to me; you should have 
sung to me!” and disappeared behind one of the stones. I followed. A 
cold gust of wind met me from behind the stone; and when I looked, I 
saw nothing but a great hole in the earth, into which I could find no way 
of entering. Had she fallen in? I could not tell. I must wait for the 
daylight. I sat down and wept, for there was no help. 

CHAPTER XVII 

Anfangs wollt ’ich fast verzagen, 
Und ich glaubt’ ich triig’ es nie, 

Und ich hab’ es doch getragen,— 
Aber fragt mich nur nicht: wie? 

Heine. 

First, I thought, almost despairing, 
This must crush my spirit now; 

Yet I bore it, and am bearing— 
Only do not ask me how. 



206 Phantasies 

When the daylight came, it brought the possibility of action, but with 
it little of consolation. With the first visible increase of light, I gazed into 
the chasm, but could not, for more than an hour, see sufficiently well to 
discover its nature. At last I saw it was almost a perpendicular opening, 
like a roughly excavated well, only very large. I could perceive no 
bottom; and it was not till the sun actually rose, that I discovered a sort 
of natural staircase, in many parts little more than suggested, which led 
round and round the gulf, descending spirally into the abyss. I saw at 
once that this was my path; and without a moment’s hesitation, glad to 
quit the sunlight, which stared at me most heartlessly, I commenced my 
tortuous descent. It was very difficult. In some parts I had to cling to 
the rocks like a bat. In one place, I dropped from the track down upon 
the next returning spire of the stair; which being broad in this 
particular portion, and standing out from the wall at right angles, 
received me upon my feet safe, though somewhat stupihed by the 
shock. After descending a great way, I found the stair ended at a 
narrow opening which entered the rock horizontally. Into this I crept, 
and, having entered, had just room to turn round. I put my head out 
into the shaft by which I had come down, and surveyed the course of 
my descent. Looking up, I saw the stars; although the sun must by this 
time have been high in the heavens. Looking below, I saw that the sides 
of the shaft went sheer down, smooth as glass; and far beneath me, I 
saw the reflection of the same stars I had seen in the heavens when I 
looked up. I turned again, and crept inwards some distance, when the 
passage widened, and I was at length able to stand and walk upright. 
Wider and loftier grew the way; new paths branched off on every side; 
great open halls appeared; till at last I found myself wandering on 
through an underground country, in which the sky was of rock, and 
instead of trees and flowers, there were only fantastic rocks and stones. 
And ever as I went, darker grew my thoughts, till at last I had no hope 
whatever of finding the white lady: I no longer called her to myself my 
white lady. Wherever a choice was necessary, I always chose the path 
which seemed to lead downwards. 

At length I began to find that these regions were inhabited. From 
behind a rock a peal of harsh grating laughter, full of evil humour, 
rang through my ears, and, looking round, I saw a queer, goblin 
creature, with a great head and ridiculous features, just such as those 
described, in German histories and travels, as Kobolds. “What do you 
want with me?” I said. He pointed at me with a long forefinger, very 
thick at the root, and sharpened to a point, and answered, “He! he! he! 
what do you want here?” Then, changing his tone, he continued, with 
mock humility—“Honoured sir, vouchsafe to withdraw from thy slaves 
the lustre of thy august presence, for thy slaves cannot support its 
brightness.” A second appeared, and struck in: “You are so big, you 
keep the sun from us. We can’t see for you, and we’re so cold.” 
Thereupon arose, on all sides, the most terrific uproar of laughter, 
from voices like those of children in volume, but scrannel and harsh as 
those of decrepit age, though, unfortunately, without its weakness. The 
whole pandemonium of fairy devils, of all varieties of fantastic ugliness, 
both in form and features, and of all sizes from one to four feet, seemed 
to have suddenly assembled about me. At length, after a great babble of 
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talk among themselves, in a language unknown to me, and after 
seemingly endless gesticulation, consultation, elbow-nudging, and un¬ 
mitigated peals of laughter, they formed into a circle about one of their 
number, who scrambled upon a stone, and, much to my surprise, and 
somewhat to my dismay, began to sing, in a voice corresponding in its 
nature to his talking one, from beginning to end, the song with which I 
had brought the light into the eyes of the white lady. He sang the same 
air too; and, all the time, maintained a face of mock entreaty and 
worship; accompanying the song with the travestied gestures of one 
playing on the lute. The whole assembly kept silence, except at the close 
of every verse, when they roared, and danced, and shouted with 
laughter, and flung themselves on the ground, in real or pretended 
convulsions of delight. When he had finished, the singer threw himself 
from the top of the stone, turning heels over head several times in his 
descent; and when he did alight, it was on the top of his head, on which 
he hopped about, making the most grotesque gesticulations with his 
legs in the air. Inexpressible laughter followed, which broke up in a 
shower of tiny stones from innumerable hands. They could not 
materially injure me, although they cut me on the head and face. I 
attempted to run away, but they all rushed upon me, and, laying hold 
of every part that afforded a grasp, held me tight. Crowding about me 
like bees, they shouted an insect-swarm of exasperating speeches up 
into my face, among which the most frequently recurring were—“You 
shan’t have her; you shan’t have her; he! he! he! She’s for a better man; 
she’s for a better man; how he’ll kiss her! how he’ll kiss her!” 

The galvanic torrent of this battery of malevolence stung to life 
within me a spark of nobleness, and I said aloud, “Well, if he is a better 
man, let him have her.” 

They instantly let go their hold of me, and fell back a step or two, 
with a whole broadside of grunts and humphs, as of unexpected and 
disappointed approbation. I made a step or two forward, and a lane was 
instantly opened for me through the midst of the grinning little antics, 
who bowed most politely to me on every side as I passed. After I had 
gone a few yards, I looked back, and saw them all standing quite still, 
looking after me, like a great school of boys; till suddenly one turned 
round, and with a loud whoop, rushed into the midst of the others. In 
an instant, the whole was one writhing and tumbling heap of con¬ 
tortion, reminding me of the live pyramids of intertwined snakes of 
which travellers make report. As soon as one was worked out of the 
mass, he bounded off a few paces, and then, with a somerset and a run, 
threw himself gyrating into the air, and descended with all his weight 
on the summit of the heaving and struggling chaos of fantastic figures. 
I left them still busy at this fierce and apparently aimless amusement. 
And as I went, I sang— 

“If a nobler waits for thee, 
I will weep aside; 

It is well that thou should’st be, 
Of the nobler, bride. 

“For if love builds up the home, 
Where the heart is free, 
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Homeless yet the heart must roam, 
That has not found thee. 

“One must suffer: I, for her, 
Yield in her my part. 

Take her, thou art worthier— 
Still! be still, my heart! 

“Gift ungotten! largess high 
Of a frustrate will! 

But to yield it lovingly, 
Is a something still.” 

Then a little song arose of itself in my soul; and I felt for the moment, 
while it sang sadly within me, as if I was once more walking up and 
down the white hall of Phantasy in the Fairy Palace. But this lasted no 
longer than the song, as will be seen. 

“Do not vex thy violet 
Perfume to afford; 

Else no odour thou wilt get 
From its little hoard. 

“In thy lady’s gracious eyes 
Look not thou too long; 

Else from them the glory flies, 
And thou dost her wrong. 

“Come not thou too near the maid, 
Clasp her not too wild; 

Else the splendour is allayed, 
And thy heart beguiled.” 

A crash of laughter, more discordant and deriding than any I had yet 
heard, invaded my ears. Looking on in the direction of the sound, I saw 
a little elderly woman, much taller, however, than the goblins I had just 
left, seated upon a stone by the side of the path. She rose, as I drew 
near, and came forward to meet me. She was very plain and com¬ 
monplace in appearance, without being hideously ugly. Looking up in 
my face with a stupid sneer, she said: “Isn’t it a pity you haven’t a pretty 
girl to walk all alone with you through this sweet country? How 
different everything would look! wouldn’t it? Strange that one can 
never have what one would like best! How the roses would bloom and 
all that, even in this infernal hole! wouldn’t they, Anodos? Her eyes 
would light up the old cave, wouldn’t they?” 

“That depends on who the pretty girl should be,” replied I. 
“Not so very much matter that,” she answered; “look here.” 
I had turned to go away as I gave my reply, but now I stopped and 

looked at her. As a rough unsightly bud might suddenly blossom into 
the most lovely flower; or rather, as a sunbeam bursts through a 
shapeless cloud, and transfigures the earth; so burst a face of resplen¬ 
dent beauty, as it were through the unsightly visage of the woman, 
destroying it with light as it dawned through it. A summer sky rose 
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above me, grey with heat; across a shining slumberous landscape, 
looked from afar the peaks of snow-capped mountains; and down from 
a great rock beside me, fell a sheet of water mad with its own delight. 

“Stay with me,” she said, lifting up her exquisite face, and looking full 
in mine. 

I drew back. Again the infernal laugh grated upon my ears; again the 
rocks closed in around me, and the ugly woman looked at me with 
wicked, mocking hazel eyes. 

“You shall have your reward,” said she. “You shall see your white 
lady again.” 

“That lies not with you,” I replied, and turned and left her. 
She followed me with shriek upon shriek of laughter, as I went on my 

way. 
I may mention here, that although there was always light enough to 

see my path and a few yards on every side of me, I never could find out 
the source of this sad sepulchral illumination. 

CHAPTER XVIII 

Im Sausen des Windes, im Brausen des Meers, 
Und im Seufzen der eigenen Brust. 

Heine. 

In the wind’s uproar, the sea’s raging grim, 
And the sighs that are born in him. 

Ja, est wird zwar ein anderes Zeitalter kommen, wo es Licht wird, und wo 
der Mensch aus erhabnen Traiimen erwacht, und die Tratime—wieder findet, 
weil er nichts verlor als den Schlaf.” 

Jean Paul—Hesperus. 

From dreams of bliss shall men awake 
One day, but not to weep: 

The dreams remain; they only break 
The mirror of the sleep. 

How I got through this dreary part of my travels, I do not know. I do 
not think I was upheld by the hope that any moment the light might 
break in upon me; for I scarcely thought about that. I went on with a 
dull endurance, varied by moments of uncontrollable sadness; for more 
and more the conviction grew upon me that I should never see the 
white lady again. It may seem strange that one with whom I had held so 
little communion, should have so engrossed my thoughts; but benefits 
conferred awaken love in some minds, as surely as benefits received in 
others. Besides being delighted and proud that my songs had called the 
beautiful creature to life, the same fact caused me to feel a tenderness 
unspeakable for her, accompanied with a kind of feeling of property in 
her; for so the goblin Selfishness would reward the angel Love. When 
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to all this is added, an overpowering sense of her beauty, and an 
unquestioning conviction that this was a true index to inward loveliness, 
it may be understood how it came to pass that my imagination filled my 
whole soul with the play of its own multitudinous colours and 
harmonies around the form which yet stood, a gracious marble 
radiance, in the midst of its white hall of phantasy. The time passed by 
unheeded; for my thoughts were busy. Perhaps this was also in part the 
cause of my needing no food, and never thinking how I should find 
any, during this subterraneous part of my travels. How long they 
endured I could not tell, for I had no means of measuring time; and 
when I looked back, there was such a discrepancy between the decisions 
of my imagination and my judgment, as to the length of time that had 
passed, that I was bewildered and gave up all attempts to arrive at any 
conclusion on the point. 

A grey mist continually gathered behind me. When I looked back 
towards the past, this mist was the medium through which my eyes had 
to strain for a vision of what had gone by; and the form of the white 
lady had receded into an unknown region. At length the country of 
rock began to close again around me, gradually and slowly narrowing, 
till I found myself walking in a gallery of rock once more, both sides of 
which I could touch with my outstretched hands. It narrowed yet, until 
I was forced to move carefully, in order to avoid striking against the 
projecting pieces of rock. The roof sank lower and lower, until I was 
compelled, first to stoop, and then to creep on my hands and knees. It 
recalled terrible dreams of childhood; but I was not much afraid, 
because I felt sure that this was my path, and my only hope of leaving 
Fairy Land, of which I was now almost weary. 

At length, on getting past an abrupt turn in the passage, through 
which I had to force myself, I saw, a few yards ahead of me, the long- 
forgotten daylight shining through a small opening, to which the path, 
if path it could now be called, led me. With great difficulty I 
accomplished these last few yards, and came forth to the day. I stood on 
the shore of a wintry sea, with a wintry sun just a few feet above its 
horizon-edge. It was bare, and waste, and grey. Hundreds of hopeless 
waves rushed constantly shorewards, falling exhausted upon a beach of 
great loose stones, that seemed to stretch miles and miles in both 
directions. There was nothing for the eye but mingling shades of grey; 
nothing for the ear but the rush of the coming, the roar of the 
breaking, and the moan of the retreating wave. No rock lifted up a 
sheltering severity above the dreariness around; even that from which I 
had myself emerged rose scarcely a foot above the opening by which I 
had reached the dismal day, more dismal even than the tomb I had left. 
A cold, death-like wind swept across the shore, seeming to issue from a 
pale mouth of cloud upon the horizon. Sign of life was nowhere visible. 
I wandered over the stones, up and down the beach, a human 
embodiment of the nature around me. The wind increased; its keen 
waves flowed through my soul; the foam rushed higher up the stones; a 
few dead stars began to gleam in the east; the sound of the waves grew 
louder and yet more despairing. A dark curtain of cloud was lifted up, 
and a pale blue rent shone between its foot and the edge of the sea, out 
from which rushed an icy storm of frozen wind, that tore the waters 
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into spray as it passed, and flung the billows in raving heaps upon the 
desolate shore. I could bear it no longer. 

“I will not be tortured to death,” I cried; “I will meet it half-way. The 
life within me is yet enough to bear me up to the face of Death, and 
then I die unconquered.” 

Before it had grown so dark, I had observed, though without any 
particular interest, that on one part of the shore a low platform of rock 
seemed to run out far into the midst of the breaking waters. Towards 
this I now went, scrambling over smooth stones, to which scarce even a 
particle of sea-weed clung; and having found it, I got on it, and 
followed its direction, as near as I could guess, out into the tumbling 
chaos. I could hardly keep my feet against the wind and sea. The waves 
repeatedly all but swept me off my path; but I kept on my way, till I 
reached the end of the low promontory, which, in the fall of the waves, 
rose a good many feet above the surface, and, in their rise, was covered 
with their waters. I stood one moment, and gazed into the heaving 
abyss beneath me; then plunged headlong into the mounting wave 
below. A blessing, like the kiss of a mother, seemed to alight on my soul; 
a calm, deeper than that which accompanies a hope deferred, bathed 
my spirit. I sank far in the waters, and sought not to return. I felt as if 
once more the great arms of the beech-tree were around me, soothing 
me after the miseries I had passed through, and telling me, like a little 
sick child, that I should be better to-morrow. The waters of themselves 
lifted me, as with loving arms, to the surface. I breathed again, but did 
not unclose my eyes. I would not look on the wintry sea, and the pitiless 
grey sky. Thus I floated, till something gently touched me. It was a little 
boat floating beside me. How it came there I could not tell; but it rose 
and sank on the waters, and kept touching me in its fall, as if with a 
human will to let me know that help was by me. It was a little gay- 
coloured boat, seemingly covered with glistering scales like those of a 
fish, all of brilliant rainbow hues. I scrambled into it, and lay down in 
the bottom, with a sense of exquisite repose. Then I drew over me a 
rich, heavy, purple cloth that was beside me; and, lying still, knew, by 
the sound of the waters, that my little bark was fleeting rapidly 
onwards. Finding, however, none of that stormy motion which the sea 
had manifested when I beheld it from the shore, I opened my eyes; 
and, looking first up, saw above me the deep violet sky of a warm 
southern night; and then, lifting my head, saw that I was sailing fast 
upon a summer sea, in the last border of a southern twilight. The 
aureole of the sun yet shot the extreme faint tips of its longest rays 
above the horizon-waves, and withdrew them not. It was a perpetual 
twilight. The stars, great and earnest, like children’s eyes, bent down 
lovingly towards the waters; and the reflected stars within seemed to 
float up, as if longing to meet their embraces. But when I looked down, 
a new wonder met my view. For, vaguely revealed beneath the wave, I 
floated above my whole Past. The fields of my childhood flitted by; the 
halls of my youthful labours; the streets of great cities where I head 
dwelt; and the assemblies of men and women wherein I had wearied 
myself seeking for rest. But so indistinct were the visions, that 
sometimes I thought that I was sailing on a shallow sea, and that strange 
rocks and forests of sea-plants beguiled my eye, sufficiently to be 
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transformed, by the magic of the phantasy, into well-known objects and 
regions. Yet, at times, a beloved form seemed to lie close beneath me in 
sleep; and the eyelids would tremble as if about to forsake the conscious 
eye; and the arms would heave upwards, as if in dreams they sought for 
a satisfying presence. But these motions might come only from the 
heaving of the waters between those forms and me. Soon I fell asleep, 
overcome with fatigue and delight. In dreams of unspeakable joy—of 
restored friendships; of revived embraces; of love which said it had 
never died; of faces that had vanished long ago, yet said with smiling 
lips that they knew nothing of the grave; of pardons implored, and 
granted with such bursting floods of love, that I was almost glad I had 
sinned—thus I passed through this wondrous twilight. I awoke with the 
feeling that I had been kissed and loved to my heart’s content; and 
found that my boat was floating motionless by the grassy shore of a little 
island. 

CHAPTER XIX 

In stiller Ruhe, in wechselloser Einfalt fiihr ich ununterbrochen das Bewusst- 
seyn der ganzen Menschheit in mir. 

Schleiermacher—Monologen. 

In still rest, in changeless simplicity, I bear, uninterrupted, the consciousness of 
the whole of Humanity within me. 

—such a sweetness, such a grace 
In all thy speech appear, 

That what to th’ eye a beauteous face, 
That thy tongue is to the ear. 

Cowley. 

The water was deep to the very edge; and I sprang from the little 
boat upon a soft grassy turf. The island seemed rich with a profusion of 
all grasses and low flowers. All delicate lowly things were most plentiful; 
but no trees rose skywards; not even a bush overtopped the tall grasses, 
except in one place near the cottage I am about to describe, where a few 
plants of the gum-cistus, which drops every night all the blossoms that 
the day brings forth, formed a kind of natural arbour. The whole island 
lay open to the sky and sea. It rose nowhere more than a few feet above 
the level of the waters, which flowed deep all around its border. Here 
there seemed to be neither tide nor storm. A sense of persistent calm 
and fulness arose in the mind at the sight of the slow, pulse-like rise and 
fall of the deep, clear, unrippled waters against the bank of the island, 
for shore it could hardly be called, being so much more like the edge of 
a full, solemn river. As I walked over the grass towards the cottage, 
which stood at a little distance from the bank, all the flowers of 
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childhood looked at me with perfect child-eyes out of the grass. My 
heart, softened by the dreams through which it had passed, overflowed 
in a sad, tender love towards them. They looked to me like children 
impregnably fortified in a helpless confidence. The sun stood half way 
down the western sky, shining very soft and golden; and there grew a 
second world of shadows amidst the world of grasses and wild flowers. 

The cottage was square, with low walls, and a high pyramidal roof 
thatched with long reeds, of which the withered blossoms hung over all 
the eaves. It is noticeable that most of the buildings I saw in Fairy Land 
were cottages. There was no path to a door, nor, indeed, was there any 
track worn by footsteps in the island. The cottage rose right out of the 
smooth turf. It had no windows that I could see; but there was a door in 
the centre of the side facing me, up to which I went. I knocked, and the 
sweetest voice I had ever heard said, “Come in.” I entered. A bright fire 
was burning on a hearth in the centre of the earthen floor, and the 
smoke found its way out at an opening in the centre of the pyramidal 
roof. Over the fire hung a little pot, and over the pot bent a woman- 
face, the most wonderful, I thought, that I had ever beheld. For it was 
older than any countenance I had ever looked upon. There was not a 
spot in which a wrinkle could lie, where a wrinkle lay not. And the skin 
was ancient and brown, like old parchment. The woman’s form was tall 
and spare: and when she stood up to welcome me, I saw that she was 
straight as an arrow. Could that voice of sweetness have issued from 
those lips of age? Mild as they were, could they be the portals whence 
flowed such melody? But the moment I saw her eyes, I no longer 
wondered at her voice: they were absolutely young—those of a woman 
of hve-and-twenty, large, and of a clear grey. Wrinkles had beset them 
all about; the eyelids themselves were old, and heavy, and worn; but the 
eyes were very incarnations of soft light. She held out her hand to me, 
and the voice of sweetness again greeted me, with the single word, 
“Welcome.” She set an old wooden chair for me, near the fire, and went 
on with her cooking. A wondrous sense of refuge and repose came 
upon me. I felt like a boy who has got home from school, miles across 
the hills, through a heavy storm of wind and snow. Almost, as I gazed 
on her, I sprang from my seat to kiss those old lips. And when, having 
finished her cooking, she brought some of the dish she had prepared, 
and set it on a little table by me, covered with a snow-white cloth, I 
could not help laying my head on her bosom, and bursting into happy 
tears. She put her arms round me, saying, “Poor child; poor child!” 

As I continued to weep, she gently disengaged herself; and, taking a 
spoon, put some of the food (I did not know what it was) to my lips, 
entreating me most endearingly to swallow it. To please her, I made an 
effort, and succeeded. She went on feeding me like a baby, with one 
arm round me, till I looked up in her face and smiled; then she gave me 
the spoon, and told me to eat, for it would do me good. I obeyed her, 
and found myself wonderfully refreshed. Then she drew near the fire 
an old-fashioned couch that was in the cottage, and making me lie down 
upon it, sat at my feet, and began to sing. Amazing store of old ballads 
rippled from her lips, over the pebbles of ancient tunes; and the voice 
that sang was sweet as the voice of a tuneful maiden that singeth ever 
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from very fulness of song. The songs were almost all sad, but with 
sound of comfort. One I can faintly recall. It was something like this 

Sir Aglovaile through the churchyard rode; 
Sing, All alone I lie: 

Little recked he where’er he yode. 
All alone, up in the sky. 

Swerved his courser, and plunged with fear; 
All alone I lie: 

His cry might have wakened the dead men near, 
All alone, up in the sky. 

The very dead that lay at his feet, 
Lapt in the mouldy winding-sheet. 

But he curbed him and spurred him, until he stood 
Still in his place, like a horse of wood, 

With nostrils uplift, and eyes wide and wan; 
But the sweat in streams from his fetlocks ran. 

A ghost grew out of the shadowy air, 
And sat in the midst of her moony hair. 

In her gleamy hair she sat and wept; 
In the dreamful moon they lay and slept; 

The shadows above, and the bodies below, 
Lay and slept in the moonbeams slow. 

And she sang, like the moan of an autumn wind 
Over the stubble left behind: 

Alas, how easily things go wrong! 
A sigh too much, or a kiss too long, 
And there follows a mist and a weeping rain, 
And life is never the same again. 

Alas, how hardly things go right! 
’Tis hard to watch in a summer night; 
For the sigh will come, and the kiss will stay, 
And the summer night is a winter day. 

“Oh, lovely ghost, my heart is woe, 
“To see thee weeping and wailing so. 

“Oh, lovely ghost,” said the fearless knight, 
“Can the sword of a warrior set it right? 

“Or prayer of bedesman, praying mild, 
“As a cup of water a feverish child, 

“Soothe thee at last, in dreamless mood, 
“To sleep the sleep a dead lady should? 
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“Thine eyes they fill me with longing sore, 
“As if I had known thee for evermore. 

“Oh, lovely ghost, I could leave the day, 
“To sit with thee in the moon away, 

“If thou wouldst trust me, and lay thy head 
“To rest on a bosom that is not dead.” 

The lady sprang up with a strange ghost cry, 
And she flung her white ghost-arms on high; 

And she laughed a laugh that was not gay, 
And it lengthened out till it died away; 

And the dead beneath turned and moaned, 
And the yew-trees above they shuddered and groaned. 

“Will he love me twice with a love that is vain? 
“Will he kill the poor ghost yet again? 

“I thought thou wert good; but I said, and wept: 
“‘Can I have dreamed who have not slept?’ 

“And I knew, alas! or ever I would, 
“Whether I dreamed, or thou wert good. 

“When my baby died, my brain grew wild. 
“I awoke, and found I was with my child.” 

“If thou art the ghost of my Adelaide, 
“How is it? Thou wert but a village maid, 

“And thou seemest an angel lady white, 
“Though thin, and wan, and past delight.” 

The lady smiled a flickering smile, 
And she pressed her temples hard the while: 

“Thou seest that Death for a woman can 
“Do more than knighthood for a man.” 

“But show me the child thou callest mine. 
“Is she out to-night in the ghost’s sunshine?” 

“In St. Peter’s Church she is playing on, 
“At hide-and-seek, with Apostle John. 

“When the moonbeams right through the window go, 
“Where the twelve are standing in glorious show, 

“She says the rest of them do not stir, 
“But one comes down to play with her. 
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“Then I can go where I list, and weep. 
“For good St. John my child will keep.” 

“Thy beauty hlleth the very air. 
“Never saw I a woman so fair.” 

“Come, if thou darest, and sit by my side; 
“But do not touch me, or woe will betide. 

“Alas I am weak: I well might know 
“This gladness betokens some further woe. 

“Yet come. It will come. I will bear it. I can. 
“For thou lovest me yet—though but as a man.” 

The knight dismounted in earnest speed; 
Away through the tombstones thundered the steed, 

And fell by the outer wall, and died. 
But the knight he kneeled by the lady’s side; 

Kneeled beside her in wondrous bliss, 
Rapt in an everlasting kiss: 

Though never his lips come the lady nigh, 
And his eyes alone on her beauty lie. 

All the night long, till the cock crew loud, 
He kneeled by the lady, lapt in her shroud. 

And what they said, I may not say: 
Dead night was sweeter than living day. 

How she made him so blissful glad 
Who made her and found her so ghostly sad, 

I may not tell; but it needs no touch 
To make them blessed who love so much. 

“Come every night, my ghost, to me; 
“And one night I will come to thee. 

“’Tis good to have a ghostly wife: 
“She will not tremble at clang of strife; 

“She will only hearken, amid the din, 
“Behind the door, if he cometh in.” 

And this is how Sir Aglovaile 
Often walked in the moonlight pale. 

And oft when the crescent but thinned the gloom, 
Full orbed moonlight filled his room; 

And through beneath his chamber door 
Fell a ghostly gleam on the outer floor; 



‘“But show me the child thou callest mine.’” 

Arthur Hughes 
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And they that passed, in fear averred 
That murmured words they often heard. 

’Twas then that the eastern crescent shone 
Through the chancel window, and good St. John 

Played with the ghost-child all the night, 
And the mother was free till the morning light, 

And sped through the dawning night, to stay 
With Aglovaile till the break of day. 

And their love was a rapture, lone and high, 
And dumb as the moon in the topmost sky. 

One night Sir Aglovaile, weary, slept, 
And dreamed a dream wherein he wept. 

A warrior he was, not often wept he, 
But this night he wept full bitterly. 

He woke—beside him the ghost-girl shone 
Out of the dark: ’twas the eve of St. John. 

He had dreamed a dream of a still, dark wood, 
Where the maiden of old beside him stood; 

But a mist came down, and caught her away, 
And he sought her in vain through the pathless day, 

Till he wept with the grief that can do no more, 
And thought he had dreamt the dream before. 

From bursting heart the weeping flowed on; 
And lo! beside him the ghost-girl shone; 

Shone like the light on a harbour’s breast, 
Over the sea of his dream’s unrest; 

Shone like the wondrous, nameless boon, 
That the heart seeks ever, night or noon: 

Warnings forgotten, when needed most, 
He clasped to his bosom the radiant ghost. 

She wailed aloud, and faded, and sank. 
With upturn’d white face, cold and blank, 

In his arms lay the corpse of the maiden pale, 
And she came no more to Sir Aglovaile. 

Only a voice, when winds were wild, 
Sobbed and wailed like a chidden child, 

Alas, how easily things go wrong! 
A sigh too much, or a kiss too long. 
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And there follows a mist and a weeping rain, 
And life is never the same again. 

This was one of the simplest of her songs, which, perhaps, is the 

cause of my being able to remember it better than most of the others. 

While she sung, I was in Elysium, with the sense of a rich soul 

upholding, embracing, and overhanging mine, full of all plenty and 

bounty. I felt as if she could give me everything I wanted; as if I should 

never wish to leave her, but would be content to be sung to and fed by 

her, day after day, as years rolled by. At last I fell asleep while she sang. 

When I awoke, I knew not whether it was night or day. The fire had 

sunk to a few red embers, which just gave light enough to show me the 

woman standing a few feet from me, with her back towards me, facing 

the door by which I had entered. She was weeping, but very gently and 

plentifully. The tears seemed to come freely from her heart. Thus she 

stood for a few minutes; then, slowly turning at right angles to her 

former position, she faced another of the four sides of the cottage. I 

now observed for the first time, that here was a door likewise; and that, 

indeed, there was one in the centre of every side of the cottage. When 

she looked towards this second door, her tears ceased to flow, but sighs 

took their place. She often closed her eyes as she stood; and every time 

she closed her eyes, a gentle sigh seemed to be born in her heart and to 

escape at her lips. But when her eyes were open, her sighs were deep 

and very sad, and shook her whole frame. Then she turned towards the 

third door, and a cry as of fear or suppressed pain broke from her; but 

she seemed to hearten herself against the dismay, and to front it 

steadily; for, although I often heard a slight cry and sometimes a moan, 

yet she never moved or bent her head, and I felt sure that her eyes 

never closed. Then she turned to the fourth door, and I saw her 

shudder, and then stand still as a statue; till at last she turned towards 

me and approached the fire. I saw that her face was white as death. But 

she gave one look upwards, and smiled the sweetest, most child- 

innocent smile; then heaped fresh wood on the fire, and, sitting down 

by the blaze, drew her wheel near her, and began to spin. While she 

spun, she murmured a low strange song, to which the hum of the wheel 

made a kind of infinite symphony. At length, she paused in her 

spinning and singing, and glanced towards me, like a mother who looks 

whether or not her child gives signs of waking. She smiled when she saw 

that my eyes were open. I asked her whether it was day yet. She 

answered, “It is always day here, so long as I keep my fire burning.” 

I felt wonderfully refreshed; and a great desire to see more of the 

island awoke within me. I rose, and saying that I wished to look about 

me, went towards the door by which I had entered. 

“Stay a moment,” said my hostess, with some trepidation in her voice. 

“Listen to me. You will not see what you expect when you go out of that 

door. Only remember this: whenever you wish to come back to me, 

enter wherever you see this mark.” 

She held up her left hand between me and the fire. Upon the palm, 

which appeared almost transparent, I saw, in dark red, a mark like 

this v^vL/ , which I took care to fix in my mind. 
She then kissed me, and bade me good-bye with a solemnity that 
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awed me; and bewildered me too, seeing I was only going out for a little 
ramble in an island, which I did not believe larger than could easily be 
compassed in a few hours’ walk at most. As I went she resumed her 
spinning. 

I opened the door, and stepped out. The moment my foot touched 
the smooth sward, I seemed to issue from the door of an old barn on 
my father’s estate, where, in the hot afternoons, I used to go and lie 
amongst the straw, and read. It seemed to me now that I had been 
asleep there. At a little distance in the held, I saw two of my brothers at 
play. The moment they caught sight of me, they called out to me to 
come and join them, which I did; and we played together as we had 
done years ago, till the red sun went down in the west, and the grey fog 
began to rise from the river. Then we went home together with a 
strange happiness. As we went, we heard the continually renewed 
larum of a landrail in the long grass. One of my brothers and I 
separated to a little distance, and each commenced running towards the 
part whence the sound appeared to come, in the hope of approaching 
the spot where the bird was, and so getting at least a sight of it, if we 
should not be able to capture the little creature. My father’s voice 
recalled us from trampling down the rich long grass, soon to be cut 
down and laid aside for winter. I had quite forgotten all about Fairy 
Land, and the wonderful old woman, and the curious red mark. 

My favourite brother and I shared the same bed. Some childish 
dispute arose between us; and our last words, ere we fell asleep, were 
not of kindness, notwithstanding the pleasures of the day. When I woke 
in the morning, I missed him. He had risen early, and had gone to 
bathe in the river. In another hour, he was brought home drowned. 
Alas! alas! if we had only gone to sleep as usual, the one with his arm 
about the other! Amidst the horror of the moment, a strange conviction 
flashed across my mind, that I had gone through the very same once 
before. 

I rushed out of the house, I knew not why, sobbing and crying 
bitterly. I ran through the fields in aimless distress, till, passing the old 
barn, I caught sight of a red mark on the door. The merest trifles 
sometimes rivet the attention in the deepest misery; the intellect has so 
little to do with grief. I went up to look at this mark, which I did not 
remember ever to have seen before. As I looked at it, I thought I would 
go in and lie down amongst the straw, for I was very weary with 
running about and weeping. I opened the door; and there in the 
cottage sat the old woman as I had left her, at her spinning-wheel. 

“I did not expect you quite so soon,” she said, as I shut the door 
behind me. I went up to the couch, and threw myself on it with that 
fatigue wherewith one awakes from a feverish dream of hopeless grief. 

The old woman sang: 

“The great sun, benighted, 
May faint from the sky; 

But love, once uplighted, 
Will never more die. 
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“Form, with its brightness, 
From eyes will depart: 

It walketh, in whiteness, 
The halls of the heart.” 

Ere she had ceased singing, my courage had returned. I started from 
the couch, and, without taking leave of the old woman, opened the 
door of Sighs, and sprang into what should appear. 

I stood in a lordly hall, where, by a blazing fire on the hearth, sat a 
lady, waiting, I knew, for some one long desired. A mirror was near me, 
but I saw that my form had no place within its depths, so I feared not 
that I should be seen. The lady wonderfully resembled my marble lady, 
but was altogether of the daughters of men, and I could not tell 
whether or not it was she. It was not for me she waited. The tramp of a 
great horse rang through the court without. It ceased, and the clang of 
armour told that the rider alighted, and the sound of his ringing heels 
approached the hall. The door opened; but the lady waited, for she 
would meet her lord alone. He strode in: she flew like a home-bound 
dove into his arms, and nestled on the hard steel. It was the knight of 
the soiled armour. But now the armour shone like polished glass; and, 
strange to tell, though the mirror reflected not my form, I saw a dim 
shadow of myself in the shining steel. 

“O my beloved, thou art come, and I am blessed.” 
Her soft fingers speedily overcame the hard clasp of his helmet; one 

by one she undid the buckles of his armour; and she toiled under the 
weight of the mail, as she would carry it aside. Then she unclasped his 
greaves, and unbuckled his spurs; and once more she sprang into his 
arms, and laid her head where she could now feel the beating of his 
heart. Then she disengaged herself from his embrace, and, moving 
back a step or two, gazed at him. He stood there a mighty form, 
crowned with a noble head, where all sadness had disappeared, or had 
been absorbed in solemn purpose. Yet I suppose that he looked more 
thoughtful than the lady had expected to see him, for she did not renew 
her caresses, although his face glowed with love, and the few words he 
spoke were as mighty deeds for strength; but she led him towards the 
hearth, and seated him in an ancient chair, and set wine before him, 
and sat at his feet. 

“I am sad,” he said, “when I think of the youth whom I met twice in 
the forests of Fairy Land; and who, you say, twice, with his songs, 
roused you from the death-sleep of an evil enchantment. There was 
something noble in him, but it was a nobleness of thought, and not of 
deed. He may yet perish of vile fear.” 

“Ah!” returned the lady, “you saved him once; and for that I thank 
you; for may I not say that I somewhat loved him? But tell me how you 
fared, when you struck your battle-axe into the ash-tree, and he came 
and found you; for so much of the story you had told me, when the 
beggar-child came and took you away.” 

“As soon as I saw him,” rejoined the knight, “I knew that earthly arms 
availed not against such as he; and that my soul must meet him in its 
naked strength. So I unclasped my helm, and flung it on the ground; 
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and, holding my good axe yet in my hand, gazed at him with steady 
eyes. On he came, a horror indeed, but I did not flinch. Endurance 
must conquer, where force could not reach. He came nearer and 
nearer, till the ghastly face was close to mine. A shudder as of death ran 
through me; but I think I did not move, for he seemed to quail, and 
retreated. As soon as he gave back, I struck one more sturdy blow on 
the stem of his tree, that the forest rang; and then looked at him again. 
He writhed and grinned with rage and apparent pain, and again 
approached me, but retreated sooner than before. I heeded him no 
more, but hewed with a will at the tree, till the trunk creaked, and the 
head bowed, and with a crash it fell to the earth. Then I looked up from 
my labour, and, lo! the spectre had vanished, and I saw him no more; 
nor ever in my wanderings have I heard of him again.” 

“Well struck! well withstood! my hero,” said the lady. 
“But,” said the knight, somewhat troubled, “dost thou love the youth 

still?” 
“Ah!” she replied, “how can I help it? He woke me from worse than 

death; he loved me. I had never been for thee, if he had not sought me 
first. But I love him not as I love thee. He was but the moon of my 
night; thou art the sun of my day, O beloved.” 

“Thou art right,” returned the noble man. “It were hard, indeed, not 
to have some love in return for such a gift as he hath given thee. I, too, 
owe him more than words can speak.” 

Humbled before them, with an aching and desolate heart, I yet could 
not restrain my words: 

“Let me, then, be the moon of thy night still, O woman! And when 
the day is beclouded, as the fairest days will be, let some song of mine 
comfort thee, as an old, withered, half-forgotten thing, that belongs to 
an ancient mournful hour of uncompleted birth, which yet was 
beautiful in its time.” 

They sat silent, and I almost thought they were listening. The colour 
of the lady’s eyes grew deeper and deeper; the slow tears grew, and 
filled them, and overflowed. They rose, and passed, hand in hand, close 
to where I stood; and each looked towards me in passing. Then they 
disappeared through a door which closed behind them; but, ere it 
closed, I saw that the room into which it opened was a rich chamber, 
hung with gorgeous arras. I stood with an ocean of sighs frozen in my 
bosom. I could remain no longer. She was near me, and I could not see 
her; near me in the arms of one loved better than I, and I would not see 
her, and I would not be by her. But how to escape from the nearness of 
the best beloved? I had not this time forgotten the mark; for the fact 
that I could not enter the sphere of these living beings kept me aware 
that, for me, I moved in a vision, while they moved in life. I looked all 
about for the mark, but could see it nowhere; for I avoided looking just 
where it was. There the dull red cipher glowed, on the very door of 
their secret chamber. Struck with agony, I dashed it open, and fell at 
the feet of the ancient woman, who still spun on, the whole dissolved 
ocean of my sighs bursting from me in a storm of tearless sobs. Whether 
I fainted or slept, I do not know; but, as I returned to consciousness, 
before I seemed to have power to move, I heard the woman singing, 
and could distinguish the words: 



Phantasies 223 

“O light of dead and of dying days! 
O Love! in thy glory go, 

In a rosy mist and a moony maze, 
O’er the pathless peaks of snow. 

“But what is left for the cold grey soul, 
That moans like a wounded dove? 

One wine is left in the broken bowl— 
’Tis—To love, and love, and love.” 

Now I could weep. When she saw me weeping, she sang: 

“Better to sit at the waters’ birth, 
Than a sea of waves to win; 

To live in the love that floweth forth, 
Than the love that cometh in. 

“Be thy heart a well of love, my child, 
Flowing, and free, and sure; 

For a cistern of love, though undefiled, 
Keeps not the spirit pure.” 

I rose from the earth, loving the white lady as I had never loved her 
before. 

Then I walked up to the door of Dismay, and opened it, and went 
out. And lo! I came forth upon a crowded street, where men and 
women went to and fro in multitudes. I knew it well; and, turning to 
one hand, walked sadly along the pavement. Suddenly I saw approach¬ 
ing me, a little way off, a form well known to me (well-known!—alas, how 
weak the word!) in the years when I thought my boyhood was left 
behind, and shortly before I entered the realm of Fairy Land. Wrong 
and Sorrow had gone together, hand-in-hand, as it is well they do. 
Unchangeably dear was that face. It lay in my heart as a child lies in its 
own white bed; but I could not meet her. 

“Anything but that,” I said; and, turning aside, sprang up the steps to 
a door, on which I fancied I saw the mystic sign. I entered—not the 
mysterious cottage, but her home. I rushed wildly on, and stood by the 
door of her room. 

“She is out,” I said, “I will see the old room once more.” 
I opened the door gently, and stood in a great solemn church. A 

deep-toned bell, whose sounds throbbed and echoed and swam through 
the empty building, struck the hour of midnight. The moon shone 
through the windows of the clerestory, and enough of the ghostly 
radiance was diffused through the church to let me see, walking with a 
stately, yet somewhat trailing and stumbling step, down the opposite 
aisle, for I stood in one of the transepts, a figure dressed in a white 
robe, whether for the night, or for that longer night which lies too deep 
for the day, I could not tell. Was it she? and was this her chamber? I 
crossed the church, and followed. The figure stopped, seemed to 
ascend as it were a high bed, and lay down. I reached the place where it 
lay, glimmering white. The bed was a tomb. The light was too ghostly to 
see clearly, but I passed my hand over the face and the hands and the 
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feet, which were all bare. They were cold—they were marble, but I 
knew them. It grew dark. I turned to retrace my steps, but found, ere 
long, that I had wandered into what seemed a little chapel. I groped 
about, seeking the door. Everything I touched belonged to the dead. 
My hands fell on the cold effigy of a knight who lay with his legs crossed 
and his sword broken beside him. He lay in his noble rest, and I lived 
on in ignoble strife. I felt for the left hand and a certain finger; I found 
there the ring I knew: he was one of my own ancestors. I was in the 
chapel over the burial-vault of my race. I called aloud: “If any of the 
dead are moving here, let them take pity upon me, for I, alas! am still 
alive; and let some dead woman comfort me, for I am a stranger in the 
land of the dead, and see no light.” A warm kiss alighted on my lips 
through the dark. And I said, “The dead kiss well; I will not be afraid.” 
And a great hand was reached out of the dark, and grasped mine for a 
moment, mightily and tenderly. I said to myself: “The veil between, 
though very dark, is very thin.” 

Groping my way further, I stumbled over the heavy stone that 
covered the entrance of the vault: and, in stumbling, descried upon the 
stone the mark, glowing in red fire. I caught the great ring. All my 
efforts could not have moved the huge slab; but it opened the door of 
the cottage, and I threw myself once more, pale and speechless, on the 
couch beside the ancient dame. She sang once more:— 

“Thou dreamest: on a rock thou art, 
High o’er the broken wave; 

Thou fallest with a fearful start, 
But not into thy grave; 

For, waking in the morning’s light, 
Thou smilest at the vanished night. 

“So wilt thou sink, all pale and dumb, 
Into the fainting gloom; 

But ere the coming terrors come, 
Thou wak’st—where is the tomb? 

Thou wak’st—the dead ones smile above, 
With hovering arms of sleepless love.” 

She paused; then sang again: 

“We weep for gladness, weep for grief; 
The tears they are the same; 

We sigh for longing, and relief; 
The sighs have but one name. 

“And mingled in the dying strife, 
Are moans that are not sad; 

The pangs of death are throbs of life, 
Its sighs are sometimes glad. 

“The face is very strange and white: 
It is Earth’s only spot 

That feebly flickers back the light 
The living seeth not.” 
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I fell asleep, and slept a dreamless sleep, for I know not how long. 
When I awoke, I found that my hostess had moved from where she had 
been sitting, and now sat between me and the fourth door. I guessed 
that her design was to prevent my entering there. I sprang from the 
couch, and darted past her to the door. I opened it at once and went 
out. All I remember is a cry of distress from the woman: “Don’t go 
there, my child! Don’t go there!” But I was gone. 

I knew nothing more; or, if I did, I had forgot it all when I awoke to 
consciousness, lying on the floor of the cottage, with my head in the lap 
of the woman, who was weeping over me, and stroking my hair with 
both hands, talking to me as a mother might talk to a sick and sleeping, 
or a dead child. As soon as I looked up and saw her, she smiled through 
her tears; smiled with withered face and young eyes, till her counte¬ 
nance was irradiated with the light of the smile. Then she bathed my 
head and face and hands in an icy cold, colourless liquid, which smelt a 
little of damp earth. Immediately I was able to sit up. She rose and put 
some food before me. When I had eaten, she said: 

“Listen to me, my child. You must leave me directly!” 
“Leave you!” I said. “I am so happy with you. I never was so happy in 

my life.” 
“But you must go,” she rejoined sadly. “Listen! What do you hear?” 
“I hear the sound as of a great throbbing of water.” 
“Ah! you do hear it? Well, I had to go through that door—the door of 

the Timeless” (and she shuddered as she pointed to the fourth door)— 
“to find you; for if I had not gone, you would never have entered again; 
and because I went, the waters around my cottage will rise and rise, and 
flow and come, till they build a great firmament of waters over my 
dwelling. But as long as I keep my fire burning, they cannot enter. I 
have fuel enough for years; and after one year they will sink away 
again, and be just as they were before you came. I have not been buried 
for a hundred years now.” And she smiled and wept. 

“Alas! alas!” I cried. “I have brought this evil on the best and kindest 
of friends, who has filled my heart with great gifts.” 

“Do not think of that,” she rejoined. “I can bear it very well. You will 
come back to me some day, I know. But I beg you, for my sake, my dear 
child, to do one thing. In whatever sorrow you may be, however 
inconsolable and irremediable it may appear, believe me that the old 
woman in the cottage with the young eyes,” (and she smiled), “knows 
something, though she must not always tell it, that would quite satisfy 
you about it, even in the worst moments of your distress. Now you must 

“But how can I go, if the waters are all about, and if the doors all lead 
into other regions and other worlds?” 

“This is not an island,” she replied; “but is joined to the land by a 
narrow neck; and for the door, I will lead you myself through the right 
one.” 

She took my hand, and led me through the third door; whereupon I 
found myself standing in the deep grassy turf on which I had landed 
from the little boat, but upon the opposite side of the cottage. She 
pointed out the direction I must take, to find the isthmus and escape 
the rising waters. 
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Then putting her arms around me, she held me to her bosom; and as 
I kissed her, I felt as if I were leaving my mother for the first time, and 
could not help weeping bitterly. At length she gently pushed me away, 
and with the words, “Go, my son, and do something worth doing,” 
turned back, and entering the cottage, closed the door behind her. 

I felt very desolate as I went. 

CHAPTER XX 

Thou hadst no fame; that which thou didst like good 
Was but thy appetite that swayed thy blood 
For that time to the best; for as a blast 
That through a house comes, usually doth cast 
Things out of order, yet by chance may come 
And blow some one thing to his proper room, 
So did thy appetite, and not thy zeal, 
Sway thee by chance to do some one thing well. 

Fletcher’s Faithful Shepherdess. 

The noble hart that harbours vertuous thought, 
And is with childe of glorious great intent, 
Can never rest, untill it forth have brought 
Th’ eternall brood of glorie excellent. 

Spenser.—The Faerie Queene. 

I had not gone very far before I felt that the turf beneath my feet was 
soaked with the rising waters. But I reached the isthmus in safety. It was 
rocky, and so much higher than the level of the peninsula, that I had 
plenty of time to cross. I saw on each side of me the water rising rapidly, 
altogether without wind, or violent motion, or broken waves, but as if a 
slow strong fire were glowing beneath it. Ascending a steep acclivity, I 
found myself at last in an open, rocky country. After travelling for 
some hours, as nearly in a straight line as I could, I arrived at a lonely 
tower, built on the top of a little hill, which overlooked the whole 
neighbouring country. As I approached, I heard the clang of an anvil; 
and so rapid were the blows, that I despaired of making myself heard 
till a pause in the work should ensue. It was some minutes before a 
cessation took place; but when it did, I knocked loudly, and had not 
long to wait; for, a moment after, the door was partly opened by a 
noble-looking youth, half-undressed, glowing with heat, and begrimed 
with the blackness of the forge. In one hand he held a sword, so lately 
from the furnace that it yet shone with a dull fire. As soon as he saw me, 
he threw the door wide open, and standing aside, invited me very 
cordially to enter. I did so; when he shut and bolted the door most 
carefully, and then led the way inwards. He brought me into a rude 
hall, which seemed to occupy almost the whole of the ground floor of 
the little tower, and which I saw was now being used as a workshop. A 
huge fire roared on the hearth, beside which was an anvil. By the anvil 
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stood, in similar undress, and in a waiting attitude, hammer in hand, a 
second youth, tall as the former, but far more slightly built. Reversing 
the usual course of perception in such meetings, I thought them, at first 
sight, very unlike; and, at the second glance, knew that they were 
brothers. The former, and apparently the elder, was muscular and 
dark, with curling hair, and large hazel eyes, which sometimes grew 
wondrously soft. The second was slender and fair, yet with a counte¬ 
nance like an eagle, and an eye which, though pale blue, shone with an 
almost fierce expression. He stood erect, as if looking from a lofty 
mountain crag, over a vast plain outstretched below. As soon as we 
entered the hall, the elder turned to me, and I saw that a glow of 
satisfaction shone on both their faces. To my surprise and great 
pleasure, he addressed me thus: 

“Brother, will you sit by the fire and rest, till we finish this part of our 
work?” 

I signified my assent; and, resolved to await any disclosure they might 
be inclined to make, seated myself in silence near the hearth. 

The elder brother then laid the sword in the fire, covered it well over, 
and when it had attained a sufficient degree of heat, drew it out and 
laid it on the anvil, moving it carefully about, while the younger, with a 
succession of quick smart blows, appeared either to be welding it, or 
hammering one part of it to a consenting shape with the rest. Having 
finished, they laid it carefully in the fire; and, when it was very hot 
indeed, plunged it into a vessel full of some liquid, whence a blue flame 
sprang upwards, as the glowing steel entered. There they left it; and, 
drawing two stools to the fire, sat down, one on each side of me. 

“We are very glad to see you, brother. We have been expecting you 
for some days,” said the dark-haired youth. 

“I am proud to be called your brother,” I rejoined; “and you will not 
think I refuse the name, if I desire to know why you honour me with 
it?” 

“Ah! then he does not know about it,” said the younger. “We thought 
you had known of the bond betwixt us, and the work we have to do 
together. You must tell him, brother, from the first.” 

So the elder began: 
“Our father is king of this country. Before we were born, three giant 

brothers had appeared in the land. No one knew exactly when, and no 
one had the least idea whence they came. They took possession of a 
ruined castle that had stood unchanged and unoccupied within the 
memory of any of the country people. The vaults of this castle had 
remained uninjured by time, and these, I presume, they made use of at 
first. They were rarely seen, and never offered the least injury to any 
one; so that they were regarded in the neighbourhood as at least 
perfectly harmless, if not rather benevolent beings. But it began to be 
observed, that the old castle had assumed somehow or other, no one 
knew when or how, a somewhat different look from what it used to 
have. Not only were several breaches in the lower part of the walls built 
up, but actually some of the battlements which yet stood, had been 
repaired, apparently to prevent them from falling into worse decay, 
while the more important parts were being restored. Of course, every 
one supposed the giants must have a hand in the work, but no one ever 
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saw them engaged in it. The peasants became yet more uneasy, after 
one, who had concealed himself, and watched all night, in the 
neighbourhood of the castle, reported that he had seen, in full 
moonlight, the three huge giants working with might and main, all 
night long, restoring to their former position some massive stones, 
formerly steps of a grand turnpike stair, a great portion of which had 
long since fallen, along with part of the wall of the round tower in 
which it had been built. This wall they were completing, foot by foot, 
along with the stair. But the people said they had no just pretext for 
interfering: although the real reason for letting the giants alone was, 
that everybody was far too much afraid of them to interrupt them. 

“At length, with the help of a neighbouring quarry, the whole of the 
external wall of the castle was finished. And now the country folks were 
in greater fear than before. But for several years the giants remained 
very peaceful. The reason of this was afterwards supposed to be the 
fact, that they were distantly related to several good people in the 
country; for, as long as these lived, they remained quiet; but as soon as 
they were all dead the real nature of the giants broke out. Having 
completed the outside of their castle, they proceeded, by spoiling the 
country houses around them, to make a quite luxurious provision for 
their comfort within. Affairs reached such a pass, that the news of their 
robberies came to my father’s ears; but he, alas; was so crippled in his 
resources, by a war he was carrying on with a neighbouring prince, that 
he could only spare a very few men, to attempt the capture of their 
stronghold. Upon these the giants issued in the night, and slew every 
man of them. And now, grown bolder by success and impunity, they no 
longer confined their depredations to property, but began to seize the 
persons of their distinguished neighbours, knights and ladies, and hold 
them in durance, the misery of which was heightened by all manner of 
indignity, until they were redeemed by their friends, at an exorbitant 
ransom. Many knights have adventured their overthrow, but to their 
own instead; for they have all been slain, or captured, or forced to make 
a hasty retreat. To crown their enormities, if any man now attempts 
their destruction, they, immediately upon his defeat, put one or more 
of their captives to a shameful death, on a turret in sight of all passers- 
by; so that they have been much less molested of late; and we, although 
we have burned, for years, to attack these demons and destroy them, 
dared not, for the sake of their captives, risk the adventure, before we 
should have reached at least our earliest manhood. Now, however, we 
are preparing for the attempt; and the grounds of this preparation are 
these. Having only the resolution, and not the experience, necessary for 
the undertaking, we went and consulted a lonely woman of wisdom, 
who lives not very far from here, in the direction of the quarter from 
which you have come. She received us most kindly, and gave us what 
seems to be the best of advice. She first inquired what experience we 
had had in arms. We told her we had been well exercised from our 
boyhood, and for some years had kept ourselves in constant practice, 
with a view to this necessity. 

“‘But you have not actually fought for life and death?’ said she. 
“We were forced to confess we had not. 
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‘“So much the better in some respects,’ she replied. ‘Now, listen to 
me. Go first and work with an armourer, for as long time as you find 
needful to obtain a knowledge of his craft; which will not be long, 
seeing your hearts will be all in the work. Then go to some lonely tower, 
you two alone. Receive no visits from man or woman. There forge for 
yourselves every piece of armour that you wish to wear, or to use, in 
your coming encounter. And keep up your exercises. As, however, two 
of you can be no match for the three giants, I will find you, if I can, a 
third brother, who will take on himself the third share of the fight, and 
the preparation. Indeed, I have already seen one who will, I think, be 
the very man for your fellowship; but it will be some time before he 
comes to me. He is wandering now without an aim. I will show him to 
you in a glass, and, when he comes, you will know him at once. If he will 
share your endeavours, you must teach him all you know, and he will 
repay you well, in present song, and in future deeds.’ 

“She opened the door of a curious old cabinet that stood in the room. 
On the inside of this door was an oval convex mirror. Looking in it for 
some time, we at length saw reflected the place where we stood, and the 
old dame seated in her chair. Our forms were not reflected. But at the 
feet of the dame, lay a young man, yourself, weeping. 

“‘Surely this youth will not serve our ends,’ said I, ‘for he weeps.’ 
“The old woman smiled. ‘Past tears are present strength,’ said she. 
“‘Oh!’ said my brother, ‘I saw you weep once over an eagle you shot.’ 
“‘That was because it was so like you, brother,’ I replied; ‘but indeed, 

this youth may have better cause for tears than that—I was wrong.’ 
“‘Wait a while,’ said the woman; ‘if I mistake not, he will make you 

weep till your tears are dry for ever. Tears are the only cure for 
weeping. And you may have need of the cure, before you go forth to 
fight the giants. You must wait for him, in your tower, till he comes.’ 

“Now, if you will join us, we will soon teach you to make your 
armour; and we will fight together, and work together, and love each 
other as never three loved before. And you will sing to us, willyou not?” 

“That I will, when I can,” I answered; “but it is only at times that the 
power of song comes upon me. For that I must wait; but I have a feeling 
that if I work well, song will not be far off to enliven the labour.” 

This was all the compact made: the brothers required nothing more, 
and I did not think of giving anything more. I rose, and threw off my 
upper garments. 

“I know the uses of the sword,” I said. “I am ashamed of my white 
hands beside yours so nobly soiled and hard; but that shame will soon 
be wiped away.” 

“No, no; we will not work to-day. Rest is as needful as toil. Bring the 
wine, brother; it is your turn to serve to-day.” 

The younger brother soon covered a table with rough viands, but 
good wine; and we ate and drank heartily, beside our work. Before the 
meal was over, I had learned all their story. Each had something in his 
heart which made the conviction, that he would victoriously perish in 
the coming conflict, a real sorrow to him. Otherwise they thought they 
would have lived enough. The causes of their trouble were respectively 
these:— 
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While they wrought with an armourer, in a city famed for workman¬ 
ship in steel and silver, the elder had fallen in love with a lady as far 
beneath him in real rank, as she was above the station he had as 
apprentice to an armourer. Nor did he seek to further his suit by 
discovering himself; but there was simply so much manhood about him, 
that no one ever thought of rank when in his company. This is what his 
brother said about it. The lady could not help loving him in return. He 
told her when he left her, that he had a perilous adventure before him, 
and that when it was achieved, she would either see him return to claim 
her, or hear that he had died with honour. The younger brother’s grief 
arose from the fact, that, if they were both slain, his old father, the king, 
would be childless. His love for his father was so exceeding, that to one 
unable to sympathize with it, it would have appeared extravagant. Both 
loved him equally at heart; but the love of the younger had been more 
developed, because his thoughts and anxieties had not been otherwise 
occupied. When at home, he had been his constant companion; and, of 
late, had ministered to the infirmities of his growing age. The youth was 
never weary of listening to the tales of his sire’s youthful adventures; 
and had not yet in the smallest degree lost the conviction, that his father 
was the greatest man in the world. The grandest triumph possible to his 
conception was, to return to his father, laden with the spoils of one of 
the hated giants. But they both were in some dread, lest the thought of 
the loneliness of these two might occur to them, in the moment when 
decision was most necessary, and disturb, in some degree, the self- 
possession requisite for the success of their attempt. For, as I have said, 
they were yet untried in actual conflict. “Now,” thought I, “I see to what 
the powers of my gift must minister.” For my own part, I did not dread 
death, for I had nothing to care to live for; but I dreaded the encounter 
because of the responsibility connected with it. I resolved however to 
work hard, and thus grow cool, and quick, and forceful. 

The time passed away in work and song, in talk and ramble, in 
friendly fight and brotherly aid. I would not forge for myself armour of 
heavy mail like theirs, for I was not so powerful as they, and depended 
more for any success I might secure, upon nimbleness of motion, 
certainty of eye, and ready response of hand. Therefore I began to 
make for myself a shirt of steel plates and rings; which work, while 
more troublesome, was better suited to me than the heavier labour. 
Much assistance did the brothers give me, even after, by their 
instructions, I was able to make some progress alone. Their work was in 
a moment abandoned, to render any required aid to mine. As the old 
woman had promised, I tried to repay them with song; and many were 
the tears they both shed, over my ballads and dirges. The songs they 
liked best to hear were two which I made for them. They were not half 
so good as many others I knew, especially some I had learned from the 
wise woman in the cottage; but what comes nearest to our needs we like 
the best. 

I 
The king sat on his throne, 

Glowing in gold and red; 



“The time passed away in work and song.” 

Arthur Hughes 
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The crown in his right hand shone, 
And the grey hairs crowned his head. 

His only son walks in, 
And in walls of steel he stands: 

Make me, O father, strong to win, 
“With the blessing of holy hands.” 

He knelt before his sire, 
Who blessed him with feeble smile; 

His eyes shone out with a kingly fire, 
But his old lips quivered the while. 

“Go to the fight, my son, 
“Bring back the giant’s head; 

“And the crown with which my brows have done, 
“Shall glitter on thine instead.” 

“My father, I seek no crown, 
“But unspoken praise from thee; 

“For thy people’s good, and thy renown, 
“I will die to set them free.” 

The king sat down and waited there, 
And rose not, night nor day; 

Till a sound of shouting filled the air, 
And cries of a sore dismay, 

Then like a king he sat once more, 
With the crown upon his head; 

And up to the throne the people bore 
A mighty giant dead. 

And up to the throne the people bore 
A pale and lifeless boy. 

The king rose up like a prophet of yore, 
In a lofty, deathlike joy. 

He put the crown on the chilly brow: 
“Thou should’st have reigned with me; 

“But Death is the king of both, and now 
“I go to obey with thee. 

“Surely some good in me there lay, 
“To beget the noble one.” 

The old man smiled like a winter day, 
And fell beside his son. 

II 

“O lady, thy lover is dead,” they cried; 
“He is dead, but hath slain the foe; 

“He hath left his name to be magnified 
“In a song of wonder and woe.” 

“Alas! I am well repaid,” said she, 
“With a pain that stings like joy; 
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“For I feared, from his tenderness to me, 
“That he was but a feeble boy. 

“Now I shall hold my head on high, 
“The queen among my kind. 

“If ye hear a sound, ’tis only a sigh 
“For a glory left behind.” 

The first three times I sang these songs, they both wept passionately. 
But after the third time, they wept no more. Their eyes shone, and 
their faces grew pale, but they never wept at any of my songs again. 

CHAPTER XXI 

I put my life in my hands. 
The Book of Judges. 

At length, with much toil and equal delight, our armour was 
finished. We armed each other, and tested the strength of the defence, 
with many blows of loving force. I was inferior in strength to both my 
brothers, but a little more agile than either; and upon this agility, joined 
to precision in hitting with the point of my weapon, I grounded my 
hopes of success in the ensuing combat. I likewise laboured to develope 
yet more the keenness of sight with which I was naturally gifted; and, 
from the remarks of my companions, I soon learned that my endeav¬ 
ours were not in vain. 

The morning arrived on which we had determined to make the 
attempt, and succeed or perish—perhaps both. We had resolved to 
hght on foot; knowing that the mishap of many of the knights who had 
made the attempt, had resulted from the fright of their horses at the 
appearance of the giants; and believing with Sir Gawain, that, though 
mare’s sons might be false to us, the earth would never prove a traitor. 
But most of our preparations were, in their immediate aim at least, 
frustrated. 

We rose, that fatal morning, by day-break. We had rested from all 
labour the day before, and now were fresh as the lark. We bathed in 
cold spring water, and dressed ourselves in clean garments, with a sense 
of preparation, as for a solemn festivity. When we had broken our fast, 
I took an old lyre, which I had found in the tower and had myself 
repaired, and sung for the last time the two ballads of which I have said 
so much already. I followed them with this, for a closing song:— 

Oh, well for him who breaks his dream 
With the blow that ends the strife; 

And, waking, knows the peace that flows 
Around the pain of life! 

We are dead, my brothers! Our bodies clasp, 
As an armour, our souls about; 
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This hand is the battle-axe I grasp, 

And this my hammer stout. 

Fear not, my brothers, for we are dead; 

No noise can break our rest; 

The calm of the grave is about the head, 
And the heart heaves not the breast. 

And our life we throw to our people back, 

To live with, a further store; 

We leave it them, that there be no lack 

In the land where we live no more. 

Oh, well for him who breaks his dream 

With the blow that ends the strife; 

And, waking, knows the peace that flows 

Around the noise of life! 

As the last few tones of the instrument were following, like a dirge, 
the death of the song, we all sprang to our feet. For, through one of the 
little windows of the tower, towards which I had looked as I sang, I saw, 
suddenly rising over the edge of the slope on which our tower stood, 
three enormous heads. The brothers knew at once, by my looks, what 
caused my sudden movement. We were utterly unarmed, and there was 
no time to arm. But we seemed to adopt the same resolution 
simultaneously; for each caught up his favourite weapon, and, leaving 
his defence behind, sprang to the door. I snatched up a long rapier, 
abruptly, but very finely pointed, in my sword-hand, and in the other a 
sabre; the elder brother seized his heavy battle-axe; and the younger, a 
great, two-handed sword, which he wielded in one hand, like a feather. 
We had just time to get clear of the tower, embrace and say good-bye, 
and part to some little distance, that we might not incumber each 
other’s motions, ere the triple giant-brotherhood drew near to attack us. 
They were about twice our height, and armed to the teeth. Through the 
visors of their helmets, their monstrous eyes shone with a horrible 
ferocity. I was in the middle position, and the middle giant approached 
me. My eyes were busy with his armour, and I was not a moment in 
settling my mode of attack. I saw that his body-armour was somewhat 
clumsily made, and that the overlapping in the lower part had more 
play than necessary; and I hoped that, in a fortunate moment, some 
joint would open a little, in a visible and accessible part. I stood till he 
came near enough to aim a blow at me with the mace, which has been, 
in all ages, the favourite weapon of giants, when, of course, I leaped 
aside, and let the blow fall upon the spot where I had been standing. I 
expected this would strain the joints of his armour yet more. Full of 
fury, he made at me again; but I kept him busy, constantly eluding his 
blows, and hoping thus to fatigue him. He did not seem to fear any 
assault from me, and I attempted none as yet; but while I watched his 
motions in order to avoid his blows, I, at the same time, kept equal 
watch upon those joints of his armour, through some of which I hoped 
to reach his life. At length, as if somewhat fatigued, he paused a 
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moment, and drew himself slightly up; I bounded forward, foot and 
hand, ran my rapier right through to the armour of his back, let go the 
hilt, and passing under his right arm, turned as he fell, and flew at him 
with my sabre. At one happy blow, I divided the band of his helmet, 
which fell off, and allowed me, with a second cut across the eyes, to 
blind him quite; after which I clove his head, and turned, uninjured, to 
see how my brothers had fared. Both the giants were down, but so were 
my brothers. I flew first to the one and then to the other couple. Both 
pairs of combatants were dead, and yet locked together, as in the death 
struggle. The elder had buried his battle-axe in the body of his foe, and 
had fallen beneath him as he fell. The giant had strangled him in his 
own death-agonies. The younger had nearly hewn off the leg of his 
enemy; and, grappled with in the act, had, while they rolled together on 
the earth, found for his dagger a passage betwixt the gorget and cuirass 
of the giant, and stabbed him mortally in the throat. The blood from 
the giant’s throat was yet pouring over the hand of his foe, which still 
grasped the hilt of the dagger sheathed in the wound. They lay silent. I, 
the least worthy, remained the sole survivor in the lists. 

As I stood exhausted amidst the dead, after the first worthy deed of 
my life, I suddenly looked behind me, and there lay the Shadow, black 
in the sunshine. I went into the lonely tower, and there lay the useless 
armour of the noble youths—supine as they. Ah, how sad it looked! It 
was a glorious death, but it was death. My songs could not comfort me 
now. I was almost ashamed that I was alive, when they, the true¬ 
hearted, were no more. And yet I breathed freer to think that I had 
gone through the trial, and had not failed. And perhaps I may be 
forgiven, if some feelings of pride arose in my bosom, when I looked 
down on the mighty form, that lay dead by my hand. 

“After all, however,” I said to myself, and my heart sank, “it was only 
skill. Your giant was but a blunderer.” 

I left the bodies of friends and foes, peaceful enough when the 
death-fight was over, and hastening to the country below, roused the 
peasants. They came with shouting and gladness, bringing waggons to 
carry the bodies. I resolved to take the princes home to their father, 
each as he lay, in the arms of his country’s foe. But first I searched the 
giants, and found the keys of their castle, to which I repaired, followed 
by a great company of the people. It was a place of wonderful strength. 
I released the prisoners, knights and ladies, all in a sad condition, from 
the cruelties and neglects of the giants. It humbled me to see them 
crowding round me with thanks, when in truth the glorious brothers, 
lying dead by their lonely tower, were those to whom the thanks 
belonged. I had but aided in carrying out the thought born in their 
brain, and uttered in visible form before ever I laid hold thereupon. 
Yet I did count myself happy to have been chosen for their brother in 
this great deed. 

After a few hours spent in refreshing and clothing the prisoners, we 
all commenced our journey towards the capital. This was slow at first; 
but, as the strength and spirits of the prisoners returned, it became 
more rapid; and in three days we reached the palace of the king. As we 
entered the city gates, with the huge bulks lying each on a waggon 
drawn by horses, and two of them inextricably intertwined with the 
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dead bodies of their princes, the people raised a shout and then a cry, 
and followed in multitudes the solemn procession. 

I will not attempt to describe the behaviour of the grand old king. Joy 
and pride in his sons overcame his sorrow at their loss. On me he 
heaped every kindness that heart coud devise or hand execute. He used 
to sit and question me, night after night, about everything that was in 
any way connected with them and their preparations. Our mode of life, 
and relation to each other, during the time we spent together, was a 
constant theme. He entered into the minutest details of the con¬ 
struction of the armour, even to a peculiar made of riveting some of the 
plates, with unwearying interest. This armour I had intended to beg of 
the king, as my sole memorials of the contest; but, when I saw the 
delight he took in contemplating it, and the consolation it appeared to 
afford him in his sorrow, I could not ask for it; but, at his request, left 
my own, weapons and all, to be joined with theirs in a trophy, erected in 
the grand square of the palace. The king, with gorgeous ceremony, 
dubbed me knight with his own old hand, in which trembled the sword 
of his youth. 

During the short time I remained, my company was, naturally, much 
courted by the young nobles. I was in a constant round of gaiety and 
diversion, notwithstanding that the court was in mourning. For the 
country was so rejoiced at the death of the giants, and so many of their 
lost friends had been restored to the nobility and men of wealth, that 
the gladness surpassed the grief. “Ye have indeed left your lives to your 
people, my great brothers!” I said. 

But I was ever and ever haunted by the old shadow, which I had not 
seen all the time that I was at work in the tower. Even in the society of 
the ladies of the court, who seemed to think it only their duty to make 
my stay there as pleasant to me as possible, I could not help being 
conscious of its presence, although it might not be annoying me at the 
time. At length, somewhat weary of uninterrupted pleasure, and 
nowise strengthened thereby, either in body or mind, I put on a 
splendid suit of armour of steel inlaid with silver, which the old King 
had given me, and, mounting the horse on which it had been brought 
to me, took my leave of the palace, to visit the distant city in which the 
lady dwelt, whom the elder prince had loved. I anticipated a sore task, 
in conveying to her the news of his glorious fate; but this trial was 
spared me, in a manner as strange as anything that had happened to 
me in Fairy Land. 

CHAPTER XXII 

Niemand hat meine Gestalt als der Ich. 
Schoppe, in Jean Paul’s Titan. 

No one has my form but the 7. 



“In three days we reached the palace of the king 

Arthur Hughes 
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Joy’s a subtil elf. 
I think man’s happiest when he forgets himself. 

Cyril Tourneur.—The Revengers Tragedy. 

On the third day of my journey, I was riding gently along a road, 
apparently little frequented, to judge from the grass that grew upon it. 
I was approaching a forest. Everywhere in Fairy Land, forests are the 
places where one may most certainly expect adventures. As I drew near, 
a youth, unarmed, gentle, and beautiful, who had just cut a branch 
from a yew growing on the skirts of the wood, evidently to make 
himself a bow, met me, and thus accosted me: 

“Sir knight, be careful as thou ridest through this forest; for it is said 
to be strangely enchanted, in a sort which even those who have been 
witnesses of its enchantment, can hardly describe.” 

I thanked him for his advice, which I promised to follow, and rode 
on. But the moment I entered the wood, it seemed to me that, if 
enchantment there was, it must be of a good kind; for the Shadow, 
which had been more than usually dark and distressing, since I had set 
out on this journey, suddenly disappeared. I felt a wonderful elevation 
of spirits, and began to reflect on my past life, and especially on my 
combat with the giants, with such satisfaction, that I had actually to 
remind myself, that I had only killed one of them; and that, but for the 
brothers, I should never have had the idea of attacking them, not to 
mention the smallest power of standing to it. Still I rejoiced, and 
counted myself amongst the glorious knights of old; having even the 
unspeakable presumption—my shame and self-condemnation at the 
memory of it are such, that I write it as the only and sorest penance I 
can perform—to think of myself (will the world believe it?) as side by 
side with Sir Galahad! Scarcely had the thought been born in my mind, 
when, approaching me from the left, through the trees, I espied a 
resplendent knight of mighty size, whose armour seemed to shine of 
itself, without the sun. When he drew near, I was astonished to see that 
this armour was like my own; nay, I could trace, line for line, the 
correspondence of the inlaid silver to the device on my own. His horse, 
too, was like mine in colour, form, and motion; save that, like his rider, 
he was greater and fiercer than his counterpart. The knight rode with 
beaver up. As he halted right opposite to me in the narrow path, 
barring my way, I saw the reflection of my countenance in the centre 
plate of shining steel on his breastplate. Above it rose the same face— 
his face—only, as I have said, larger and fiercer. I was bewildered. I 
could not help feeling some admiration of him, but it was mingled with 
a dim conviction that he was evil, and that I ought to fight with him. 

“Let me pass,” I said. 
“When I will,” he replied. 
Something within me said: “Spear in rest, and ride at him! else thou 

art for ever a slave.” 
I tried, but my arm trembled so much, that I could not couch my 

lance. To tell the truth, I, who had overcome the giant, shook like a 
coward before this knight. He gave a scornful laugh, that echoed 
through the wood, turned his horse, and said, without looking round, 
“Follow me.” 
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I obeyed, abashed and stupified. How long he led, and how long I 
followed, I cannot tell. “I never knew misery before,” I said to myself. 
“Would that I had at least struck him, and had had my death-blow in 
return! Why, then, do I not call to him to wheel and defend himself? 
Alas! I know not why, but I cannot. One look from him would cow me 
like a beaten hound.” I followed, and was silent. 

At length we came to a dreary square tower, in the middle of a dense 
forest. It looked as if scarce a tree had been cut down to make room for 
it. Across the very door, diagonally, grew the stem of a tree, so large 
that there was just room to squeeze past it in order to enter. One 
miserable square hole in the roof was the only visible suggestion of a 
window. Turret or battlement, or projecting masonry of any kind, it 
had none. Clear and smooth and massy, it rose from its base, and ended 
with a line straight and unbroken. The roof, carried to a centre from 
each of the four walls, rose slightly to the point where the rafters met. 
Round the base lay several little heaps of either bits of broken branches, 
withered and peeled, or half-whitened bones; I could not distinguish 
which. As I approached, the ground sounded hollow beneath my 
horse’s hoofs. The knight took a great key from his pocket, and 
reaching past the stem of the tree, with some difficulty opened the 
door. “Dismount;” he commanded. I obeyed. He turned my horse’s 
head away from the tower, gave him a terrible blow with the flat side of 
his sword, and sent him madly tearing through the forest. 

“Now,” said he, “enter, and take your companion with you.” 
I looked round: knight and horse had vanished, and behind me lay 

the horrible shadow. I entered, for I could not help myself; and the 
shadow followed me. I had a terrible conviction that the knight and he 
were one. The door closed behind me. 

Now I was indeed in pitiful plight. There was literally nothing in the 
tower but my shadow and me. The walls rose right up to the roof; in 
which, as I had seen from without, there was one little square opening. 
This I now knew to be the only window the tower possessed. I sat down 
on the floor, in listless wretchedness. I think I must have fallen asleep, 
and have slept for hours; for I suddenly became aware of existence, in 
observing that the moon was shining through the hole in the roof. As 
she rose higher and higher, her light crept down the wall over me, till at 
last it shone right upon my head. Instantaneously the walls of the tower 
seemed to vanish away like a mist. I sat beneath a beech, on the edge of 
a forest, and the open country lay, in the moonlight, for miles and miles 
around me, spotted with glimmering houses and spires and towers. I 
thought with myself, “Oh, joy! it was only a dream; the horrible narrow 
waste is gone, and I wake beneath a beech-tree, perhaps one that loves 
me, and I can go where I will.” I rose, as I thought, and walked about, 
and did what I would, but ever kept near the tree; for always, and, of 
course, since my meeting with the woman of the beech-tree far more 
than ever, I loved that tree. So the night wore on. I waited for the sun to 
rise, before I could venture to renew my journey. But as soon as the 
first faint light of the dawn appeared, instead of shining upon me from 
the eye of the morning, it stole like a fainting ghost through the little 
square hole above my head; and the walls came out as the light grew, 
and the glorious night was swallowed up of the hateful day. The long 
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dreary day passed. My shadow lay black on the floor. I felt no hunger, 
no need of food. The night came. The moon shone. I watched her light 
slowly descending the wall, as I might have watched, adown the sky, the 
long, swift approach of a helping angel. Her rays touched me, and I was 
free. Thus night after night passed away. I should have died but for 
this. Every night the conviction returned, that I was free. Every 
morning I sat wretchedly disconsolate. At length when the course of the 
moon no longer permitted her beams to touch me, the night was dreary 
as the day. When I slept, I was somewhat consoled by my dreams; but 
all the time I dreamed, I knew that I was only dreaming. But one night, 
at length, the moon, a mere shred of pallour, scattered a few thin 
ghostly rays upon me; and I think I fell asleep and dreamed, I sat in an 
autumn night, before the vintage, on a hill overlooking my own castle. 
My heart sprang with joy. Oh, to be a child again, innocent, fearless, 
without shame or desire! I walked down to the castle. All were in 
consternation at my absence. My sisters were weeping for my loss. They 
sprang up and clung to me, with incoherent cries, as I entered. My old 
friends came flocking round me. A grey light shone on the roof of the 
hall. It was the light of the dawn shining through the square window of 
my tower. More earnestly than ever, I longed for freedom after this 
dream; more drearily than ever, crept on the next wretched day. I 
measured by the sunbeams, caught through the little window in the 
trap of my tower, how it went by, waiting only for the dreams of the 
night. 

About noon, I started as if something foreign to all my senses and all 
my experience, had suddenly invaded me; yet it was only the voice of a 
woman singing. My whole frame quivered with joy, surprise, and the 
sensation of the unforeseen. Like a living soul, like an incarnation of 
Nature, the song entered my prison-house. Each tone folded its wings, 
and laid itself, like a caressing bird, upon my heart. It bathed me like a 
sea; inwrapt me like an odorous vapour; entered my soul like a long 
draught of clear spring-water; shone upon me like essential sunlight; 
soothed me like a mother’s voice and hand. Yet, as the clearest forest- 
well tastes sometimes of the bitterness of decayed leaves, so to my 
weary, prisoned heart, its cheerfulness had a sting of cold, and its 
tenderness unmanned me with the faintness of long-departed joys. I 
wept half-bitterly, half-luxuriously; but not long. I dashed away the 
tears, ashamed of a weakness which I thought I had abandoned. Ere I 
knew, I had walked to the door, and seated myself with my ear against 
it, in order to catch every syllable of the revelation from the unseen 
outer world. And now I heard each word distinctly. The singer seemed 
to be standing or sitting near the tower, for the sounds indicated no 
change of place. The song was something like this:— 

The sun, like a golden knot on high, 
Gathers the glories of the sky, 
And binds them into a shining tent, 
Roofing the world with the firmament. 
And through the pavilion the rich winds blow, 
And through the pavilion the waters go. 
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And the birds for joy, and the trees for prayer, 
Bowing their heads in the sunny air, 
And for thoughts, the^gently talking springs, 
That come from the centre with secret things— 
All make a music, gentle and strong, 
Bound by the heart into one sweet song. 
And amidst them all, the mother Earth 
Sits with the children of her birth; 
She tendeth them all, as a mother hen 
Her little ones round her, twelve or ten: 
Oft she sitteth, with hands on knee, 
Idle with love for her family. 
Go forth to her from the dark and the dust, 
And weep beside her, if weep thou must; 
If she may not hold thee to her breast, 
Like a weary infant, that cries for rest 
At least she will press thee to her knee, 
And tell a low, sweet tale to thee, 
Till the hue to thy cheek, and the light to thine eye, 
Strength to thy limbs, and courage high 
To thy fainting heart, return amain, 
And away to work thou goest again. 
From the narrow desert, O man of pride, 
Come into the house, so high and wide. 

Hardly knowing what I did, I opened the door. Why had I not done so 
before? I do not know. 

At first I could see no one; but when I had forced myself past the tree 
which grew across the entrance, I saw, seated on the ground, and 
leaning against the tree, with her back to my prison, a beautiful woman. 
Her countenance seemed known to me, and yet unknown. She looked 
up at me and smiled, when I made my appearance. 

“Ah! were you the prisoner there? I am very glad I have wiled you 
out.” 

“Do you know me then?” 
“Do you not know me? But you hurt me, and that, I suppose, makes it 

easy for a man to forget. You broke my globe. Yet I thank you. Perhaps 
I owe you many thanks for breaking it. I took the pieces, all black, and 
wet with crying over them, to the Fairy Queen. There was no music and 
no light in them now. But she took them from me, and laid them aside; 
and made me go to sleep in a great hall of white, with black pillars, and 
many red curtains. When I woke in the morning, I went to her, hoping 
to have my globe again, whole and sound; but she sent me away without 
it, and I have not seen it since. Nor do I care for it now. I have 
something so much better. I do not need the globe to play to me; for I 
can sing. I could not sing at all before. Now I go about everywhere 
through Fairy Land, singing till my heart is like to break, just like my 
globe, for very joy at my own songs. And wherever I go, my songs do 
good, and deliver people. And now I have delivered you, and I am so 
happy.” 

She ceased, and the tears came into her eyes. 
All this time, I had been gazing at her; and now fully recognized the 
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face of the child, glorified in the countenance of the woman. I was 
ashamed and humbled before her; but a great weight was lifted from 
my thoughts. I knelt before her, and thanked her, and begged her to 
forgive me. 

“Rise, rise,” she said; “I have nothing to forgive; I thank you. But 
now I must be gone, for I do not know how many may be waiting for 
me, here and there, through the dark forests; and they cannot come out 
till I come.” 

She rose, and with a smile and a farewell, turned and left me. I dared 
not ask her to stay; in fact, I could hardly speak to her. Between her 
and me, there was a great gulf. She was uplifted by sorrow and well¬ 
doing, into a region I could hardly hope ever to enter. I watched her 
departure, as one watches a sunset. She went like a radiance through 
the dark wood, which was henceforth bright to me, from simply 
knowing that such a creature was in it. She was bearing the sun to the 
unsunned spots. The light and the music of her broken globe were now 
in her heart and her brain. As she went, she sang; and I caught these 
few words of her song; and the tones seemed to linger and wind about 
the trees after she had disappeared:— 

Thou goest thine, and I go mine— 
Many ways we wend; 

Many days, and many ways, 
Ending in one end. 

Many a wrong, and its curing song; 
Many a road, and many an inn; 

Room to roam, but only one home 
For all the world to win. 

And so she vanished. With a sad heart, soothed by humility, and the 
knowledge of her peace and gladness, I bethought me what now I 
should do. First, I must leave the tower far behind me, lest, in some evil 
moment, I might be once more caged within its horrible walls. But it 
was ill walking in my heavy armour; and besides I had now no right to 
the golden spurs and the resplendent mail, fitly dulled with long 
neglect. I might do for a squire; but I honoured knighthood too highly, 
to call myself any longer one of the noble brotherhood. I stripped off 
all my armour, piled it under the tree, just where the lady had been 
seated, and took my unknown way, eastward through the woods. Of all 
my weapons, I carried only a short axe in my hand. Then first I knew 
the delight of being lowly; of saying to myself, “I am what I am, nothing 
more.” “I have failed,” I said; “I have lost myself—would it had been 
my shadow.” I looked round: the shadow was nowhere to be seen. Ere 
long, I learned that it was not myself, but only my shadow, that I had 
lost. I learned that it is better, a thousand-fold, for a proud man to fail 
and be humbled, than to hold up his head in his pride and fancied 
innocence. I learned that he that will be hero, will barely be a man; that 
he that will be nothing but a doer of his work, is sure of his manhood. 
In nothing was my ideal lowered, or dimmed, or grown less precious; I 
only saw it too plainly, to set myself for a moment beside it. Indeed, my 
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ideal soon became my life; whereas, formerly, my life had consisted in a 
vain attempt to behold, if not my ideal in myself, at least myself in my 
ideal. Now, however, I took, at first, what perhaps was a mistaken 
pleasure, in despising and degrading myself. Another self seemed to 
arise, like a white spirit from a dead man, from the dumb and trampled 
self of the past. Doubtless, this self must again die and be buried, and 
again, from its tomb, spring a winged child; but of this my history as yet 
bears not the record. Self will come to life even in the slaying of self; but 
there is ever something deeper and stronger than it, which will emerge 
at last from the unknown abyss of the soul: will it be as a solemn gloom, 
burning with eyes? or a clear morning after the rain? or a smiling child, 
that finds itself nowhere, and everywhere? 

CHAPTER XXIII 

High erected thought, seated in a heart of courtesy. 
Sir Philip Sidney. 

A sweet attractive kinde of grace, 
A full assurance given by lookes, 

Continuall comfort in a face, 
The lineaments of Gospell bookes. 

Spenser, on Sir Philip Sidney. 

I had not gone far, for I had but just lost sight of the hated tower, 
when a voice of another sort, sounding near or far, as the trees 
permitted or intercepted its passage, reached me. It was a full, deep, 
manly voice, but withal clear and melodious. Now it burst on the ear 
with a sudden swell, and anon, dying away as suddenly, seemed to come 
to me across a great space. Nevertheless, it drew nearer; till, at last, I 
could distinguish the words of the song, and get transient glimpses of 
the singer, between the columns of the trees. He came nearer, dawning 
upon me like a growing thought. He was a knight, armed from head to 
heel, mounted upon a strange-looking beast, whose form I could not 
understand. The words which I heard him sing were like these:— 

Heart be stout, 
And eye be true; 

Good blade out! 
And ill shall rue. 

Courage, horse! 
Thou lackst no skill; 

Well thy force 
Hath matched my will. 

For the foe, 
With fiery breath, 
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At a blow, 
Is still in death. 

Gently, horse! 
Tread fearlessly; 

’Tis his corse 
That burdens thee. 

The sun’s eye 
Is fierce at noon; 

Thou and I 
Will rest full soon. 

And new strength 
New work will meet; 

Till, at length, 
Long rest is sweet. 

And now horse and rider had arrived near enough for me to see, 
fastened by the long neck to the hinder part of the saddle, and trailing 
its hideous length on the ground behind, the body of a great dragon. It 
was no wonder that, with such a drag at his heels, the horse could make 
but slow progress, notwithstanding his evident dismay. The horrid, 
serpent-like head, with its black tongue, forked with red, hanging out of 
its jaws, dangled against the horse’s side. Its neck was covered with long 
blue hair; its sides with scales of green and gold. Its back was of 
corrugated skin, of a purple hue. Its belly was similar in nature, but its 
colour was leaden, dashed with blotches of livid blue. Its skinny, batlike 
wings and its tail were of a dull grey. It was strange to see how so many 
gorgeous colours, so many curving lines, and such beautiful things as 
wings and hair and scales, combined to form the horrible creature, 
intense in ugliness. 

The knight was passing me with a salutation; but, as I walked towards 
him, he reined up, and I stood by his stirrup. When I came near him, I 
saw, to my surprise and pleasure likewise, although a sudden pain, like 
a birth of hre, sprang up in my heart, that it was the knight of the soiled 
armour, whom I knew before, and whom I had seen in the vision, with 
the lady of the marble. But I could have thrown my arms around him, 
because she loved him. This discovery only strengthened the resolution 
I had formed, before I recognised him, of offering myself to the knight, 
to wait upon him as a squire, for he seemed to be unattended. I made 
my request in as few words as possible. He hesitated for a moment, and 
looked at me thoughtfully. I saw that he suspected who I was, but that 
he continued uncertain of his suspicion. No doubt he was soon 
convinced of its truth; but all the time I was with him, not a word 
crossed his lips with reference to what he evidently concluded I wished 
to leave unnoticed, if not to keep concealed. 

“Squire and knight should be friends,” said he: “can you take me by 
the hand?” And he held out the great gauntleted right hand. I grasped 
it willing and strongly. Not a word more was said. The knight gave the 
sign to his horse, which again began his slow march, and I walked 
beside and a little behind. 



“Trailing its hideous length on the ground behind, the 
body of a great dragon.” 

Arthur Hughes 
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We had not gone very far before we arrived at a little cottage; from 
which, as we drew near, a woman rushed out with the cry: 

“My child! my child! have you found my child?” 
“I have found her,” replied the knight, “but she is sorely hurt. I was 

forced to leave her with the hermit, as I returned. You will find her 
there, and I think she will get better. You see I have brought you a 
present. This wretch will not hurt you again.” And he undid the 
creature’s neck, and flung the frightful burden down by the cottage- 

door. 
The woman was now almost out of sight in the wood; but the 

husband stood at the door, with speechless thanks in his face. 
“You must bury the monster,” said the knight. “If I had arrived a 

moment later, I should have been too late. But now you need not fear, 
for such a creature as this very rarely appears, in the same part, twice 

during a life-time.” 
“Will you not dismount and rest you, Sir Knight?” said the peasant, 

who had, by this time, recovered himself a little. 
“That I will, thankfully,” said he; and, dismounting, he gave the reins 

to me, and told me to unbridle the horse, and lead him into the shade. 
“You need not tie him up,” he added; “he will not run away.” 

When I returned, after obeying his orders, and entered the cottage, I 
saw the knight seated, without his helmet, and talking most familiarly 
with the simple host. I stood at the open door for a moment, and, 
gazing at him, inwardly justified the white lady in preferring him to me. 
A nobler countenance I never saw. Loving-kindness beamed from every 
line of his face. It seemed as if he would repay himself for the late 
arduous combat, by indulging in all the gentleness of a womanly heart. 
But when the talk ceased for a moment, he seemed to fall into a reverie. 
Then the exquisite curves of the upper lip vanished. The lip was 
lengthened and compressed at the same moment. You could have told 
that, within the lips, the teeth were firmly closed. The whole face grew 
stern and determined, all but fierce; only the eyes burned on like a holy 
sacrifice, uplift on a granite rock. 

The woman entered, with her mangled child in her arms. She was 
pale as her little burden. She gazed, with a wild love and despairing 
tenderness, on the still, all but dead face, white and clear from loss of 
blood and terror. 

The knight rose. The light that had been confined to his eyes, now 
shone from his whole countenance. He took the little thing in his arms, 
and, with the mother’s help, undressed her, and looked to her wounds. 
The tears flowed down his face as he did so. With tender hands he 
bound them up, kissed the pale cheek, and gave her back to her 
mother. When he went home, all his tale would be of the grief and joy 
of the parents; while to me, who had looked on, the gracious 
countenance of the armed man, beaming from the panoply of steel, 
over the seemingly dead child, while the powerful hands turned it and 
shifted it, and bound it, if possible even more gently than the mother’s, 
formed the centre of the story. 

After we had partaken of the best they could give us, the knight took 
his leave, with a few parting instructions to the mother, as to how she 
should treat the child. 
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I brought the knight his steed, held the stirrup while he mounted, 
and then followed him through the wood. The horse, delighted to be 
free of his hideous load, bounded beneath the weight of man and 
armour, and could hardly be restrained from galloping on. But the 
knight made him time his powers to mine, and so we went on for an 
hour or two. Then the knight dismounted, and compelled me to get 
into the saddle, saying: “Knight and squire must share the labour.” 

Holding by the stirrup, he walked along by my side, heavily clad as he 
was, with apparent ease. As we went, he led a conversation, in which I 
took what humble part my sense of my condition would permit me. 

“Somehow or other,” said he, “notwithstanding the beauty of this 
country of Faerie, in which we are, there is much that is wrong in it. If 
there are great splendours, there are corresponding horrors; heights 
and depths; beautiful women and awful bends; noble men and 
weaklings. All a man has to do, is to better what he can. And if he will 
settle it with himself, that even renown and success are in themselves of 
no great value, and be content to be defeated, if so be that the fault is 
not his; and so go to his work with a cool brain and a strong will, he will 
get it done; and fare none the worse in the end, that he was not 
burdened with provision and precaution.” 

“But he will not always come off well,” I ventured to say. 
“Perhaps not,” rejoined the knight, “in the individual act; but the 

result of his lifetime will content him.” 
“So it will fare with you, doubtless,” thought I; “but for me-” 
Venturing to resume the conversation after a pause, I said, hesi¬ 

tatingly: 
“May I ask for what the little beggar-girl wanted your aid, when she 

came to your castle to find you?” 
He looked at me for a moment in silence, and then said:— 
“I cannot help wondering how you know of that; but there is 

something about you quite strange enough to entitle you to the 
privilege of the country; namely, to go unquestioned. I, however, being 
only a man, such as you see me, am ready to tell you anything you like 
to ask me, as far as I can. The little beggar-girl came into the hall where 
I was sitting, and told me a very curious story, which I can only recollect 
very vaguely, it was so peculiar. What I can recall is, that she was sent to 
gather wings. As soon as she had gathered a pair of wings for herself, 
she was to fly away, she said, to the country she came from; but where 
that was, she could give no information. She said she had to beg her 
wings from the butterflies and moths; and whenever she begged, no 
one refused her. But she needed a great many of the wings of 
butterflies and moths to make a pair for her; and so she had to wander 
about day after day, looking for butterflies, and night after night, 
looking for moths; and then she begged for their wings. But the day 
before, she had come into a part of the forest, she said, where there 
were multitudes of splendid butterflies flitting about, with wings which 
were just fit to make the eyes in the shoulders of hers; and she knew she 
could have as many of them as she liked for the asking; but as soon as 
she began to beg, there came a great creature right up to her, and threw 
her down, and walked over to her. When she got up, she saw the wood 
was full of these beings stalking about, and seeming to have nothing to 



248 Phantasies 

do with each other. As soon as ever she began to beg, one of them 
walked over her; till at last, in dismay, and in growing horror of the 
senseless creatures, she had run away to look for somebody to help her. 
I asked her what they were like. She said, like great men, made of 
wood, without knee or elbow-joints, and without any noses or mouths 
or eyes in their faces. I laughed at the little maiden, thinking she was 
making child’s game of me; but, although she burst out laughing too, 
she persisted in asserting the truth of her story. 

‘“Only come, knight, come and see; I will lead you.’ 
“So I armed myself, to be ready for anything that might happen, and 

followed the child; for, though I could make nothing of her story, I 
could see she was a little human being in need of some help or other. As 
she walked before me, I looked attentively at her. Whether or not it was 
from being so often knocked down and walked over, I could not tell, 
but her clothes were very much torn, and in several places her white 
skin was peeping through. I thought she was humpbacked; but on 
looking more closely, I saw, through the tatters of her frock—do not 
laugh at me—a bunch on each shoulder, of the most gorgeous colours. 
Looking yet more closely, I saw that they were of the shape of folded 
wings, and were made of all kinds of butterfly-wings and moth-wings, 
crowded together like the feathers on the individual butterfly pinion; 
but, like them, most beautifully arranged, and producing a perfect 
harmony of colour and shade. I could now more easily believe the rest 
of her story; especially as I saw, every now and then, a certain heaving 
motion in the wings, as if they longed to be uplifted and outspread. But 
beneath her scanty garments complete wings could not be concealed, 
and indeed, from her own story, they were yet unfinished. 

“After walking for two or three hours, (how the little girl found her 
way, I could not imagine) we came to a part of the forest, the very air of 
which was quivering with the motions of multitudes of resplendent 
butterflies; as gorgeous in colour, as if the eyes of peacock’s feathers 
had taken to flight, but of infinite variety of hue and form, only that the 
appearance of some kind of eye on each wing predominated. ‘There 
they are, there they are!’ cried the child, in a tone of victory mingled 
with terror. Except for this tone, I should have thought she referred to 
the butterflies, for I could see nothing else. But at that moment an 
enormous butterfly, whose wings had great eyes of blue surrounded by 
confused cloudy heaps of more dingy colouring, just like a break in the 
clouds on a stormy day towards evening, settled near us. The child 
instantly began murmuring: ‘Butterfly, butterfly, give me your wings;’ 
when, the moment after she fell to the ground, and began crying as if 
hurt. I drew my sword and heaved a great blow in the direction in 
which the child had fallen. It struck something, and instantly the most 
grotesque imitation of a man became visible. You see this Fairy Land is 
full of oddities and all sorts of incredibly ridiculous things, which a man 
is compelled to meet and treat as real existences, although all the time 
he feels foolish for doing so. This being, if being it could be called, was 
like a block of wood roughly hewn into the mere outlines of a man; and 
hardly so, for it had but head, body, legs, and arms—the head without a 
face, and the limbs utterly formless. I had hewn off one of its legs, but 
the two portions moved on as best they could, quite independent of 
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each other; so that I had done no good. I ran after it, and clove it in 
twain from the head downwards; but it could not be convinced that its 
vocation was not to walk over people; for, as soon as the little girl began 
her begging again, all three parts came bustling up; and if I had not 
interposed my weight between her and them, she would have been 
trampled again under them. I saw that something else must be done. If 
the wood was full of the creatures, it would be an endless work to chop 
them so small that they could do no injury; and then, besides, the parts 
would be so numerous, that the butterflies would be in danger from the 
drift of flying chips. I served this one so, however; and then told the girl 
to beg again, and point out the direction in which one was coming. I was 
glad to find, however, that I could now see him myself, and wondered 
how they could have been invisible before. I would not allow him to 
walk over the child; but while I kept him off, and she began begging 
again, another appeared; and it was all I could do, from the weight of 
my armour, to protect her from the stupid, persevering efforts of the 
two. But suddenly the right plan occurred to me. I tripped one of them 
up, and, taking him by the legs, set him up on his head, with his heels 
against a tree. I was delighted to find he could not move. Meantime the 
poor child was walked over by the other, but it was for the last time. 
Whenever one appeared, I followed the same plan—tripped him up 
and set him on his head; and so the little beggar was able to gather her 
wings without any trouble, which occupation she continued for several 
hours in my company.” 

“What became of her?” I asked. 
“I took her home with me to my castle, and she told me all her story; 

but it seemed to me, all the time, as if I were hearing a child talk in its 
sleep. I could not arrange her story in my mind at all, although it 
seemed to leave hers in some certain order of its own. My wife-” 

Here the Knight checked himself, and said no more. Neither did I 
urge the conversation farther. 

Thus we journeyed for several days, resting at night in such shelter as 
we could get; and when no better was to be had, lying in the forest 
under some tree, on a couch of old leaves. 

I loved the knight more and more. I believe never squire served his 
master with more care and joyfulness than I. I tended his horse; I 
cleaned his armour; my skill in the craft enabled me to repair it when 
necessary; I watched his needs; and was well repaid, for all, by the love 
itself which I bore him. 

“This,” I said to myself, “is a true man. I will serve him, and give him 
all worship, seeing in him the embodiment of what I would fain 
become. If I cannot be noble myself, I will yet be servant to his 
nobleness.” He, in return, soon showed me such signs of friendship and 
respect, as made my heart glad; and I felt that, after all, mine would be 
no lost life, if I might wait on him to the world’s end, although no smile 
but his should greet me, and no one but him should say, “Well done! he 
was a good servant!” at last. But I burned to do something more for him 
than the ordinary routine of a squire’s duty permitted. 

One afternoon, we began to observe an appearance of roads in the 
wood. Branches had been cut down, and openings made, where 
footsteps had worn no path below. These indications increased as we 
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passed on; till, at length, we came into a long, narrow avenue, formed 
by felling the trees in its line, as the remaining roots evidenced. At some 
little distance, on both hands, we observed signs of similar avenues, 
which appeared to converge with ours, towards one spot. Along these, 
we indistinctly saw several forms moving, which seemed, with ourselves, 
to approach the common centre. Our path brought us, at last, up to a 
wall of yew trees, growing close together, and intertwining their 
branches so, that nothing could be seen beyond it. An opening was cut 
in it like a door, and all the wall was trimmed smooth and perpendicu¬ 
lar. The knight dismounted, and waited till I had provided for his 
horse’s comfort; upon which we entered the place together. 

It was a great space, bare of trees, and enclosed by four walls of yew, 
similar to that through which we had entered. These trees grew to a 
very great height, and did not divide from each other till close to the 
top, where their summits formed a row of conical battlements all 
around the walls. The space contained was a parallelogram of great 
length. Along each of the two longer sides of the interior, were ranged 
three ranks of men, in white robes, standing silent and solemn, each 
with a sword by his side, although the rest of his costume and bearing 
was more priestly than soldierly. For some distance inwards, the space 
between these opposite rows was filled with a company of men and 
women and children, in holiday attire. The looks of all were directed 
inwards, towards the further end. Far beyond the crowd, in a long 
avenue, seeming to narrow in the distance, went the long rows of the 
white-robed men. On what the attention of the multitude was fixed, we 
could not tell, for the sun had set before we arrived, and it was growing 
dark within. It grew darker and darker. The multitude waited in 
silence. The stars began to shine down into the enclosure, and they 
grew brighter and larger every moment. A wind arose, and swayed the 
pinnacle of the tree-tops; and made a strange sound, half like music, 
half like moaning, through the close branches and leaves of the tree- 
walls. A young girl who stood beside me, clothed in the same dress as 
the priests, bowed her head, and grew pale with awe. 

The knight whispered to me, “How solemn it is! Surely they wait to 
hear the voice of a prophet. There is something good near!” 

But I, though somewhat shaken by the feeling expressed by my 
master, yet had an unaccountable conviction that here was something 
bad. So I resolved to be keenly on the watch for what should follow. 

Suddenly a great star, like a sun, appeared high in the air over the 
temple, illuminating it throughout; and a great song arose from the 
men in white, which went rolling round and round the building, now 
receding to the end, and now approaching, down the other side, the 
place where we stood. For some of the singers were regularly ceasing, 
and the next to them as regularly taking up the song; so that it crept 
onwards, with gradations produced by changes which could not 
themselves be detected, for only a few of those who were singing ceased 
at the same moment. The song paused; and I saw a company of six of 
the white-robed men walk up the centre of the human avenue, 
surrounding a youth gorgeously attired beneath his robe of white, and 
wearing a chaplet of flowers on his head. I followed them closely, with 
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my keenest observation; and, by accompanying their slow progress with 
my eyes, I was able to perceive more clearly what took place when they 
arrived at the other end. I knew that my sight was so much more keen 
than that of most people, that I had good reason to suppose I should 
see more than the rest could, at such a distance. At the farther end, a 
throne stood upon a platform, high above the heads of the surrounding 
priests. To this platform I saw the company begin to ascend, apparently 
by an inclined plane of gentle slope. The throne itself was elevated 
again, on a kind of square pedestal, to the top of which led a flight of 
steps. On the throne sat a majestic-looking figure, whose posture 
seemed to indicate a mixture of pride and benignity, as he looked down 
on the multitude below. The company ascended to the foot of the 
throne, where they all kneeled for some minutes; then they rose and 
passed round to the side of the pedestal upon which the throne stood. 
Here they crowded close behind the youth, putting him in the foremost 
place; and one of them opened a door in the pedestal, for the youth to 
enter. I was sure I saw him shrink back, and those crowding behind 
push him in. Then, again, arose a burst of song from the multitude in 
white, which lasted some time. When it ceased, a new company of seven 
commenced its march up the centre. As they advanced, I looked up at 
my master: his noble countenance was full of reverence and awe. 
Incapable of evil himself, he could scarcely suspect it in another, much 
less in a multitude such as this, and surrounded with such appearances 
of solemnity. I was certain it was the really grand accompaniments that 
overcame him; that the stars overhead, the dark towering tops of the 
yew-trees, and the wind that, like an unseen spirit, sighed through their 
branches, bowed his spirit to the belief, that in all these ceremonies lay 
some great mystical meaning, which, his humility told him, his igno¬ 
rance prevented him from understanding. 

More convinced than before, that there was evil here, I could not 
endure that my master should be deceived; that one like him, so pure 
and noble, should respect what, if my suspicions were true, was worse 
than the ordinary deceptions of priestcraft. I could not tell how far he 
might be led to countenance, and otherwise support their doings, 
before he should find cause to repent bitterly of his error. I watched the 
new procession yet more keenly, if possible, than the former. This time, 
the central figure was a girl; and, at the close, I observed, yet more 
indubitably, the shrinking back, and the crowding push. What hap¬ 
pened to the victims, I never learned; but I had learned enough, and I 
could bear it no longer. I stooped, and whispered to the young girl who 
stood by me, to lend me her white garment. I wanted it, that I might not 
be entirely out of keeping with the solemnity, but might have at least 
this help to passing unquestioned. She looked up, half-amused and 
half-bewildered, as if doubting whether I was in earnest or not. But in 
her perplexity, she permitted me to unfasten it, and slip it down from 
her shoulders. I easily got possession of it; and, sinking down on my 
knees in the crowd, I rose apparently in the habit of one of the 
worshippers. 

Giving my battle-axe to the girl, to hold in pledge for the return of 
her stole, for I wished to test the matter unarmed, and, if it was a man 
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that sat upon the throne, to attack him with hands bare, as I supposed 
his must be, I made my way through the crowd to the front, while the 
singing yet continued, desirous of reaching the platform while it was 
unoccupied by any of the priests. I was permitted to walk up the long 
avenue of white robes unmolested, though I saw questioning looks in 
many of the faces as I passed. I presume my coolness aided my passage; 
for I felt quite indifferent as to my own fate; not feeling, after the late 
events of my history, that I was at all worth taking care of; and enjoying, 
perhaps, something of an evil satisfaction, in the revenge I was thus 
taking upon the self which had fooled me so long. When I arrived on 
the platform, the song had just ceased, and I felt as if all were looking 
towards me. But instead of kneeling at its foot, I walked right up the 
stairs to the throne, laid hold of a great wooden image that seemed to sit 
upon it, and tried to hurl it from its seat. In this I failed at first, for I 
found it firmly fixed. But in dread lest, the first shock of amazement 
passing away, the guards would rush upon me before I had effected my 
purpose, I strained with all my might; and, with a noise as of the 
cracking, and breaking, and tearing of rotten wood, something gave 
way, and I hurled the image down the steps. Its displacement revealed a 
great hole in the throne, like the hollow of a decayed tree, going down 
apparently a great way. But I had no time to examine it, for as I looked 
into it, up out of it rushed a great brute like a wolf, but twice the size, 
and tumbled me headlong with itself, down the steps of the throne. As 
we fell, however, I caught it by the throat, and the moment we reached 
the platform, a struggle commenced, in which I soon got uppermost, 
with my hand upon its throat, and knee upon its heart. But now arose a 
wild cry of wrath and revenge and rescue. A universal hiss of steel, as 
every sword was swept from its scabbard, seemed to tear the very air in 
shreds. I heard the rush of hundreds towards the platform on which I 
knelt. I only tightened my grasp of the brute’s throat. His eyes were 
already starting from his head, and his tongue was hanging out. My 
anxious hope was, that, even after they had killed me, they would be 
unable to undo my gripe of his throat, before the monster was past 
breathing. I therefore threw all my will, and force, and purpose, into 
the grasping hand. I remember no blow. A faintness came over me, and 
my consciousness departed. 

CHAPTER XXIV 

We are ne’er like angels till our passions die. 

Deckar. 

This wretched Inn, where we scarce stay to bait, 
We call our Dwelling-Place: 

We call one Step a Race: 
But angels in their full enlightened state, 
Angels, who Live, and know what ’tis to Be, 

Who all the nonsense of our language see, 
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Who speak things, and our words, their ill-drawn pictures, scorn, 
When we, by a foolish figure, say, 
Behold an old man dead! then they 
Speak properly, and cry, Behold a man-child born! 

Cowley. 

I was dead, and right content. I lay in my coffin, with my hands folded 
in peace. The knight, and the lady I loved, wept over me. Her tears fell 
on my face. 

“Ah!” said the knight, “I rushed amongst them like a madman. I 
hewed them down like brushwood. Their swords battered on me like 
hail, but hurt me not. I cut a lane through to my friend. He was dead. 
But he had throttled the monster, and I had to cut the handful out of 
its throat, before I could disengage and carry off his body. They dared 
not molest me as I brought him back.” 

“He has died well,” said the lady. 
My spirit rejoiced. They left me to my repose. I felt as if a cool hand 

had been laid upon my heart, and had stilled it. My soul was like a 
summer evening, after a heavy fall of rain, when the drops are yet 
glistening on the trees in the last rays of the down-going sun, and the 
wind of the twilight has begun to blow. The hot fever of life had gone 
by, and I breathed the clear mountain-air of the land of Death. I had 
never dreamed of such blessedness. It was not that I had in any way 
ceased to be what I had been. The very fact that anything can die, 
implies the existence of something that cannot die; which must either 
take to itself another form, as when the seed that is sown dies, and 
arises again; or, in conscious existence, may perhaps, continue to lead a 
purely spiritual life. If my passions were dead, the souls of the passions, 
those essential mysteries of the spirit which had imbodied themselves in 
the passions, and had given to them all their glory and wonderment, yet 
lived, yet glowed, with a pure, undying fire. They rose above their 
vanishing earthly garments, and disclosed themselves angels of light. 
But oh, how beautiful beyond the old form! I lay thus for a time, and 
lived as it were an unradiating existence; my soul a motionless lake, that 
received all things and gave nothing back; satisfied in still con¬ 
templation, and spiritual consciousness. 

Ere long, they bore me to my grave. Never tired child lay down in his 
white bed, and heard the sound of his playthings being laid aside for 
the night, with a more luxurious satisfaction of repose than I knew, 
when I felt the coffin settle on the firm earth, and heard the sound of 
the falling mould upon its lid. It has not the same hollow rattle within 
the coffin, that it sends up to the edge of the grave. They buried me in 
no graveyard. They loved me too much for that, I thank them; but they 
laid me in the grounds of their own castle, amid many trees; where, as it 
was spring-time, were growing primroses, and blue bells, and all the 
families of the woods. 

Now that I lay in her bosom, the whole earth, and each of her many 
births, was as a body to me, at my will. I seemed to feel the great heart 
of the mother beating into mine, and feeding me with her own life, her 
own essential being and nature. I heard the footsteps of my friends 
above, and they sent a thrill through my heart. I knew that the helpers 
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had gone, and that the knight and the lady remained, and spoke low, 
gentle, tearful words of him who lay beneath the yet wounded sod. I 
rose into a single large primrose that grew by the edge of the grave, and 
from the window of its humble, trusting face, looked full in the 
countenance of the lady. I felt that I could manifest myself in the 
primrose; that it said a part of what I wanted to say; just as in the old 
time, I had used to betake myself to a song for the same end. The 
flower caught her eye. She stooped and plucked it, saying, “Oh, you 
beautiful creature!” and, lightly kissing it, put it in her bosom. It was the 
first kiss she had ever given me. But the flower soon began to wither, 
and I forsook it. 

It was evening. The sun was below the horizon; but his rosy beams yet 
illuminated a feathery cloud, that floated high above the world. I arose. 
I reached the cloud; and, throwing myself upon it, floated with it in 
sight of the sinking sun. He sank, and the cloud grew grey; but the 
greyness touched not my heart. It carried its rose-hue within; for now I 
could love without needing to be loved again. The moon came gliding 
up with all the past in her wan face. She changed my couch into a 
ghostly pallor, and threw all the earth below as to the bottom of a pale 
sea of dreams. But she could not make me sad. I knew now, that it is by 
loving, and not by being loved, that one can come nearest the soul of 
another; yea, that, where two love, it is the loving of each other, and not 
the being beloved by each other, that originates and perfects and 
assures their blessedness. I knew that love gives to him that loveth, 
power over any soul beloved, even if that soul know him not, bringing 
him inwardly close to that spirit; a power that cannot be but for good; 
for in proportion as selfishness intrudes, the love ceases, and the power 
which springs therefrom dies. Yet all love will, one day, meet with its 
return. All true love will, one day, behold its own image in the eyes of 
the beloved, and be humbly glad. This is possible in the realms of lofty 
Death. “Ah! my friends,” thought I, “how I will tend you, and wait 
upon you, and haunt you with my love.” 

My floating chariot bore me over a great city. Its faint dull sound 
steamed up into the air—a sound—how composed? “How many 
hopeless cries,” thought I, “and how many mad shouts go to make up 
the tumult, here so faint where I float in eternal peace, knowing that 
they will one day be stilled in the surrounding calm, and that despair 
dies into infinite hope, and that the seeming impossible there, is the law 
here! But, O pale-faced women, and gloomy-browed men, and forgot¬ 
ten children, how I will wait on you, and minister to you, and, putting 
my arms about you in the dark, think hope unto your hearts, when you 
fancy no one is near! Soon as my senses have all come back, and have 
grown accustomed to this new blessed life, I will be among you, with the 
love that healeth.” 

With this, a pang and a terrible shudder went through me; a writhing 
as of death convulsed me; and I became once again conscious of a more 
limited, even a bodily and earthly life. 
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CHAPTER XXV 

Unser Leben ist kein Traum, aber es soli und wird vielleicht einer werden. 
Novalis. 

Our life is no dream; but it ought to become one, and perhaps will. 

And on the ground, which is my modres gate, 
I knocke with my staf, erlich and late, 
And say to hire, Leve mother, let me in. 

Chaucer.—The Pardoneres Tale. 

Sinking from such a state of ideal bliss, into the world of shadows 
which again closed around and infolded me, my first dread was, not 
unnaturally, that my own shadow had found me again, and that my 
torture had commenced anew. It was a sad revulsion of feeling. This, 
indeed, seemed to correspond to what we think death is, before we die. 
Yet I felt within me a power of calm endurance to which I had hitherto 
been a stranger. For, in truth, that I should be able if only to think such 
things as I had been thinking, was an unspeakable delight. An hour of 
such peace made the turmoil of a life-time worth striving through. 

I found myself lying in the open air, in the early morning, before 
sunrise. Over me rose the summer heaven, expectant of the sun. The 
clouds already saw him, coming from afar; and soon every dew-drop 
would rejoice in his individual presence within it. I lay motionless for a 
few minutes; and then slowly rose and looked about me. I was on the 
summit of a little hill; a valley lay beneath, and a range of mountains 
closed up the view upon that side. But,to my horror, across the valley, 
and up the height of the opposing mountains, stretched, from my very 
feet, a hugely expanding shade. There it lay, long and large, dark and 
mighty. I turned away with a sick despair; when, lo! I beheld the sun 
just lifting his head above the eastern hill, and the shadow that fell from 
me, lay only where his beams fell not. I danced for joy. It was only the 
natural shadow, that goes with every man who walks in the sun. As he 
arose, higher and higher, the shadow-head sank down the side of the 
opposite hill, and crept in acrss the valley towards my feet. 

Now that I was so joyously delivered from this fear, I saw and 
recognized the country around me. In the valley below, lay my own 
castle, and the haunts of my childhood were all about me. I hastened 
home. My sisters received me with unspeakable joy; but I suppose they 
observed some change in me, for a kind of respect, with a slight touch 
of awe in it, mingled with their joy, and made me ashamed. They had 
been in great distress about me. On the morning of my disappearance, 
they had found the floor of my room flooded; and, all that day, a 
wondrous and nearly impervious mist had hung about the castle and 
grounds. I had been gone, they told me, twenty-one days. To me it 
seemed twenty-one years. Nor could I yet feel quite secure in my new 
experiences. When, at night, I lay down once more in my own bed, I 
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did not feel at all sure that when I awoke, I should not find myself in 
some mysterious region of Fairy Land. My dreams were incessant and 
perturbed; but when I did awake, I saw clearly that I was in my own 

home. 
My mind soon grew calm; and I began the duties of my new position, 

somewhat instructed, I hoped, by the adventures that had befallen me 
in Fairy Land. Could I translate the experience of my travels there, into 
common life? This was the question. Or must I live it all over again, and 
learn it all over again, in the other forms that belong to the world of 
men, whose experience yet runs parallel to that of Fairy Land? These 
questions I cannot yet answer. But I fear. > 

Even yet, I find myself looking round sometimes with anxiety, to see 
whether my shadow falls right away from the sun or no. I have never 
yet discovered any inclination to either side. And if I am not unfre- 
quently sad, I yet cast no more of a shade on the earth, than most men 
who have lived in it as long as 1.1 have a strange feeling sometimes, that 
I am a ghost, sent into the world to minister to my fellow-men, or, 
rather, to repair the wrongs I have already done. May the world be 
brighter for me, at least in those portions of it, where my darkness falls 
not. 

Thus I, who set out to find my Ideal, came back rejoicing that I had 
lost my Shadow. 

When the thought of the blessedness I experienced, after my death in 
Fairy Land, is too high for me to lay hold upon it and hope in it, I often 
think of the wise woman in the cottage, and of her solemn assurance 
that she knew something too good to be told. When I am oppressed by 
any sorrow or real perplexity, I often feel as if I had only left her 
cottage for a time, and would soon return out of the vision, into it again. 
Sometimes, on such occasions, I find myself, unconsciously almost, 
looking about for the mystic mark of red, with the vague hope of 
entering her door, and being comforted by her wise tenderness. I then 
console myself by saying: “I have come through the door of Dismay; 
and the way back from the world into which that has led me, is through 
my tomb. Upon that the red sign lies, and I shall find it one day, and be 

glad-” 
I will end my story with the relation of an incident which befell me a 

few days ago. I had been with my reapers, and, when they ceased their 
work at noon, I had lain down under the shadow of a great, ancient 
beech-tree, that stood on the edge of the field. As I lay, with my eyes 
closed, I began to listen to the sound of the leaves overhead. At first, 
they made sweet inarticulate music alone; but, by and by, the sound 
seemed to begin to take shape, and to be gradually moulding itself into 
words; till, at last, I seemed able to distinguish these, half-dissolved in a 
little ocean of circumfluent tones: “A great good is coming—is com¬ 
ing—is coming to thee, Anodos;” and so over and over again. I fancied 
that the sound reminded me of the voice of the ancient woman, in the 
cottage that was four-square. I opened my eyes, and, for a moment, 
almost believed that I saw her face, with its many wrinkles and its young 
eyes, looking at me from between two hoary branches of the beech 
overhead. But when I looked more keenly, I saw only twigs and leaves, 
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and the infinite sky, in tiny spots, gazing through between. Yet I know 
that good is coming to me—that good is always coming; though few 
have at all times the simplicity and the courage to believe it. What we 
call evil, is the only and best shape, which, for the person and his 
condition at the time, could be assumed by the best good. And so, 
Farewell. 





The Wood Beyond the World 

By William Morris 



“And when he awoke it was broad day, calm and bright 
and cloudless.” 

Aubrey Beardsley 



The Wood Beyond the World 
CHAPTER I 

Of Golden Walter and His Father 

A while ago there was a young man dwelling in a great and goodly city 
by the sea which had to name Langton on Holm. He was but of five and 
twenty winters, a fair-faced man, yellow-haired, tall and strong; rather 
wiser than foolisher than young men are mostly wont; a valiant youth, 
and a kind; not of many words but courteous of speech; no roisterer, 
nought masterful, but peaceable and knowing how to forbear: in a fray 
a perilous foe, and a trusty war-fellow. His father, with whom he was 
dwelling when this tale begins, was a great merchant, richer than a 
baron of the land, a head-man of the greatest of the Lineages of 
Langton, and a captain of the Porte; he was of the Lineage of the 
Goldings, therefore was he called Bartholomew Golden, and his son 
Golden Walter. 

Now ye may well deem that such a youngling as this was looked upon 
by all as a lucky man without a lack; but there was this flaw in his lot, 
whereas he had fallen into the toils of love of a woman exceeding fair, 
and had taken her to wife, she nought unwilling as it seemed. But when 
they had been wedded some six months he found by manifest tokens, 
that his fairness was not so much to her but that she must seek to the 
foulness of one worser than he in all ways; wherefore his rest departed 
from him, whereas he hated her for her untruth and her hatred of him; 
yet would the sound of her voice, as she came and went in the house, 
make his heart beat; and the sight of her stirred desire within him, so 
that he longed for her to be sweet and kind with him, and deemed that, 
might it be so, he should forget all the evil gone by. But it was not so; 
for ever when she saw him, her face changed, and her hatred of him 
became manifest, and howsoever she were sweet with others, with him 
she was hard and sour. 

So this went on a while till the chambers of his father’s house, yea the 
very streets of the city, became loathsome to him; and yet he called to 
mind that the world was wide and he but a young man. So on a day as 
he sat with his father alone, he spake to him and said: “Father, I was on 
the quays even now, and I looked on the ships that were nigh boun, and 
thy sign I saw on a tall ship that seemed to me nighest boun. Will it be 
long ere she sail?” 

“Nay,” said his father, “that ship, which hight the Katherine, will they 
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warp out of the haven in two days’ time. But why askest thou of her?” 
“The shortest word is best, father,” said Walter, “and this it is, that I 

would depart in the said ship and see other lands.” 
“Yea and whither, son?” said the merchant. 
“Whither she goeth,” said Walter, “for I am ill at ease at home, as 

thou wottest, father.” 
The merchant held his peace awhile, and looked hard on his son, for 

there was strong love between them; but at last he said: “Well, son, 
maybe it were best for thee; but maybe also we shall not meet again.” 

“Yet if we do meet, father, then shalt thou see a new man in me.” 
“Well,” said Bartholomew, “at least I know on whom to lay the loss of 

thee, and when thou art gone, for thou shalt have thine own way 
herein, she shall no longer abide in my house. Nay, but it were for the 
strife that should arise thenceforth betwixt her kindred and ours, it 
should go somewhat worse with her than that.” 

Said Walter: “I pray thee shame her not more than needs must be, 
lest, so doing, thou shame both me and thyself also.” 

Bartholomew held his peace again for a while; then he said: “Goeth 
she with child, my son?” 

Walter reddened, and said: “I wot not; nor of whom the child may 
be.” Then they both sat silent, till Bartholomew spake, saying: “The end 
of it is, son, that this is Monday, and that thou shalt go aboard in the 
small hours of Wednesday; and meanwhile I shall look to it that thou go 
not away empty-handed; the skipper of the Katherine is a good man 
and true, and knows the seas well; and my servant Robert the Low, who 
is clerk of the lading, is trustworthy and wise, and as myself in all 
matters that look towards chaffer. The Katherine is new and stout- 
builded, and should be lucky, whereas she is under the ward of her who 
is the saint called upon in the church where thou wert christened, and 
myself before thee; and thy mother, and my father and mother all lie 
under the chancel thereof, as thou wottest.” 

Therewith the elder rose up and went his ways about his business, 
and there was no more said betwixt him and his son on this matter. 

CHAPTER II 

Golden Walter Takes Ship to Sail the Seas 

When Walter went down to the Katherine next morning, there was 
the skipper Geoffrey, who did him reverence, and made him all cheer, 
and showed him his room aboard ship, and the plenteous goods which 
his father had sent down to the quays already, such haste as he had 
made. Walter thanked his father’s love in his heart, but otherwise took 
little heed to his affairs, but wore away the time about the haven, gazing 
listlessly on the ships that were making them ready outward, or 
unlading, and the mariners and aliens coming and going: and all these 
were to him as the curious images woven on a tapestry. 

At last when he had wellnigh come back again to the Katherine, he 
saw there a tall ship, which he had scarce noted before, a ship all-boun, 
which had her boats out, and men sitting to the oars thereof ready to 
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tow her outwards when the hawser should be cast off, and by seeming 
her mariners were but abiding for some one or other to come aboard. 

So Walter stood idly watching the said ship, and as he looked, lo! folk 
passing him toward the gangway. These were three; first came a dwarf, 
dark-brown of hue and hideous, with long arms and ears exceeding 
great and dog-teeth that stuck out like the fangs of a wild beast. He was 
clad in a rich coat of yellow silk, and bare in his hand a crooked bow, 
and was girt with a broad sax. 

After him came a maiden, young by seeming, of scarce twenty 
summers; fair of face as a flower; grey-eyed, brown-haired, with lips 
full and red, slim and gentle of body. Simple was her array, of a short 
and strait green gown, so that on her right ankle was clear to see an iron 
ring. 

Last of the three was a lady, tall and stately, so radiant of visage and 
glorious of raiment, that it were hard to say what like she was; for scarce 
might the eye gaze steady upon her exceeding beauty; yet must every 
son of Adam who found himself anigh her, lift up his eyes again after 
he had dropped them, and look again on her, and yet again and yet 
again. Even so did Walter, and as the three passed by him, it seemed to 
him as if all the other folk there about had vanished and were nought; 
nor had he any vision before his eyes of any looking on them, save 
himself alone. They went over the gangway into the ship, and he saw 
them go along the deck till they came to the house on the poop, and 
entered it, and were gone from his sight. 

There he stood staring, till little by little the thronging people of the 
quays came into his eye-shot again; then he saw how the hawser was cast 
off and the boats fell to tugging the big ship toward the harbour-mouth 
with hale and how of men. Then the sail fell down from the yard and 
was sheeted home and filled with the fair wind as the ship’s bows ran up 
on the first green wave outside the haven. Even therewith the shipmen 
cast abroad a banner, whereon was done in a green field a grim wolf 
ramping up against a maiden, and so went the ship upon her way. 

Walter stood awhile staring at her empty place where the waves ran 
into the haven-mouth, and then turned aside and toward the Ka¬ 
therine; and at first he was minded to go ask shipmaster Geoffrey of 
what he knew concerning the said ship and her alien wayfarers; but 
then it came into his mind, that all this was but an imagination or dream 
of the day, and that he were best to leave it untold to any. So therewith 
he went his way from the water-side, and through the streets unto his 
father’s house; but when he was but a little way thence, and the door 
was before him, him-seemed for a moment of time that he beheld those 
three coming out down the steps of stone and into the street; to wit the 
dwarf, the maiden, and the stately lady: but when he stood still to abide 
their coming, and looked toward them, lo! there was nothing before 
him save the goodly house of Bartholomew Golden, and three children 
and a cur dog playing about the steps thereof, and about him were four 
or five passers-by going about their business. Then was he all confused 
in his mind, and knew not what to make of it, whether those whom he 
had seemed to see pass aboard ship were but images of a dream, or 
children of Adam in very flesh. 

Howsoever, he entered the house, and found his father in the 



264 The Wood Beyond the World 

chamber, and fell to speech with him about their matters; but for all 
that he loved his father, and worshipped him as a wise and valiant man, 
yet at that hour he might not hearken the words of his mouth, so much 
was his mind entangled in the thought of those three, and they were 
ever before his eyes, as if they had been painted on a table by the best of 
limners. And of the two women he thought exceeding much, and cast 
no wyte upon himself for running after the desire of strange women. 
For he said to himself that he desired not either of the twain; nay, he 
might not tell which of the twain, the maiden or the stately queen, were 
clearest to his eyes; but sore he desired to see both of them again, and to 
know what they were. 

So wore the hours till the Wednesday morning, and it was time that 
he should bid farewell to his father and get aboard ship; but his father 
led him down to the quays and on to the Katherine, and there Walter 
embraced him, not without tears and forebodings; for his heart was 
full. Then presently the old man went aland; the gangway was 
unshipped, the hawsers cast off; the oars of the towing-boats splashed 
in the dark water, the sail fell down from the yard, and was sheeted 
home, and out plunged the Katherine into the misty sea and rolled up 
the grey slopes, casting abroad her ancient withal, whereon was beaten 
the token of Bartholomew Golden, to wit a B and a G to the right and 
the left, and thereabove a cross and a triangle rising from the midst. 

Walter stood on the stern and beheld, yet more with the mind of him 
than with his eyes; for it all seemed but the double of what the other 
ship had done; and he thought of it as if the twain were as beads strung 
on one string and led away by it into the same place, and thence to go in 
the like order, and so on again and again, and never to draw nigher to 
each other. 

CHAPTER III 

Walter Heareth Tidings of the Death of His Father 

Fast sailed the Katherine over the seas, and nought befell to tell of, 
either to herself or her crew. She came to one cheaping-town and then 
to another, and so on to a third and a fourth; and at each was buying 
and selling after the manner of chapmen; and Walter not only looked 
on the doings of his father’s folk, but lent a hand, what he might, to 
help them in all matters, whether it were in seaman’s craft, or in 
chaffer. And the further he went and the longer the time wore, the 
more he was eased of his old trouble wherein his wife and her treason 
had to do. 

But as for the other trouble, to wit his desire and longing to come up 
with those three, it yet flickered before him; and though he had not 
seen them again as one sees people in the streets, and as if he might 
touch them if he would, yet were their images often before his mind’s 
eye; and yet, as time wore, not so often, not so troublously; and 
forsooth both to those about him and to himself, he seemed as a man 
well healed of his melancholy mood. 
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Now they left that fourth stead, and sailed over the seas and came to 
a fifth, a very great and fair city, which they had made more than seven 
months from Langton on Holm; and by this time was Walter taking 
heed and joyance in such things as were toward in that fair city, so far 
from his kindred, and especially he looked on the fair women there, 
and desired them, and loved them; but lightly, as befalleth young men. 

Now this was the last country whereto the Katherine was boun; so 
there they abode some ten months in daily chaffer, and in pleasuring 
them in beholding all that there was of rare and goodly, and making 
merry with the merchants and the towns-folk, and the country-folk 
beyond the gates, and Walter was grown as busy and gay as a strong 
young man is like to be, and was as one who would fain be of some 
account amongst his own folk. 

But at the end of this while, it befell on a day, as he was leaving his 
hostel for his booth in the market, and had the door in his hand, there 
stood before him three mariners in the guise of his own country, and 
with them was one of clerkly aspect, whom he knew at once for his 
father’s scrivener, Arnold Penstrong by name; and when Walter saw 
him his heart failed him and he cried out: “Arnold, what tidings? Is all 
well with the folk at Langton?” 

Said Arnold: “Evil tidings are come with me; matters are ill with thy 
folk; for I may not hide that thy father, Bartholomew Golden, is dead, 
God rest his soul.” 

At that word it was to Walter as if all that trouble which but now had 
sat so light upon him, was once again fresh and heavy, and that his past 
life of the last few months had never been; and it was to him as if he saw 
his father lying dead on his bed, and heard the folk lamenting about the 
house. He held his peace awhile, and then he said in a voice of an angry 
man: “What, Arnold! and did he die in his bed, or how? for he was 
neither old nor ailing when we parted.” 

Said Arnold: “Yea, in his bed he died: but first he was somewhat 
sword-bitten.” 

“Yea, and how?” quoth Walter. 
Said Arnold: “When thou wert gone, in a few days’ wearing, thy 

father sent thy wife out of his house back to her kindred of the 
Reddings with no honour, and yet with no such shame as might have 
been, without blame to us of those who knew the tale of thee and her; 
which, God-a-mercy, will be pretty much the whole of the city. 

“Nevertheless, the Reddings took it amiss, and would have a mote with 
us Goldings to talk of booting. By ill-luck we yea-said that for the saving of 
the city’s peace. But what betid? We met in our Gild-hall, and there befell 
the talk between us; and in that talk certain words could not be hidden, 
though they were none too seemly nor too meek. And the said words once 
spoken drew forth the whetted steel; and there then was the hewing and 
thrusting! Two of ours were slain outright on the floor, and four of theirs, 
and many were hurt on either side. Of these was thy father, for as thou 
mayst well deem, he was nought backward in the fray; but despite his 
hurts, two in the side and one on the arm, he went home on his own feet, 
and we deemed that we had come to our above. But well-a-way! it was an 
evil victory, whereas in ten days he died of his hurts. God have his soul! 
But now, my master, thou mayst well wot that I am not come to tell thee 
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this only, but moreover to bear the word of the kindred, to wit that thou 
come back with me straightway in the swift cutter which hath borne me 
and the tidings; and thou mayst look to it, that though she be swift and 
light, she is a keel full weatherly.” 

Then said Walter: “This is a bidding of war. Come back will I, and 
the Reddings shall wot of my coming. Are ye all-boun?” 

“Yea,” said Arnold, “we may up anchor this very day, or to-morrow 
morn at latest. But what aileth thee, master, that thou starest so wild 
over my shoulder? I pray thee take it not so much to heart! Ever it is the 
wont of fathers to depart this world before their sons.” 

But Walter’s visage from wrathful red had become pale, and he 
pointed up street, and cried out: “Look! dost thou see?” 

“See what, master?” quoth Arnold: “what! here cometh an ape in gay 
raiment; belike the beast of some jongleur. Nay, by God’s wounds! ’tis a 
man, though he be exceeding mis-shapen like a very devil. Yea and now 
there cometh a pretty maid going as if she were of his meney; and lo! 
here, a most goodly and noble lady! Yea, I see; and doubtless she 
owneth both the two, and is of the greatest of the folk of this fair city; 
for on the maiden’s ankle I saw an iron ring, which betokeneth 
thralldom amongst these aliens. But this is strange! for notest thou not 
how the folk in the street heed not this quaint show; nay not even the 
stately lady, though she be as lovely as a goddess of the gentiles, and 
beareth on her gems that would buy Langton twice over; surely they 
must be over-wont to strange and gallant sights. But now, master, but 
now!” 

“Yea, what is it?” said Walter. 
“Why, master, they should not yet be gone out of eyeshot, yet gone 

they are. What is become of them, are they sunk into the earth?” 
“Tush, man!” said Walter, looking not on Arnold, but still staring 

down the street; “they have gone into some house while thine eyes were 
turned from them a moment.” 

“Nay, master, nay,” said Arnold, “mine eyes were not off them one 
instant of time.” 

“Well,” said Walter, somewhat snappishly, “they are gone now, and 
what have we to do to heed such toys, we with all this grief and strife on 
our hands? Now would I be alone to turn the matter of thine errand 
over in my mind. Meantime do thou tell the shipmaster Geoffrey and 
our other folk of these tidings, and thereafter get thee all ready; and 
come hither to me before sunrise to-morrow, and I shall be ready for 
my part; and so sail we back to Langton.” 

Therewith he turned him back into the house, and the others went 
their ways; but Walter sat alone in his chamber a long while, and 
pondered these things in his mind. And whiles he made up his mind 
that he would think no more of the vision of those three, but would fare 
back to Langton, and enter into the strife with the Reddings and quell 
them, or die else. But lo, when he was quite steady in this doom, and his 
heart was lightened thereby, he found that he thought no more of the 
Reddings and their strife, but as matters that were passed and done 
with, and that now he was thinking and devising if by any means he 
might find out in what land dwelt those three. And then again he strove 
to put that from him, saying that what he had seen was but meet for one 
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brainsick, and a dreamer of dreams. But furthermore he thought, Yea, 
and was Arnold, who this last time had seen the images of those three, a 
dreamer of waking dreams? for he was nought wonted in such wise; 
then thought he: At least I am well content that he spake to me of their 
likeness, not I to him; for so I may tell that there was at least something 
before my eyes which grew not out of mine own brain. And yet again, 
why should I follow them; and what should I get by it; and indeed how 
shall I set about it? 

Thus he turned the matter over and over; and at last, seeing that if he 
grew no foolisher over it, he grew no wiser, he became weary thereof, 
and bestirred him, and saw to the trussing up of his goods, and made all 
ready for his departure, and so wore the day and slept at nightfall; and 
at daybreak comes Arnold to lead him to their keel, which hight the 
Bartholomew. He tarried nought, and with few farewells went aboard 
ship, and an hour after they were in the open sea with the ship’s head 
turned toward Langton on Holm. 

CHAPTER IV 

Storm Befalls the Bartholomew, and She Is Driven 
off Her Course 

Now swift sailed the Bartholomew for four weeks toward the north¬ 
west with a fair wind, and all was well with ship and crew. Then the 
wind died out on even of a day, so that the ship scarce made way at all, 
though she rolled in a great swell of the sea, so great, that it seemed to 
ridge all the main athwart. Moreover down in the west was a great bank 
of cloud huddled up in haze, whereas for twenty days past the sky had 
been clear, save for a few bright white clouds flying before the wind. 
Now the shipmaster, a man right cunning in his craft, looked long on 
sea and sky, and then turned and bade the mariners take in sail and be 
right heedful. And when Walter asked him what he looked for, and 
wherefore he spake not to him thereof, he said surlily: “Why should I 
tell thee what any fool can see without telling, to wit that there is 
weather to hand?” 

So they abode what should befall, and Walter went to his room to 
sleep away the uneasy while, for the night was now fallen; and he knew 
no more till he was waked up by great hubbub and clamour of the 
shipmen, and the whipping of ropes, and thunder of flapping sails, and 
the tossing and weltering of the ship withal. But, being a very stout¬ 
hearted young man, he lay still in his room, partly because he was a 
landsman, and had no mind to tumble about amongst the shipmen and 
hinder them; and withal he said to himself: What matter whether I go 
down to the bottom of the sea, or come back to Langton, since either 
way my life or my death will take away from me the fulfilment of 
desire? Yet soothly if there hath been a shift of wind, that is not so ill; 
for then shall we be driven to other lands, and so at the least our home¬ 
coming shall be delayed, and other tidings may hap amidst of our 
tarrying. So let all be as it will. 
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So in a little while, in spite of the ship’s wallowing and the tumult of 
the wind and waves, he fell asleep again, and woke no more till it was 
full daylight, and there was the shipmaster standing in the door of his 
room, the sea-water all streaming from his wet-weather raiment. He 
said to Walter: “Young master, the sele of the day to thee! For by good 
hap we have gotten into another day. Now I shall tell thee that we have 
striven to beat, so as not to be driven off our course, but all would not 
avail, wherefore for these three hours we have been running before the 
wind; but, fair sir, so big hath been the sea that but for our ship being of 
the stoutest, and our men all yare, we had all grown exceeding wise 
concerning the ground of the mid-main. Praise be to St. Nicholas and 
all Hallows! for though ye shall presently look upon a new sea, and 
maybe a new land to boot, yet is that better than looking on the ugly 
things down below.” 

“Is all well with ship and crew then?” said Walter. 
“Yea forsooth,” said the shipmaster; “verily the Bartholomew is the 

darling of Oak Woods; come up and look at it, how she is dealing with 
wind and waves all free from fear.” 

So Walter did on his foul-weather raiment, and went up on to the 
quarter-deck, and there indeed was a change of days; for the sea was 
dark and tumbling mountain-high, and the white-horses were running 
down the valleys thereof, and the clouds drave low over all, and bore a 
scud of rain along with them; and though there was but a rag of sail on 
her, the ship flew before the wind, rolling a great wash of water from 
bulwark to bulwark. 

Walter stood looking on it all awhile, holding on by a stay-rope, and 
saying to himself that it was well that they were driving so fast toward 
new things. 

Then the shipmaster came up to him and clapped him on the 
shoulder and said: “Well, shipmate, cheer up! and now come below 
again and eat some meat, and drink a cup with me.” 

So Walter went down and ate and drank, and his heart was lighter 
than it had been since he had heard of his father’s death, and the feud 
awaiting him at home, which forsooth he had deemed would stay his 
wanderings a weary while, and therewithal his hopes. But now it 
seemed as if he needs must wander, would he, would he not; and so it 
was that even this fed his hope; so sore his heart clung to that desire of 
his to seek home to those three that seemed to call him unto them. 

CHAPTER V 

Now They Come to a New Land 

Three days they drave before the wind, and on the fourth the clouds 
lifted, the sun shone out and the offing was clear; the wind had much 
abated, though it still blew a breeze, and was a head wind for sailing 
toward the country of Langton. So then the master said that, since they 
were bewildered, and the wind so ill to deal with, it were best to go still 
before the wind that they might make some land and get knowledge of 
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their whereabouts from the folk thereof. Withal he said that he deemed 
the land not to be very far distant. 

So did they, and sailed on pleasantly enough, for the weather kept on 
mending, and the wind fell till it was but a light breeze, yet still foul for 
Langton. 

So wore three days, and on the eve of the third, the man from the 
topmast cried out that he saw land ahead; and so did they all before the 
sun was quite set, though it were but a cloud no bigger than a man’s 
hand. 

When night fell they struck not sail, but went forth toward the land 
fair and softly; for it was early summer, so that the nights were neither 
long nor dark. 

But when it was broad daylight, they opened a land, a long shore of 
rocks and mountains, and nought else that they could see at first. 
Nevertheless as day wore and they drew nigher, first they saw how the 
mountains fell away from the sea, and were behind a long wall of sheer 
cliff; and coming nigher yet, they beheld a green plain going up after a 
little in green bents and slopes to the feet of the said cliff-wall. 

No city nor haven did they see there, not even when they were far 
nigher to the land; nevertheless, whereas they hankered for the peace 
of the green earth after all the tossing and unrest of the sea, and 
whereas also they doubted not to find at the least good and fresh water, 
and belike other bait in the plain under the mountains, they still sailed 
on not unmerrily; so that by nightfall they cast anchor in five-fathom 
water hard by the shore. 

Next morning they found that they were lying a little way off the 
mouth of a river not right great; so they put out their boats and towed 
the ship up into the said river, and when they had gone up it for a mile 
or thereabouts they found the sea water failed, for little was the ebb and 
flow of the tide on that coast. Then was the river deep and clear, 
running between smooth grassy land like to meadows. Also on their left 
board they saw presently three head of neat cattle going, as if in a 
meadow of a homestead in their own land, and a few sheep; and 
thereafter, about a bow-draught from the river, they saw a little house 
of wood and straw-thatch under a wooded mound, and with orchard 
trees about it. They wondered little thereat, for they knew no cause why 
that land should not be builded, though it were in the far outlands. 
However, they drew their ship up to the bank, thinking that they would 
at least abide awhile and ask tidings and have some refreshing of the 
green plain, which was so lovely and pleasant. 

But while they were busied herein they saw a man come out of the 
house, and down to the river to meet them; and they soon saw that he 
was tall and old, long-hoary of hair and beard, and clad mostly in the 
skins of beasts. 

He drew nigh without any fear or mistrust, and coming close to them 
gave them the sele of the day in a kindly and pleasant voice. The 
shipmaster greeted him in his turn, and said withal: “Old man, art thou 
the king of this country?” 

The elder laughed; “It hath had none other a long while,” said he; 
“and at least there is no other son of Adam here to gainsay.” 

“Thou art alone here then?” said the master. 
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“Yea,” said the old man; “save for the beasts of the held and the 
wood, and the creeping things, and fowl. Wherefore it is sweet to me to 
hear your voices.” 

Said the master: “Where be the other houses of the town?” 
The old man laughed. Said he: “When I said that I was alone, I 

meant that I was alone in the land and not only alone in this stead. 
There is no house save this betwixt the sea and the dwellings of the 
Bears, over the cliff-wall yonder, yet and a long way over it.” 

“Yea,” quoth the shipmaster grinning, “and be the bears of thy 
country so manlike, that they dwell in builded houses?” 

The old man shook his head. “Sir,” said he, “as to their bodily 
fashion, it is altogether manlike, save that they be one and all higher 
and bigger than most. For they be bears only in name; they be a nation 
of half wild men; for I have been told by them that there be many more 
than that tribe whose folk I have seen, and that they spread wide about 
behind these mountains from east to west. Now, sir, as to their souls and 
understandings I warrant them not; for miscreants they be, trowing 
neither in God nor his hallows.” 

Said the master: “Trow they in Mahound then?” 
“Nay,” said the elder, “I wot not for sure that they have so much as a 

false God; though I have it from them that they worship a certain 
woman with mickle worship.” 

Then spake Walter: “Yea, good sir, and how knowest thou that? dost 
thou deal with them at all?” 

Said the old man: “Whiles some of that folk come hither and have of 
me what I can spare; a calf or two, or a half-dozen of lambs or hoggets; 
or a skin of wine or cyder of mine own making: and they give me in 
return such things as I can use, as skins of hart and bear and other 
peltries; for now I am old, I can but little of the hunting hereabout. 
Whiles, also, they bring little lumps of pure copper, and would give me 
gold also, but it is of little use in this lonely land. Sooth to say, to me 
they are not masterful or rough-handed; but glad am I that they have 
been here but of late, and are not like to come again this while; for 
terrible they are of aspect, and whereas ye be aliens, belike they would 
not hold their hands from off you; and moreover ye have weapons and 
other matters which they would covet sorely.” 

Quoth the master: “Since thou dealest with these wild men, will ye 
not deal with us in chaffer? For whereas we are come from long travel, 
we hanker after fresh victual, and here aboard are many things which 
were for thine avail.” 

Said the old man: “All that I have is yours, so that ye do but leave me 
enough till my next ingathering: of wine and cyder, such as it is, I have 
plenty for your service; ye may drink it till it is all gone, if ye will: a little 
corn and meal I have, but not much; yet are ye welcome thereto, since 
the standing corn in my garth is done blossoming, and I have other 
meat. Cheeses have I and dried fish; take what ye will thereof. But as to 
my neat and sheep, if ye have sore need of any, and will have them, I 
may not say you nay: but I pray you if ye may do without them, not to 
take my milch-beasts or their engenderers; for, as ye have heard me 
say, the Bear-folk have been here but of late, and they have had of me 
all I might spare: but now let me tell you, if ye long after flesh-meat, 
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that there is venison of hart and hind, yea, and of buck and doe, to be 
had on this plain, and about the little woods at the feet of the rock-wall 
yonder: neither are they exceeding wild; for since I may not take them, 
I scare them not, and no other man do they see to hurt them; for the 
Bear-folk come straight to my house, and fare straight home thence. 
But I will lead you the nighest way to where the venison is easiest to be 
gotten. As to the wares in your ship, if ye will give me aught I will take it 
with a good will; and chiefly if ye have a fair knife or two and a roll of 
linen cloth, that were a good refreshment to me. But in any case what I 
have to give is free to you and welcome.” 

The shipmaster laughed: “Friend,” said he, “we can thee mickle 
thanks for all that thou biddest us. And wot well that we be no lifters or 
sea-thieves to take thy livelihood from thee. So to-morrow, if thou wilt, 
we will go with thee and upraise the hunt, and meanwhile we will come 
aland, and walk on the green grass, and water our ship with thy good 
fresh water.” 

So the old carle went back to his house to make them ready what 
cheer he might, and the shipmen, who were twenty and one, all told, 
what with the mariners and Arnold and Walter’s servants, went ashore, 
all but two who watched the ship and abode their turn. They went well- 
weaponed, for both the master and Walter deemed wariness wisdom, 
lest all might not be so good as it seemed. They took of their sail-cloths 
ashore, and tilted them in on the meadow betwixt the house and the 
ship, and the carle brought them what he had for their avail, of fresh 
fruits, and cheeses, and milk, and wine, and cyder, and honey, and 
there they feasted nowise ill, and were right fain. 

CHAPTER VI 

The Old Man Tells Walter of Himself. Walter Sees a 

Shard in the Cliff-wall 

But when they had done their meat and drink the master and the 
shipmen went about the watering of the ship, and the others strayed off 
along the meadow, so that presently Walter was left alone with the 
carle, and fell to speech with him and said: “Father, meseemeth thou 
shouldest have some strange tale to tell, and as yet we have asked thee 
of nought save meat for our bellies: now if I ask thee concerning thy 
life, and how thou earnest hither, and abided here, wilt thou tell me 
aught?” 

The old man smiled on him and said: “Son, my tale were long to tell; 
and mayhappen concerning much thereof my memory should fail me; 
and withal there is grief therein, which I were loth to awaken: 
nevertheless if thou ask, I will answer as I may, and in any case will tell 
thee nought save the truth.” 

Said Walter: “Well then, hast thou been long here?” 
“Yea,” said the carle, “since I was a young man, and a stalwarth 

knight.” 
Said Walter: “This house, didst thou build it, and raise these garths, 
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and plant orchard and vineyard, and gather together the neat and the 
sheep, or did some other do all this for thee?” 

Said the carle: “I did none of all this; there was one here before me, 
and I entered into his inheritance, as though this were a lordly manor, 
with a fair castle thereon, and all well stocked and plenished.” 

Said Walter: “Didst thou find thy foregoer alive here?” 
“Yea,” said the elder, “yet he lived but for a little while after I came to 

him.” 
He was silent a while, and then he said: “I slew him: even so would he 

have it, though I bade him a better lot.” 
Said Walter: “Didst thou come hither of thine own will?” 
“Mayhappen,” said the carle; “who knoweth? Now have I no will to 

do either this or that. It is wont that maketh me do, or refrain.” 
Said Walter: “Tell me this; why didst thou slay the man? did he any 

scathe to thee?” 
Said the elder: “When I slew him, I deemed that he was doing me all 

scathe: but now I know that it was not so. Thus it was: I would needs go 
where he had been before, and he stood in the path against me; and I 
overthrew him, and went on the way I would.” 

“What came thereof?” said Walter. 
“Evil came of it,” said the carle. 
Then was Walter silent a while, and the old man spake nothing; but 

there came a smile in his face that was both sly and somewhat sad. 
Walter looked on him and said: “Was it from hence that thou wouldst 
go that road?” 

“Yea,” said the carle. 
Said Walter: “And now wilt thou tell me what that road was; whither 

it went and whereto it led, that thou must needs wend it, though thy 
first stride were over a dead man?” 

“I will not tell thee,” said the carle. 
Then they held their peace, both of them, and thereafter got on to 

other talk of no import. 
So wore the day till night came; and they slept safely, and on the 

morrow after they had broken their fast, the more part of them set off 
with the carle to the hunting, and they went, all of them, a three hours’ 
faring towards the foot of the cliffs, which was all grown over with 
coppice, hazel and thorn, with here and there a big oak or ash-tree; 
there it was, said the old man, where the venison was most and best. 

Of their hunting need nought be said, saving that when the carle had 
put them on the track of the deer and shown them what to do, he came 
back again with Walter, who had no great lust for the hunting, and 
sorely longed to have some more talk with the said carle. He for his part 
seemed nought loth thereto, and so led Walter to a mound or hillock 
amidst the clear of the plain, whence all was to be seen save where the 
wood covered it; but just before where they now lay down there was no 
wood, save low bushes, betwixt them and the rock-wall; and Walter 
noted that whereas otherwhere, save in one place whereto their eyes 
were turned, the cliffs seemed wellnigh or quite sheer, or indeed in 
some places beetling over, in that said place they fell away from each 
other on either side; and before this sinking was a slope or scree, that 
went gently up toward the sinking of the wall. Walter looked long and 
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earnestly at this place, and spake nought, till the carle said: “What! thou 
hast found something before thee to look on. What is it then?” 

Quoth Walter: “Some would say that where yonder slopes run 
together up towards that sinking in the cliff-wall there will be a pass into 
the country beyond.” 

The carle smiled and said: “Yea, son; nor, so saying, would they err; 
for that is the pass into the Bear-country, whereby those huge men 
come down to chaffer with me.” 

“Yea,” said Walter; and therewith he turned him a little, and scanned 
the rock-wall, and saw how a few miles from that pass it turned 
somewhat sharply toward the sea, narrowing the plain much there, till it 
made a bight, the face whereof looked wellnigh north, instead of west, 
as did the more part of the wall. And in the midst of that northern¬ 
looking bight was a dark place which seemed to Walter like a downright 
shard in the cliff. For the face of the wall was of a bleak grey, and it was 
but little furrowed. 

So then Walter spake: “Lo, old friend, there yonder is again a place 
that meseemeth is a pass; whereunto doth that one lead?” And he 
pointed to it: but the old man did not follow the pointing of his finger, 
but, looking down on the ground, answered confusedly, and said: 

“Maybe: I wot not. I deem that it also leadeth into the Bear-country 
by a roundabout road. It leadeth into the far land.” 

Walter answered nought: for a strange thought had come uppermost 
in his mind, that the carle knew far more than he would say of that pass, 
and that he himself might be led thereby to find the wondrous three. 
He caught his breath hardly, and his heart knocked against his ribs; but 
he refrained from speaking for a long while; but at last he spake in a 
sharp hard voice, which he scarce knew for his own: “Father, tell me, I 
adjure thee by God and All-hallows, was is through yonder shard that 
the road lay, when thou must needs make thy first stride over a dead 
man?” 

The old man spake not a while, then he raised his head, and looked 
Walter full in the eyes, and said in a steady voice: “NO, IT WAS NOT.” 
Thereafter they sat looking at each other a while; but at last Walter 
turned his eyes away, but knew not what they beheld nor where he was, 
but he was as one in a swoon. For he knew full well that the carle had 
lied to him, and that he might as well have said aye as no, and told him, 
that it verily was by that same shard that he had stridden over a dead 
man. Nevertheless he made as little semblance thereof as he might, and 
presently came to himself, and fell to talking of other matters, that had 
nought to do with the adventures of the land. But after a while he spake 
suddenly, and said: “My master, I was thinking of a thing.” 

“Yea, of what?” said the carle. 
“Of this,” said Walter; “that here in this land be strange adventures 

toward, and that if we, and I in especial, were to turn our backs on 
them, and go home with nothing done, it were pity of our lives: for all 
will be dull and deedless there. I was deeming it were good if we tried 
the adventure.” 

“What adventure?” said the old man, rising up on his elbow and 
staring sternly on him. 

Said Walter: “The wending yonder pass to the eastward, whereby the 
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huge men come to thee from out of the Bear-country; that we might see 
what should come thereof.” 

The carle leaned back again, and smiled and shook his head, and 
spake: “That adventure were speedily proven: death would come of it, 
my son.” 

“Yea, and how?” said Walter. 
The carle said: “The big men would take thee, and offer thee up as a 

blood-offering to that woman, who is their Mawmet. And if ye go all, 
then shall they do the like with all of you.” 

Said Walter: “Is that sure?” 
“Dead sure,” said the carle. 
“How knowest thou this?” said Walter. 
“I have been there myself,” said the carle. 
“Yea,” said Walter, “but thou earnest away whole.” 
“Art thou sure thereof?” said the carle. 
“Thou art alive yet, old man,” said Walter, “for I have seen thee eat 

thy meat, which ghosts use not to do.” And he laughed. 
But the old man answered soberly: “If I escaped, it was by this, that 

another woman saved me, and not often shall that befall. Nor wholly 
was I saved; my body escaped forsooth. But where is my soul? Where is 
my heart, and my life? Young man, I rede thee, try no such adventure; 
but go home to thy kindred if thou canst. Moreover, wouldst thou fare 
alone? The others shall hinder thee.” 

Said Walter: “I am the master; they shall do as I bid them: besides, 
they will be well pleased to share my goods amongst them if I give them 
a writing to clear them of all charges which might be brought against 
them.” 

“My son! my son!” said the carle, “I pray thee go not to thy death!” 
Walter heard him silently, but as if he were persuaded to refrain; and 

then the old man fell to, and told him much concerning this Bear-folk 
and their customs, speaking very freely of them; but Walter’s ears were 
scarce open to this talk: whereas he deemed that he should have nought 
to do with those wild men; and he durst not ask again concerning the 
country whereto led the pass on the northward. 

CHAPTER VII 

Walter Comes to the Shard in the Rock-wall 

As they were in converse thus, they heard the hunters blowing on 
their horns all together; whereon the old man arose, and said: “I deem 
by the blowing that the hunt will be over and done, and that they be 
blowing on their fellows who have gone scatter-meal about the wood. It 
is now some five hours after noon, and thy men will be getting back with 
their venison, and will be fainest of the victuals they have caught; 
therefore will I hasten on before, and get ready fire and water and 
other matters for the cooking. Wilt thou come with me, young master, 
or abide thy men here?” 

Walter said lightly: “I will rest and abide them here; since I cannot 
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fail to see them hence as they go on their ways to thine house. And it 
may be well that I be at hand to command them and forbid, and put 
some order amongst them, for rough playmates they be, some of them, 
and now all heated with the hunting and the joy of the green earth.” 
Thus he spoke, as if nought were toward save supper and bed; but 
inwardly hope and fear were contending in him, and again his heart 
beat so hard, that he deemed that the carle must surely hear it. But the 
old man took him but according to his outward seeming, and nodded 
his head, and went away quietly toward his house. 

When he had been gone a little, Walter rose up heedfully; he had 
with him a scrip wherein was some cheese and hard-fish, and a little 
flasket of wine; a short bow he had with him, and a quiver of arrows; 
and he was girt with a strong and good sword, and a wood-knife withal. 
He looked to all this gear that it was nought amiss, and then speedily 
went down off the mound, and when he was come down, he found that 
it covered him from men coming out of the wood, if he went straight 
thence to that shard of the rock-wall where was the pass that led 
southward. 

Now it is no nay that thitherward he turned, and went wisely, lest the 
carle should make a backward cast, and see him, or lest any straggler of 
his own folk might happen upon him. 

For to say sooth, he deemed that did they wind him, they would be 
like to let him of his journey. He had noted the bearings of the cliffs 
nigh the shard, and whereas he could see their heads everywhere 
except from the depths of the thicket, he was not like to go astray. 

He had made no great way ere he heard the horns blowing all 
together again in one place, and looking thitherward through the leafy 
boughs (for he was now amidst of a thicket) he saw his men thronging 
the mound, and had no doubt therefore that they were blowing on him; 
but being well under cover he heeded it nought, and lying still a little, 
saw them go down off the mound and go all of them toward the carle’s 
house, still blowing as they went, but not faring scatter-meal. Wherefore 
it was clear that they were nought troubled about him. 

So he went on his way to the shard; and there is nothing to say of his 
journey till he got before it with the last of the clear day, and entered it 
straightway. It was in sooth a downright breach or cleft in the rock-wall, 
and there was no hill or bent leading up to it, nothing but a tumble of 
stones before it, which was somewhat uneasy going, yet needed nought 
but labour to overcome it, and when he had got over this, and was in 
the very pass itself, he found it no ill going: forsooth at first it was little 
worse than a rough road betwixt two great stony slopes, though a little 
trickle of water ran down amidst of it. So, though it was so nigh 
nightfall, yet Walter pressed on, yea, and long after the very night was 
come. For the moon rose wide and bright a little after nightfall. But at 
last he had gone so long, and was so wearied, that he deemed it nought 
but wisdom to rest him, and so lay down on a piece of greensward 
betwixt the stones, when he had eaten a morsel out of his satchel, and 
drunk of the water out of the stream. There as he lay, if he had any 
doubt of peril, his weariness soon made it all one to him, for presently 
he was sleeping as soundly as any man in Langton on Holm. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

Walter Wends the Waste 

Day was yet young when he awoke: he leapt to his feet, and went 
down to the stream and drank of its waters, and washed the night off 
him in a pool thereof, and then set forth on his way again. When he had 
gone some three hours, the road, which had been going up all the way, 
but somewhat gently, grew steeper, and the bent on either side lowered, 
and lowered, till it sank at last altogether, and then was he on a rough 
mountain-neck with little grass, and no water; save that now and again 
was a soft place with a flow amidst of it, and such places he must needs 
fetch a compass about, lest he be mired. He gave himself but little rest, 
eating what he needs must as he went. The day was bright and calm, so 
that the sun was never hidden, and he steered by it due south. All that 
day he went, and found no more change in that huge neck, save that 
whiles it was more and whiles less steep. A little before nightfall he 
happened on a shallow pool some twenty yards over; and he deemed it 
good to rest there, since there was water for his avail, though he might 
have made somewhat more out of the tail end of the day. 

When dawn came again he awoke and arose, nor spent much time 
over his breakfast; but pressed on all he might; and now he said to 
himself, that whatsoever other peril were athwart his way, he was out of 
the danger of the chase of his own folk. 

All this while he had seen no four-footed beast, save now and again a 
hill-fox, and once some outlandish kind of hare; and of fowl but very 
few: a crow or two, a long-winged hawk, and twice an eagle high up 
aloft. 

Again, the third night, he slept in the stony wilderness, which still led 
him up and up. Only toward the end of the day, himseemed that it had 
been less steep for a long while: otherwise nought was changed, on all 
sides it was nought but the endless neck, wherefrom nought could be 
seen, but some other part of itself. This fourth night withal he found no 
water whereby he might rest, so that he awoke parched, and longing to 
drink just when the dawn was at its coldest. 

But on the fifth morrow the ground rose but little, and at last, when 
he had been going wearily a long while, and now, hard on noontide, his 
thirst grieved him sorely, he came on a spring welling out from under a 
high rock, the water wherefrom trickled feebly away. So eager was he to 
drink, that at first he heeded nought else; but when his thirst was fully 
quenched his eyes caught sight of the stream which flowed from the 
well, and he gave a shout, for lo! it was running south. Wherefore it was 
with a merry heart that he went on, and as he went, came on more 
streams, all running south or thereabouts. He hastened on all he might, 
but in despite of all the speed he made, and that he felt the land now 
going down southward, night overtook him in that same wilderness. Yet 
when he stayed at last for sheer weariness, he lay down in what he 
deemed by the moonlight to be a shallow valley, with a ridge at the 
southern end thereof. 

He slept long, and when he awoke the sun was high in the heavens, 
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and never was brighter or clearer morning on the earth than was that. 
He arose and ate of what little was yet left him, and drank of the water 
of a stream which he had followed the evening before, and beside 
which he had laid him down; and then set forth again with no great 
hope to come on new tidings that day. But yet when he was fairly afoot, 
himseemed that there was something new in the air which he breathed, 
that was soft and bore sweet scents home to him; whereas heretofore, 
and that especially for the last three or four days, it had been harsh and 
void, like the face of the desert itself. 

So on he went, and presently was mounting the ridge aforesaid, and, 
as oft happens when one climbs a steep place, he kept his eyes on the 
ground, till he felt he was on the top of the ridge. Then he stopped to 
take breath, and raised his head and looked, and lo! he was verily on 
the brow of the great mountain-neck, and down below him was the 
hanging of the great hill-slopes, which fell down, not slowly, as those he 
had been those days a-mounting, but speedily enough, though with 
little of broken places or sheer cliffs. But beyond this last of the desert 
there was before him a lovely land of wooded hills, green plains, and 
little valleys, stretching out far and wide, till it ended at last in great blue 
mountains and white snowy peaks beyond them. 

Then for very surprise of joy his spirit wavered, and he felt faint and 
dizzy, so that he was fain to sit down a while and cover his face with his 
hands. Presently he came to his sober mind again, and stood up and 
looked forth keenly, and saw no sign of any dwelling of man. But he 
said to himself that that might well be because the good and well- 
grassed land was still so far off, and that he might yet look to find men 
and their dwellings when he had left the mountain wilderness quite 
behind him. So therewith he fell to going his ways down the mountain, 
and lost little time therein, whereas he now had his livelihood to look to. 

CHAPTER IX 

Walter Happeneth on the First of Those Three Creatures 

What with one thing, what with another, as his having to turn out of 
his way for sheer rocks, or for slopes so steep that he might not try the 
peril of them, and again for bogs impassable, he was fully three days 
more before he had quite come out of the stony waste, and by that time, 
though he had never lacked water, his scanty victual was quite done, for 
all his careful husbandry thereof. But this troubled him little, whereas 
he looked to find wild fruits here and there, and to shoot some small 
deer, as hare or coney, and make a shift to cook the same, since he had 
with him flint and hre-steel. Moreover the further he went, the surer he 
was that he should soon come across a dwelling, so smooth and fair as 
everything looked before him. And he had scant fear, save that he 
might happen on men who should enthrall him. 

But when he was come down past the first green slopes, he was so 
worn, that he said to himself that rest was better than meat, so little as 
he had slept for the last three days; so he laid him down under an ash- 
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tree by a stream-side, nor asked what was o’clock, but had his fill of 
sleep, and even when he awoke in the fresh morning was little fain of 
rising, but lay betwixt sleeping and waking for some three hours more; 
then he arose, and went further down the next green bent, yet 
somewhat slowly because of his hunger-weakness. And the scent of that 
fair land came up to him like the odour of one great nosegay. 

So he came to where the land was level, and there were many trees, as 
oak and ash, and sweet-chestnut and wych-elm, and hornbeam and 
quicken-tree, not growing in a close wood or tangled thicket, but set as 
though in order on the flowery greensward, even as it might be in a 
great king’s park. 

So came he to a big bird-cherry, whereof many boughs hung low 
down laden with fruit: his belly rejoiced at the sight, and he caught hold 
of a bough, and fell to plucking and eating. But whiles he was amidst of 
this, he heard suddenly, close anigh him, a strange noise of roaring and 
braying, not very great, but exceeding fierce and terrible, and not like 
to the voice of any beast that he knew. As has been aforesaid, Walter 
was no faint-heart; but what with the weakness of his travail and 
hunger, what with the strangeness of his adventure and his loneliness, 
his spirit failed him; he turned round towards the noise, his knees 
shook and he trembled: this way and that he looked, and then gave a 
great cry and tumbled down in a swoon; for close before him, at his 
very feet, was the dwarf whose image he had seen before, clad in his 
yellow coat, and grinning up at him from his hideous hairy counte¬ 
nance. 

How long he lay there as one dead, he knew not, but when he woke 
again there was the dwarf sitting on his hams close by him. And when 
he lifted up his head, the dwarf sent out that fearful harsh voice again; 
but this time Walter could make out words therein, and knew that the 
creature spoke and said: 

“How now! What art thou? Whence comest? What wantest?” 
Walter sat up and said: “I am a man; I hight Golden Walter; I come 

from Langton; I want victual.” 
Said the dwarf, writhing his face grievously, and laughing forsooth: 

“I know it all: I asked thee to see what wise thou wouldst lie. I was sent 
forth to look for thee; and I have brought thee loathsome bread with 
me, such as ye aliens must needs eat: take it!” 

Therewith he drew a loaf from a satchel which he bore, and thrust it 
towards Walter, who took it somewhat doubtfully for all his hunger. 

The dwarf yelled at him: “Art thou dainty, alien? Wouldst thou have 
flesh? Well, give me thy bow and an arrow or two, since thou art lazy- 
sick, and I will get thee a coney or a hare, or a quail maybe. Ah, I 
forgot; thou art dainty, and wilt not eat flesh as I do, blood and all 
together, but must needs half burn it in the fire, or mar it with hot 
water; as they say my Lady does: or as the Wretch, the Thing does; I 
know that, for I have seen It eating.” 

“Nay,” said Walter, “this sufficeth;” and he fell to eating the bread, 
which was sweet between his teeth. Then when he had eaten a while, 
for hunger compelled him, he said to the dwarf: “But what meanest 
thou by the Wretch and the Thing? And what Lady is thy Lady?” 

The creature let out another wordless roar as of furious anger; and 
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then the words came: “It hath a face white and red, like to thine; and 
hands white as thine, yea, but whiter; and the like it is underneath its 
raiment, only whiter still: for I have seen It—yes, I have seen It; ah yes 
and yes and yes.” 

And therewith his words ran into gibber and yelling, and he rolled 
about and smote at the grass: but in a while he grew quiet again and sat 
still, and then fell to laughing horribly again, and then said: “But thou, 
fool, wilt think It fair if thou fallest into Its hands, and wilt repent it 
thereafter, as I did. Oh, the mocking and gibes of It, and the tears and 
shrieks of It; and the knife! What! sayest thou of my Lady?—What 
Lady? O alien, what other Lady is there? And what shall I tell thee of 
her? it is like that she made me, as she made the Bear men. But she 
made not the Wretch, the Thing; and she hateth It sorely, as I do. And 
some day to come—” 

Thereat he brake off and fell to wordless yelling a long while, and 
thereafter spake all panting: “Now I have told thee overmuch, and O if 
my Lady come to hear thereof. Now I will go.” 

And therewith he took out two more loaves from his wallet, and 
tossed them to Walter, and so turned and went his ways; whiles walking 
upright, as Walter had seen his image on the quay of Langton; whiles 
bounding and rolling like a ball thrown by a lad; whiles scuttling along 
on all-fours like an evil beast, and ever and anon giving forth that harsh 
and evil cry. 

Walter sat a while after he was out of sight, so stricken with horror 
and loathing and a fear of he knew not what, that he might not move. 
Then he plucked up a heart, and looked to his weapons and put the 
other loaves into his scrip. 

Then he arose and went his ways wondering, yea and dreading, what 
kind of creature he should next fall in with. For soothly it seemed to 
him that it would be worse than death if they were all such as this one; 
and that if it were so, he must needs slay and be slain. 

CHAPTER X 

Walter Happeneth on Another Creature 

in the Strange Land 

But as he went on through the fair and sweet land so bright and sun- 
litten, and he now rested and fed, the horror and fear ran off from 
him, and he wandered on merrily, neither did aught befall him save the 
coming of night, when he laid him down under a great spreading oak 
with his drawn sword ready to hand, and fell asleep at once, and woke 
not till the sun was high. 

Then he arose and went on his way again; and the land was no 
worser than yesterday; but even better, it might be; the greensward 
more flowery, the oaks and chestnuts greater. Deer of diverse kinds he 
saw, and might easily have got his meat thereof; but he meddled not 
with them since he had his bread, and was timorous of lighting a fire. 
Withal he doubted little of having some entertainment; and that, might 
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be, nought evil; since even that fearful dwarf had been courteous to 
him after his kind, and had done him good and not harm. But of the 
happening on the Wretch and the Thing, whereof the dwarf spake, he 
was yet somewhat afeard. 

After he had gone a while and whenas the summer morn was at its 
brightest, he saw a little way ahead a grey rock rising up from amidst of 
a ring of oak-trees; so he turned thither straightway; for in this plain- 
land he had seen no rocks heretofore; and as he went he saw that there 
was a fountain gushing out from under the rock, which ran thence in a 
fair little stream. And when he had the rock and the fountain and the 
stream clear before him, lo! a child of Adam sitting beside the fountain 
under the shadow of the rock. He drew a little nigher, and then he saw 
that it was a woman, clad in green like the sward whereon she lay. She 
was playing with the welling out of the water, and she had trussed up 
her sleeves to the shoulder that she might thrust her bare arms therein. 
Her shoes of black leather lay on the grass beside her, and her feet and 
legs yet shone with the brook. 

Belike amidst the splashing and clatter of the water she did not hear 
him drawing nigh, so that he was close to her before she lifted up her 
face and saw him, and he beheld her, that it was the maiden of the 
thrice-seen pageant. She reddened when she saw him, and hastily 
covered up her legs with her gown-skirt, and drew down the sleeves 
over her arms, but otherwise stirred not. As for him, he stood still, 
striving to speak to her; but no word might he bring out, and his heart 
beat sorely. 

But the maiden spake to him in a clear sweet voice, wherein was now 
no trouble: “Thou art an alien, art thou not? For I have not seen thee 
before.” 

“Yea,” he said, “I am an alien; wilt thou be good to me?” 
She said: “And why not? I was afraid at first, for I thought it had 

been the King’s Son. I looked to see none other; for of goodly men he 
has been the only one here in the land this long while, till thy coming.” 

He said: “Didst thou look for my coming at about this time?” 
“O nay,” she said; “how might I?” 
Said Walter: “I wot not; but the other man seemed to be looking for 

me, and knew of me, and he brought me bread to eat.” 
She looked on him anxiously, and grew somewhat pale, as she said: 

“What other one?” 
Now Walter did not know what the dwarf might be to her, fellow- 

servant or what not, so he would not show his loathing of him; but 
answered wisely: “The little man in the yellow raiment.” 

But when she heard that word, she went suddenly very pale, and 
leaned her head aback, and beat the air with her hands; but said 
presently in a faint voice: “I pray thee talk not of that one while I am by, 
nor even think of him, if thou mayest forbear.” 

He spake not, and she was a little while before she came to herself 
again; then she opened her eyes, and looked upon Walter and smiled 
kindly on him, as though to ask his pardon for having scared him. Then 
she rose up in her place, and stood before him; and they were nigh 
together, for the stream betwixt them was little. 
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But he still looked anxiously upon her and said: “Have I hurt thee? I 
pray thy pardon.” 

She looked on him more sweetly still, and said: “O nay; thou wouldst 
not hurt me, thou!” 

Then she blushed very red, and he in like wise; but afterwards she 
turned pale, and laid a hand on her breast, and Walter cried out hastily: 
“O me! I have hurt thee again. Wherein have I done amiss?” 

“In nought, in nought,” she said; “but I am troubled, I wot not 
wherefore; some thought hath taken hold of me, and I know it not. 
Mayhappen in a little while I shall know what troubles me. Now I bid 
thee depart from me a little, and I will abide here; and when thou 
comest back, it will either be that I have found it out or not; and in 
either case I will tell thee.” 

She spoke earnestly to him; but he said: “How long shall I abide 
away?” 

Her face was troubled as she answered him: “For no long while.” 
He smiled on her and turned away, and went a space to the other side 

of the oak-trees, whence she was still within eye-shot. There he abode 
until the time seemed long to him; but he schooled himself and forbore; 
for he said: Lest she send me away again. So he abided until again the 
time seemed long to him, and she called not to him: but once again he 
forbore to go; then at last he arose, and his heart beat and he trembled, 
and he walked back again speedily, and came to the maiden, who was 
still standing by the rock of the spring, her arms hanging down, her 
eyes downcast. She looked up at him as he drew nigh, and her face 
changed with eagerness as she said: “I am glad thou art come back, 
though it be no long while since thy departure” (sooth to say it was 
scarce half an hour in all). “Nevertheless I have been thinking many 
things, and thereof will I now tell thee.” 

He said: “Maiden, there is a river betwixt us, though it be no big one. 
Shall I not stride over, and come to thee, that we may sit down together 
side by side on the green grass?” 

“Nay,” she said, “not yet; tarry a while till I have told thee of matters. 
I must now tell thee of my thoughts in order.” 

Her colour went and came now, and she plaited the folds of her gown 
with restless fingers. At last she said: “Now the first thing is this; that 
though thou hast seen me first only within this hour, thou hast set thine 
heart upon me to have me for thy speech-friend and thy darling. And if 
this be not so, then is all my speech, yea and all my hope, come to an 
end at once.” 

“O yea!” said Walter, “even so it is: but how thou hast found this out I 
wot not; since now for the first time I say it, that thou art indeed my 
love, and my dear and my darling.” 

“Hush,” she said, “hush! lest the wood have ears, and thy speech is 
loud: abide, and I shall tell thee how I know it. Whether this thy love 
shall outlast the first time that thou holdest my body in thine arms, I wot 
not, nor dost thou. But sore is my hope that it may be so; for I also, 
though it be but scarce an hour since I set eyes on thee, have cast mine 
eyes on thee to have thee for my love and my darling, and my speech- 
friend. And this is how I wot that thou lovest me, my friend. Now is all 
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this dear and joyful, and overflows my heart with sweetness. But now 
must I tell thee of the fear and the evil which lieth behind it.” 

Then Walter stretched out his hands to her, and cried out: “Yea, yea! 
But whatever evil entangle us, now we both know these two things, to 
wit, that thou lovest me, and I thee, wilt thou not come hither, that I 
may cast mine arms about thee, and kiss thee, if not thy kind lips or thy 
friendly face at all, yet at least thy dear hand: yea, that I may touch thy 
body in some wise?” 

She looked on him steadily, and said softly: “Nay, this above all things 
must not be; and that it may not be is a part of the evil which entangles 
us. But hearken, friend, once again I tell thee that thy voice is over loud 
in this wilderness fruitful of evil. Now I have told thee, indeed, of two 
things whereof we both wot, and thou wottest not. Yet this were better, 
that thou pledge thy word not to touch so much as one of my hands, 
and that we go together a little way hence away from these tumbled 
stones, and sit down upon the open greensward; whereas here is cover 
if there be spying abroad.” 

Again, as she spoke, she turned very pale; but Walter said: “Since it 
must be so, I pledge thee my word to thee as I love thee.” 

And therewith she knelt down, and did on her foot-gear, and then 
sprang lightly over the rivulet; and then the twain of them went side by 
side some half a furlong thence, and sat down, shadowed by the boughs 
of a slim quicken-tree growing up out of the greensward, whereon for a 
good space around was neither bush nor brake. 

There began the maiden to talk soberly, and said: “This is what I 
must needs say to thee now, that thou art come into a land perilous for 
any one that loveth aught of good; from which, forsooth, I were fain 
that thou wert gotten away safely, even though I should die of longing 
for thee. As for myself, my peril is, in a measure, less than thine; I mean 
the peril of death. But lo, thou, this iron on my foot is token that I am a 
thrall, and thou knowest in what wise thralls must pay for transgres¬ 
sions. Furthermore, of what I am, and how I came hither, time would 
fail me to tell; but somewhile, maybe, I shall tell thee. I serve an evil 
mistress, of whom I may say that scarce I wot if she be a woman or not; 
but by some creatures is she accounted for a god, and as a god is heried; 
and surely never god was crueller nor colder than she. Me she hateth 
sorely; yet if she hated me little or nought, small were the gain to me if 
it were her pleasure to deal hardly by me. But as things now are, and 
are like to be, it would not be for her pleasure, but for her pain and loss, 
to make an end of me, therefore, as I said e’en now, my mere life is not 
in peril with her; unless, perchance, some sudden passion get the better 
of her, and she slay me, and repent of it thereafter. For so it is, that if it 
be the least evil of her conditions that she is wanton, at least wanton she 
is to the letter. Many a time hath she cast the net for the catching of 
some goodly young man; and her latest prey (save it be thou) is the 
young man whom I named, when first I saw thee, by the name of the 
King’s Son. He is with us yet, and I fear him; for of late hath he wearied 
of her, though it is but plain truth to say of her, that she is the wonder 
of all Beauties of the World. He hath wearied of her, I say, and hath 
cast his eyes upon me, and if I were heedless, he would betray me to the 
uttermost of the wrath of my mistress. For needs must I say of him, 
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* 

though he be a goodly man, and now fallen into thralldom, that he hath 
no bowels of compassion; but is a dastard, who for an hour’s pleasure 
would undo me, and thereafter would stand by smiling and taking my 
mistress’s pardon with good cheer, while for me would be no pardon. 
Seest thou, therefore, how it is with me between these two cruel fools? 
And moreover there are others of whom I will not even speak to thee.” 

And therewith she put her hands before her face, and wept, and 
murmured: “Who shall deliver me from this death in life?” 

But Walter cried out: “For what else am I come hither, I, I?” 
And it was a near thing that he did not take her in his arms, but he 

remembered his pledged word, and drew aback from her in terror, 
whereas he had an inkling of why she would not suffer it; and he wept 
with her. 

But suddenly the Maid left weeping, and said in a changed voice: 
“Friend, whereas thou speakest of delivering me, it is more like that I 
shall deliver thee. And now I pray thy pardon for thus grieving thee 
with my grief, and that more especially because thou mayst not solace 
thy grief with kisses and caresses; but so it was, that for once I was 
smitten by the thought of the anguish of this land, and the joy of all the 
world besides.” 

Therewith she caught her breath in a half-sob, but refrained her and 
went on: “Now dear friend and darling, take good heed to all that I 
shall say to thee, whereas thou must do after the teaching of my words. 
And first, I deem by the monster having met thee at the gates of the 
land, and refreshed thee, that the Mistress hath looked for thy coming; 
nay, by thy coming hither at all, that she hath cast her net and caught 
thee. Hast thou noted aught that might seem to make this more like?” 

Said Walter: “Three times in full daylight have I seen go past me the 
images of the monster and thee and a glorious lady, even as if ye were 
alive.” 

And therewith he told her in few words how it had gone with him 
since that day on the quay at Langton. 

She said: “Then it is no longer perhaps, but certain, that thou art her 
latest catch; and even so I deemed from the first: and, dear friend, this 
is why I have not suffered thee to kiss or caress me, so sore as I longed 
for thee. For the Mistress will have thee for her only, and hath lured 
thee hither for nought else; and she is wise in wizardry (even as some 
deal am I), and wert thou to touch me with hand or mouth on my naked 
flesh, yea, or were it even my raiment, then would she scent the savour 
of thy love upon me, and then, though it may be she would spare thee, 
she would not spare me.” 

Then was she silent a little, and seemed very downcast, and Walter 
held his peace from grief and confusion and helplessness; for of 
wizardry he knew nought. 

At last the Maid spake again, and said: “Nevertheless we will not die 
redeless. Now thou must look to this, that from henceforward it is thee, 
and not the King’s Son, whom she desireth, and that so much the more 
that she hath not set eyes on thee. Remember this, whatsoever her 
seeming may be to thee. Now, therefore, shall the King’s Son be free, 
though he know it not, to cast his love on whomso he will; and, in a way, 
I also shall be free to yeasay him. Though, forsooth, so fulfilled is she 
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with malice and spite, that even then she may turn round on me to 
punish me for doing that which she would have me do. Now let me 
think of it.” 

Then was she silent a good while, and spoke at last: “Yea, all things 
are perilous, and a perilous rede I have thought of, whereof I will not 
tell thee as yet; so waste not the short while by asking me. At least the 
worst will be no worse than what shall come if we strive not against it. 
And now, my friend, amongst perils it is growing more and more 
perilous that we twain should be longer together. But I would say one 
thing yet; and maybe another thereafter. Thou hast cast thy love upon 
one who will be true to thee, whatsoever may befall; yet is she a guileful 
creature, and might not help it her life long, and now for thy very sake 
must needs be more guileful now than ever before. And as for me, the 
guileful, my love have I cast upon a lovely man, and one true and 
simple, and a stout-heart; but at such a pinch is he, that if he withstand 
all temptation, his withstanding may belike undo both him and me. 
Therefore swear we both of us, that by both of us shall all guile and all 
falling away be forgiven on the day when we shall be free to love each 
the other as our hearts will.” 

Walter cried out: “O love, I swear it indeed! thou art my Hallow, and 
I will swear it as on the relics of a Hallow; on thy hands and thy feet I 
swear it.” 

The words seemed to her a dear caress; and she laughed, and 
blushed, and looked full kindly on him; and then her face grew solemn, 
and she said: “On thy life I swear it!” 

Then she said: “Now is there nought for thee to do but to go hence 
straight to the Golden House, which is my Mistress’s house, and the 
only house in this land (save one which I may not see), and lieth 
southward no long way. How she will deal with thee, I wot not; but all I 
have said of her and thee and the King’s Son is true. Therefore I say to 
thee, be wary and cold at heart, whatsoever outward semblance thou 
mayst make. If thou have to yield thee to her, then yield rather late 
than early, so as to gain time. Yet not so late as to seem shamed in 
yielding for fear’s sake. Hold fast to thy life, my friend, for in warding 
that, thou wardest me from grief without remedy. Thou wilt see me ere 
long; it may be tomorrow, it may be some days hence. But forget not, 
that what I may do, that I am doing. Take heed also that thou pay no 
more heed to me, or rather less, than if thou wert meeting a maiden of 
no account in the streets of thine own town. O my love! barren is this 
first farewell, as was our first meeting; but surely shall there be another 
meeting better than the first, and the last farewell may be long and long 
yet.” 

Therewith she stood up, and he knelt before her a little while without 
any word, and then arose and went his ways; but when he had gone a 
space he turned about, and saw her still standing in the same place; she 
stayed a moment when she saw him turn, and then herself turned 
about. 

So he departed through the fair land, and his heart was full with 
hope and fear as he went. 
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CHAPTER XI 

Walter Happeneth on the Mistress 

It was but a little after noon when Walter left the Maid behind: he 
steered south by the sun, as the Maid had bidden him, and went swiftly; 
for, as a good knight wending to battle, the time seemed long to him till 
he should meet the foe. 

So an hour before sunset he saw something white and gay gleaming 
through the boles of the oak-trees, and presently there was clear before 
him a most goodly house builded of white marble, carved all about with 
knots and imagery, and the carven folk were all painted of their lively 
colours, whether it were their raiment or their flesh, and the housings 
wherein they stood all done with gold and fair hues. Gay were the 
windows of the house; and there was a pillared porch before the great 
door, with images betwixt the pillars both of men and beasts: and when 
Walter looked up to the roof of the house, he saw that it gleamed and 
shone; for all the tiles were of yellow metal, which he deemed to be of 
very gold. 

All this he saw as he went, and tarried not to gaze upon it; for he said, 
Belike there will be time for me to look on all this before I die. But he 
said also, that, though the house was not of the greatest, it was beyond 
compare of all houses of the world. 

Now he entered it by the porch, and came into a hall many-pillared, 
and vaulted over, the walls painted with gold and ultramarine, the floor 
dark, and spangled with many colours, and the windows glazed with 
knots and pictures. Midmost thereof was a fountain of gold, whence the 
water ran two ways in gold-lined runnels, spanned twice with little 
bridges of silver. Long was that hall, and now not very light, so that 
Walter was come past the fountain before he saw any folk therein: then 
he looked up toward the high-seat, and him-seemed that a great light 
shone thence, and dazzled his eyes; and he went on a little way, and 
then fell on his knees; for there before him on the high-seat sat that 
wondrous Lady, whose lively image had been shown to him thrice 
before; and she was clad in gold and jewels, as he had erst seen her. But 
now she was not alone; for by her side sat a young man, goodly enough, 
so far as Walter might see him, and most richly clad, with a jewelled 
sword by his side, and a chaplet of gems on his head. They held each 
other by the hand, and seemed to be in dear converse together; but 
they spake softly, so that Walter might not hear what they said, till at 
last the man spake aloud to the Lady: “Seest thou not that there is a 
man in the hall?” 

“Yea,” she said, “I see him yonder, kneeling on his knees; let him 
come nigher and give some account of himself.” 

So Walter stood up and drew nigh, and stood there, all shamefaced 
and confused, looking on those twain, and wondering at the beauty of 
the Lady. As for the man, who was slim, and black-haired, and straight- 
featured, for all his goodliness Walter accounted him little, and nowise 
deemed him to look chieftain-like. 
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Now the Lady spake not to Walter any more than erst; but at last the 
man said: “Why doest thou not kneel as thou didst erewhile?” 

Walter was on the point of giving him back a fierce answer; but the 
Lady spake and said: “Nay, friend, it matters not whether he kneel or 
stand; but he may say, if he will, what he would have of me, and 
wherefore he is come hither.” 

Then spake Walter, for as wroth and ashamed as he was: “Lady, I 
have strayed into this land, and have come to thine house as I suppose, 
and if I be not welcome, I may well depart straightway, and seek a way 
out of thy land, if thou wouldst drive me thence, as well as out of thine 

house.” 
Thereat the Lady turned and looked on him, and when her eyes met 

his, he felt a pang of fear and desire mingled shoot through his heart. 
This time she spoke to him; but coldly, without either wrath or any 
thought of him: “New-comer,” she said, “I have not bidden thee hither; 
but here mayst thou abide a while if thou wilt; nevertheless, take heed 
that here is no King’s Court. There is, forsooth, a folk that serveth me 
(or, it may be, more than one), of whom thou wert best to know nought. 
Of others I have but two servants, whom thou wilt see; and the one is a 
strange creature, who should scare thee or scathe thee with a good will, 
but of a good will shall serve nought save me; the other is a woman, a 
thrall, of little avail, save that, being compelled, she will work woman’s 
service for me, but whom none else shall compel. . . Yea, but what is all 
this to thee; or to me that I should tell it to thee? I will not drive thee 
away; but if thine entertainment please thee not, make no plaint thereof 
to me, but depart at thy will. Now is this talk betwixt us overlong, since, 
as thou seest, I and this King’s Son are in converse together. Art thou a 
King’s Son?” 

“Nay, Lady,” said Walter, “I am but of the sons of the merchants.” 
“It matters not,” she said; “go thy ways into one of the chambers.” 
And straightway she fell a-talking to the man who sat beside her 

concerning the singing of the birds beneath her window in the 
morning; and of how she had bathed her that day in a pool of the 
woodlands, when she had been heated with hunting, and so forth; and 
all as if there had been none there save her and the King’s Son. 

But Walter departed all ashamed, as though he had been a poor man 
thrust away from a rich kinsman’s door; and he said to himself that this 
woman was hateful, and nought love-worthy, and that she was little like 
to tempt him, despite all the fairness of her body. 

No one else he saw in the house that even; he found meat and drink 
duly served on a fair table, and thereafter he came on a goodly bed, and 
all things needful, but no child of Adam to do him service, or bid him 
welcome or warning. Nevertheless he ate, and drank, and slept, and put 
off thought of all these things till the morrow, all the more as he hoped 
to see the kind maiden some time betwixt sunrise and sunset on that 
new day. 
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CHAPTER XII 

The Wearing of Four Days in the Wood 
Beyond the World 

He arose betimes, but found no one to greet him, neither was there 
any sound of folk moving within the fair house; so he but broke his fast, 
and then went forth and wandered amongst the trees, till he found him 
a stream to bathe in, and after he had washed the night off him he lay 
down under a tree thereby for a while, but soon turned back toward the 
house, lest perchance the Maid should come thither and he should miss 
her. 

It should be said that half a bow-shot from the house on that side (i.e. 
due north thereof) was a little hazel-brake, and round about it the trees 
were smaller of kind than the oaks and chestnuts he had passed 
through before, being mostly of birch and quicken-beam and young 
ash, with small wood betwixt them; so now he passed through the 
thicket, and, coming to the edge thereof, beheld the Lady and the 
King’s Son walking together hand in hand, full lovingly by seeming. 

He deemed it unmeet to draw back and hide him, so he went forth 
past them toward the house. The King’s Son scowled on him as he 
passed, but the Lady, over whose beauteous face flickered the joyous 
morning smiles, took no more heed of him than if he had been one of 
the trees of the wood. But she had been so high and disdainful with him 
the evening before, that he thought little of that. The twain went on, 
skirting the hazel-copse, and he could not choose but turn his eyes on 
them, so sorely did the Lady’s beauty draw them. Then befell another 
thing; for behind them the boughs of the hazels parted, and there stood 
that little evil thing, he or another of his kind; for he was quite unclad 
save by his fell of yellowy-brown hair, and that he was girt with a 
leathern girdle, wherein was stuck an ugly two-edged knife: he stood 
upright a moment, and cast his eyes at Walter and grinned, but not as if 
he knew him; and scarce could Walter say whether it were the one he 
had seen, or another: then he cast himself down on his belly, and fell to 
creeping through the long grass like a serpent, following the footsteps 
of the Lady and her lover; and now, as he crept, Walter deemed, in his 
loathing, that the creature was liker to a ferret than aught else. He crept 
on marvellous swiftly, and was soon clean out of sight. But Walter stood 
staring after him for a while, and then lay down by the copse-side, that 
he might watch the house and the entry thereof; for he thought, now 
perchance presently will the kind maiden come hither to comfort me 
with a word or two. But hour passed by hour, and still she came not; 
and still he lay there, and thought of the Maid, and longed for her 
kindness and wisdom, till he could not refrain his tears, and wept for 
the lack of her. Then he arose, and went and sat in the porch, and was 
very downcast of mood. 

But as he sat there, back comes the Lady again, the King’s Son 
leading her by the hand; they entered the porch, and she passed by him 
so close that the odour of her raiment filled all the air about him, and 
the sleekness of her side nigh touched him, so that he could not fail to 
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note that her garments were somewhat disarrayed, and that she kept 
her right hand (for her left the King’s Son held) to her bosom to hold 
the cloth together there, whereas the rich raiment had been torn off 
from her right shoulder. As they passed by him, the King’s Son once 
more scowled on him, wordless, but even more fiercely than before; 
and again the Lady heeded him nought. 

After they had gone on a while, he entered the hall, and found it 
empty from end to end, and no sound in it save the tinkling of the 
fountain; but there was victual set on the board. He ate and drank 
thereof to keep life lusty within him, and then went out again to the 
wood-side to watch and to long; and the time hung heavy on his hands 
because of the lack of the fair Maiden. 

He was of mind not to go into the house to his rest that night, but to 
sleep under the boughs of the forest. But a little after sunset he saw a 
bright-clad image moving amidst the carven images of the porch, and 
the King’s Son came forth and went straight to him, and said: “Thou art 
to enter the house, and go into thy chamber forthwith, and by no means 
to go forth of it betwixt sunset and sunrise. My Lady will not away with 
thy prowling round the house in the night-tide.’’ 

Therewith he turned away, and went into the house again; and 
Walter followed him soberly, remembering how the Maid had bidden 
him forbear. So he went to his chamber, and slept. 

But amidst of the night he awoke and deemed that he heard a voice 
not far off, so he crept out of his bed and peered around, lest, 
perchance, the Maid had come to speak with him; but his chamber was 
dusk and empty: then he went to the window and looked out, and saw 
the moon shining bright and white upon the greensward. And lo! the 
Lady walking with the King’s Son, and he clad in thin and wanton 
raiment, but she in nought else save what God had given her of long, 
crispy yellow hair. Then was Walter ashamed to look on her, seeing that 
there was a man with her, and gat him back to his bed; but yet a long 
while ere he slept again he had the image before his eyes of the fair 
woman on the dewy moonlit grass. 

The next day matters went much the same way, and the next also, 
save that his sorrow was increased, and he sickened sorely of hope 
deferred. On the fourth day also the forenoon wore as erst; but in the 
heat of the afternoon Walter sought to the hazel-copse, and laid him 
down there hard by a little clearing thereof, and slept from very 
weariness of grief. There, after a while, he woke with words still 
hanging in his ears, and he knew at once that it was they twain talking 
together. 

The King’s Son had just done his say, and now it was the Lady 
beginning in her honey-sweet voice, low but strong, wherein even was a 
little of huskiness; she said: “Otto, belike it were well to have a little 
patience, till we find out what the man is, and whence he cometh; it will 
always be easy to rid us of him; it is but a word to our Dwarf-king, and it 
will be done in a few minutes.” 

“Patience!” said the King’s Son, angrily; “I wot not how to have 
patience with him; for I can see of him that he is rude and violent and 
headstrong, and a low-born wily one. Forsooth, he had patience enough 
with me the other even, when I rated him in, like the dog that he is, and 
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he had no manhood to say one word to me. Soothly, as he followed 
after me, I had a mind to turn about and deal him a buffet on the face, 
to see if I could but draw one angry word from him.” 

The Lady laughed, and said: “Well, Otto, I know not; that which thou 
deemest dastardy in him may be but prudence and wisdom, and he an 
alien, far from his friends and nigh to his foes. Perchance we shall yet 
try him what he is. Meanwhile, I rede thee try him not with buffets, save 
he be weaponless and with bounden hands; or else I deem that but a 
little while shalt thou be fain of thy blow.” 

Now when Walter heard her words and the voice wherein they were 
said, he might not forbear being stirred by them, and to him, all lonely 
there, they seemed friendly. 

But he lay still, and the King’s Son answered the Lady and said: “I 
know not what is in thine heart concerning this runagate, that thou 
shouldst bemock me with his valiancy, whereof thou knowest nought. If 
thou deem me unworthy of thee, send me back safe to my father’s 
country; I may look to have worship there; yea, and the love of fair 
women belike.” 

Therewith it seemed as if he had put forth his hand to the Lady to 
caress her, for she said: “Nay, lay not thine hand on my shoulder, for 
to-day and now it is not the hand of love, but of pride and folly, and 
would-be mastery. Nay, neither shalt thou rise up and leave me until 
thy mood is softer and kinder to me.” 

Then was there silence betwixt them a while, and thereafter the 
King’s Son spake in a wheedling voice: “My goddess, I pray thee 
pardon me! But canst thou wonder that I fear thy wearying of me, and 
am therefore peevish and jealous? thou so far above the Queens of the 
World, and I a poor youth that without thee were nothing!” 

She answered nought, and he went on again: “Was it not so, O 
goddess, that this man of the sons of the merchants was little heedful of 
thee, and thy loveliness and thy majesty?” 

She laughed and said: “Maybe he deemed not that he had much to 
gain of us, seeing thee sitting by our side, and whereas we spake to him 
coldly and sternly and disdainfully. Withal, the poor youth was dazzled 
and shamefaced before us; that we could see in the eyes and the mien 
of him.” 

Now this she spoke so kindly and sweetly, that again was Walter all 
stirred thereat; and it came into his mind that it might be she knew he 
was anigh and hearing her, and that she spake as much for him as for 
the King’s Son: but that one answered: “Lady, didst thou not see 
somewhat else in his eyes, to wit, that they had but of late looked on 
some fair woman other than thee? As for me, I deem it not so unlike 
that on the way to thine hall he may have fallen in with thy Maid.” 

He spoke in a faltering voice, as if shrinking from some storm that might 
come. And forsooth the Lady’s voice was changed as she answered, though 
there was no outward heat in it; rather it was sharp and eager and cold at 
once. She said: “Yea, that is not ill thought of; but we may not always keep 
our thrall in mind. If it be so as thou deemest, we shall come to know it 
most like when we next fall in with her; or if she hath been shy this time, 
then shall she pay the heavier for it; for we will question her by the 
Fountain in the Hall as to what betid by the Fountain of the Rock.” 
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Spake the King’s Son, faltering yet more: “Lady, were it not better to 
question the man himself? the Maid is stout-hearted, and will not be 
speedily quelled into a true tale; whereas the man I deem of no 
account.” 

“No, no,” said the Lady sharply, “it shall not be.” 
Then was she silent a while; and then she said: “How if the man 

should prove to be our master?” 
“Nay, our Lady,” said the King’s Son, “thou art jesting with me; thou 

and thy might and thy wisdom, and all that thy wisdom may command, 
to be over-mastered by a gangrel churl!” 

“But how if I will not have it command, King’s Son?” said the Lady. “I 
tell thee I know thine heart, but thou knowest not mine. But be at 
peace! For since thou hast prayed for this woman—nay, not with thy 
words, I wot, but with thy trembling hands, and thine anxious eyes, and 
knitted brow—I say, since thou hast prayed for her so earnestly, she 
shall escape this time. But whether it will be to her gain in the long run, 
I misdoubt me. See thou to that, Otto! thou who hast held me in thine 
arms so oft. And now thou mayest depart if thou wilt.” 

It seemed to Walter as if the King’s Son were dumbfoundered at her 
words: he answered nought, and presently he rose from the ground, 
and went his ways slowly toward the house. The Lady lay there a little 
while, and then went her ways also; but turned away from the house 
toward the wood at the other end thereof, whereby Walter had first 
come thither. 

As for Walter, he was confused in mind and shaken in spirit; and 
withal he seemed to see guile and cruel deeds under the talk of those 
two, and waxed wrathful thereat. Yet he said to himself, that nought 
might he do, but was as one bound hand and foot, till he had seen the 
Maid again. 

CHAPTER XIII 

Now Is the Hunt Up 

Next morning was he up betimes, but he was cast down and heavy of 
heart, not looking for aught else to betide than had betid those last four 
days. But otherwise it fell out; for when he came down into the hall, 
there was the Lady sitting on the high-seat all alone, clad but in a coat of 
white linen; and she turned her head when she heard his footsteps, and 
looked on him, and greeted him, and said: “Come hither, guest.” 

So he went and stood before her, and she said: “Though as yet thou 
hast had no welcome here, and no honour, it hath not entered into 
thine heart to flee from us; and to say sooth, that is well for thee, for 
flee away from our hand thou mightest not, nor mightest thou depart 
without our furtherance. But for this we can thee thank, that thou hast 
abided here our bidding, and eaten thine heart through the heavy 
wearing of four days, and made no plaint. Yet I cannot deem thee a 
dastard; thou so well knit and shapely of body, so clear-eyed and bold 
of visage. Wherefore now I ask thee, art thou willing to do me service, 
thereby to earn thy guesting?” 
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Walter answered her, somewhat faltering at first, for he was as¬ 
tonished at the change which had come over her; for now she spoke to 
him in friendly wise, though indeed as a great lady would speak to a 
young man ready to serve her in all honour. Said he: “Lady, I can thank 
thee humbly and heartily in that thou biddest me do thee service; for 
these days past I have loathed the emptiness of the hours, and nought 
better could I ask for than to serve so glorious a Mistress in all honour.” 

She frowned somewhat, and said: “Thou shalt not call me Mistress; 
there is but one who so calleth me, that is my thrall; and thou art none 
such. Thou shalt call me Lady, and I shall be well pleased that thou be 
my squire, and for this present thou shalt serve me in the hunting. So 
get thy gear; take thy bow and arrows, and gird thee to thy sword. For 
in this fair land may one find beasts more perilous than be buck or hart. 
I go now to array me; we will depart while the day is yet young; for so 
make we the summer day the fairest.” 

He made obeisance to her, and she arose and went to her chamber, 
and Walter dight himself, and then abode her in the porch; and in less 
than an hour she came out of the hall, and Walter’s heart beat when he 
saw that the Maid followed her hard at heel, and scarce might he school 
his eyes not to gaze over-eagerly at his dear friend. She was clad even as 
she was before, and was changed in no wise, save that love troubled her 
face when she first beheld him, and she had much ado to master it: 
howbeit the Mistress heeded not the trouble of her, or made no 
semblance of heeding it, till the Maiden’s face was all according to its 
wont. 

But this Walter found strange, that after all that disdain of the Maid’s 
thralldom which he had heard of the Mistress, and after all the threats 
against her, now was the Mistress become mild and debonaire to her, as 
a good lady to her good maiden. When Walter bowed the knee to her, 
she turned unto the Maid, and said: “Look thou, my Maid, at this fair 
new Squire that I have gotten! Will not he be valiant in the greenwood? 
And see whether he be well shapen or not. Doth he not touch thine 
heart, when thou thinkest of all the woe, and fear, and trouble of the 
World beyond the Wood, which he hath escaped, to dwell in this little 
land peaceably, and well-beloved both by the Mistress and the Maid? 
And thou, my Squire, look a little at this fair slim Maiden, and say if she 
pleaseth thee not: didst thou deem that we had any thing so fair in this 
lonely place?” 

Frank and kind was the smile on her radiant visage, nor did she seem 
to note any whit the trouble on Walter’s face, nor how he strove to keep 
his eyes from the Maid. As for her, she had so wholly mastered her 
countenance, that belike she used her face guilefully, for she stood as 
one humble but happy, with a smile on her face, blushing, and with her 
head hung down as if shamefaced before a goodly young man, a 

stranger. 
But the Lady looked upon her kindly and said: “Come hither, child, 

and fear not this frank and free young man, who belike feareth thee a 
little, and full certainly feareth me; and yet only after the manner of 

men.” 
And therewith she took the Maid by the hand and drew her to her, 

and pressed her to her bosom, and kissed her cheeks and her lips, and 
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undid the lacing of her gown and bared a shoulder of her, and swept 
away her skirt from her feet; and then turned to Walter and said: “Lo 
thou, Squire! is not this a lovely thing to have grown up amongst our 
rough oak-boles? What! art thou looking at the iron ring there? It is 
nought, save a token that she is mine, and that I may not be without 

her.” 
Then she took the Maid by the shoulders and turned her about as in 

sport, and said: “Go thou now, and bring hither the good grey ones; for 
needs must we bring home some venison to-day, whereas this stout 
warrior may not feed on nought save manchets and honey.” 

So the Maid went her way, taking care, as Walter deemed, to give no 
side glance to him. But he stood there shamefaced, so confused with all 
this open-hearted kindness of the great Lady and with the fresh sight of 
the darling beauty of the Maid, that he went nigh to thinking that all he 
had heard since he had come to the porch of the house that first time 
was but a dream of evil. 

But while he stood pondering these matters, and staring before him 
as one mazed, the Lady laughed out in his face, and touched him on the 
arm and said: “Ah, our Squire, is it so that now thou hast seen my Maid 
thou wouldst with a good will abide behind to talk with her? But call to 
mind thy word pledged to me e’en now! And moreover I tell thee this 
for thy behoof now she is out of ear-shot, that I will above all things take 
thee away to-day: for there be other eyes, and they nought uncomely, 
that look at whiles on my fair-ankled thrall; and who knows but the 
swords might be out if I take not the better heed, and give thee not 
every whit of thy will.” 

As she spoke and moved forward, he turned a little, so that now the 
edge of that hazel-coppice was within his eye-shot, and he deemed that 
once more he saw the yellow-brown evil thing crawling forth from the 
thicket; then, turning suddenly on the Lady, he met her eyes, and 
seemed in one moment of time to find a far other look in them than 
that of frankness and kindness; though in a flash they changed back 
again, and she said merrily and sweetly: “So, so, Sir Squire, now art 
thou awake again, and mayest for a little while look on me.” 

Now it came into his head, with that look of hers, all that might befall 
him and the Maid if he mastered not his passion, nor did what he might 
to dissemble; so he bent the knee to her, and spoke boldly to her in her 
own vein, and said: “Nay, most gracious of ladies, never would I abide 
behind to-day since thou farest afield. But if my speech be hampered, 
or mine eyes stray, is it not because my mind is confused by thy beauty, 
and the honey of kind words which floweth from thy mouth?” 

She laughed outright at his word, but not disdainfully, and said: 
“This is well spoken, Squire, and even what a squire should say to his 
liege lady, when the sun is up on a fair morning, and she and he and all 
the world are glad.” 

She stood quite near him as she spoke, her hand was on his shoulder, 
and her eyes shone and sparkled. Sooth to say, that excusing of his 
confusion was like enough in seeming to the truth; for sure never 
creature was fashioned fairer than she: clad she was for the greenwood 
as the hunting-goddess of the Gentiles, with her green gown gathered 
unto her girdle, and sandals on her feet; a bow in her hand and a 
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quiver at her back: she was taller and bigger of fashion than the dear 
Maiden, whiter of flesh, and more glorious, and brighter of hair; as a 
flower of flowers for fairness and fragrance. 

She said: “Thou art verily a fair squire before the hunt is up, and if 
thou be as good in the hunting, all will be better than well, and the guest 
will be welcome. But lo! here cometh our Maid with the good grey ones. 
Go meet her, and we will tarry no longer than for thy taking the leash in 
hand.” 

So Walter looked, and saw the Maid coming with two couple of great 
hounds in the leash straining against her as she came along. He ran 
lightly to meet her, wondering if he should have a look, or a half¬ 
whisper from her; but she let him take the white thongs from her hand, 
with the same half-smile of shamefacedness still set on her face, and, 
going past him, came softly up to the Lady, swaying like a willow- 
branch in the wind, and stood before her, with her arms hanging down 
by her sides. Then the Lady turned to her, and said: “Look to thyself, 
our Maid, while we are away. This fair young man thou needest not to 
fear indeed, for he is good and leal; but what thou shalt do with the 
King’s Son I wot not. He is a hot lover forsooth, but a hard man; and 
whiles evil is his mood, and perilous both to thee and me. And if thou 
do his will, it shall be ill for thee; and if thou do it not, take heed of him, 
and let me, and me only, come between his wrath and thee. I may do 
somewhat for thee. Even yesterday he was instant with me to have thee 
chastised after the manner of thralls; but I bade him keep silence of 
such words, and jeered him and mocked him, till he went away from me 
peevish and in anger. So look to it that thou fall not into any trap of his 
contrivance.” 

Then the Maid cast herself at the Mistress’s feet, and kissed and 
embraced them; and as she rose up, the Lady laid her hand lightly on 
her head, and then, turning to Walter, cried out: “Now, Squire, let us 
leave all these troubles and wiles and desires behind us, and flit through 
the merry green-wood like the Gentiles of old days.” 

And therewith she drew up the laps of her gown till the whiteness of 
her knees was seen, and set off swiftly toward the wood that lay south of 
the house, and Walter followed, marvelling at her goodliness; nor durst 
he cast a look backward to the Maiden, for he knew that she desired 
him, and it was her only that he looked to for his deliverance from this 
house of guile and lies. 

CHAPTER XIV 

The Hunting of the Hart 

As they went, they found a change in the land, which grew emptier of 
big and wide-spreading trees, and more beset with thickets. From one 
of these they roused a hart, and Walter let slip his hounds thereafter, 
and he and the Lady followed running. Exceeding swift was she, and 
well-breathed withal, so that Walter wondered at her; and eager she was 
in the chase as the very hounds, heeding nothing the scratching of 
briars or the whipping of stiff twigs as she sped on. But for all their 
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eager hunting, the quarry outran both dogs and folk, and gat him into a 
great thicket, amidmost whereof was a wide plash of water. Into the 
thicket they followed him, but he took to the water under their eyes and 
made land on the other side; and because of the tangle of underwood, 
he swam across much faster than they might have any hope to come 
round on him; and so were the hunters left undone for that time. 

So the Lady cast herself down on the green grass anigh the water, 
while Walter blew the hounds in and coupled them up; then he turned 
round to her, and lo! she was weeping for despite that they had lost the 
quarry; and again did Walter wonder that so little a matter should raise 
a passion of tears in her. He durst not ask what ailed her, or proffer her 
solace, but was not ill apaid by beholding her loveliness as she lay. 

Presently she raised up her head and turned to Walter, and spake to 
him angrily and said: “Squire, why dost thou stand staring at me like a 
fool?” 

“Yea, Lady,” he said; “but the sight of thee maketh me foolish to do 
aught else but to look on thee.” 

She said, in a peevish voice: “Tush, Squire, the day is too far spent for 
soft and courtly speeches; what was good there is nought so good here. 
Withal, I know more of thine heart than thou deemest.” 

Walter hung down his head and reddened, and she looked on him, 
and her face changed, and she smiled and said, kindly this time: “Look 
ye, Squire, I am hot and weary, and ill-content; but presently it will be 
better with me; for my knees have been telling my shoulders that the 
cold water of this little lake will be sweet and pleasant this summer 
noonday, and that I shall forget my foil when I have taken my pleasure 
therein. Wherefore, go thou with thine hounds without the thicket and 
there abide my coming. And I bid thee look not aback as thou goest, for 
therein were peril to thee: I shall not keep thee tarrying long alone.” 

He bowed his head to her, and turned and went his ways. And now, 
when he was a little space away from her, he deemed her indeed a 
marvel of women, and wellnigh forgat all his doubts and fears 
concerning her, whether she were a fair image fashioned out of lies and 
guile, or it might be but an evil thing in the shape of a goodly woman. 
Forsooth, when he saw her caressing the dear and friendly Maid, his 
heart all turned against her, despite what his eyes and his ears told his 
mind, and she seemed like as it were a serpent enfolding the simplicity 
of the body which he loved. 

But now it was all changed, and he lay on the grass and longed for 
her coming; which was delayed for somewhat more than an hour. Then 
she came back to him, smiling and fresh and cheerful, her green gown 
let down to her heels. 

He sprang up to meet her, and she came close to him, and spake 
from a laughing face: “Squire, hast thou no meat in thy wallet? For, 
meseemeth, I fed thee when thou wert hungry the other day; do thou 
now the same by me.” 

He smiled, and louted to her, and took his wallet and brought out 
thence bread and flesh and wine, and spread them all out before her on 
the green grass, and then stood by humbly before her. But she said: 
“Nay, my Squire, sit down by me and eat with me, for to-day are we 
both hunters together.” 
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So he sat down by her trembling, but neither for awe of her 
greatness, nor for fear and horror of her guile and sorcery. 

A while they sat there together after they had done their meat, and 
the Lady fell a-talking with Walter concerning the parts of the earth, 
and the manners of men, and of his journeyings to and fro. 

At last she said: “Thou hast told me much and answered all my 
questions wisely, and as my good Squire should, and that pleaseth me. 
But now tell me of the city wherein thou wert born and bred; a city 
whereof thou hast hitherto told me nought.” 

“Lady,” he said, “it is a fair and a great city, and to many it seemeth 
lovely. But I have left it, and now it is nothing to me.” 

“Hast thou not kindred there?” said she. 
“Yea,” said he, “and foemen withal; and a false woman waylayeth my 

life there.” 
“And what was she?” said the Lady. 
Said Walter: “She was but my wife.” 
“Was she fair?” said the Lady. 
Walter looked on her a while, and then said: “I was going to say that 

she was wellnigh as fair as thou; but that may scarce be. Yet was she 
very fair. But now, kind and gracious Lady, I will say this word to thee: 
I marvel that thou askest so many things concerning the city of Langton 
on Holm, where I was born, and where are my kindred yet; for 
meseemeth that thou knowest it thyself.” 

“I know it, I?” said the Lady. 
“What, then! thou knowest it not?” said Walter. 
Spake the Lady, and some of her old disdain was in her words: “Dost 

thou deem that I wander about the world and its cheaping-steads like 
one of the chapmen? Nay, I dwell in the Wood beyond the World, and 
nowhere else. What hath put this word into thy mouth?” 

He said: “Pardon me, Lady, if I have misdone; but thus it was: Mine 
own eyes beheld thee going down the quays of our city, and thence a 
ship-board, and the ship sailed out of the haven. And first of all went a 
strange dwarf, whom I have seen here, and then thy Maid; and then 
went thy gracious and lovely body.” 

The Lady’s face changed as he spoke, and she turned red and then 
pale, and set her teeth; but she refrained her, and said: “Squire, I see of 
thee that thou art no liar, nor light of wit, therefore I suppose that thou 
hast verily seen some appearance of me; but never have I been in 
Langton, nor thought thereof, nor known that such a stead there was 
until thou namedst it e’en now. Wherefore, I deem that an enemy hath 
cast the shadow of me on the air of that land.” 

“Yea, my Lady,” said Walter; “and what enemy mightest thou have to 
have done this?” 

She was slow of answer, but spake at last from a quivering mouth of 
anger: “Knowest thou not the saw, that a man’s foes are they of his own 
house? If I find out for a truth who hath done this, the said enemy shall 
have an evil hour with me.” 

Again she was silent, and she clenched her hands and strained her 
limbs in the heat of her anger; so that Walter was afraid of her, and all 
his misgivings came back to his heart again, and he repented that he 
had told her so much. But in a little while all that trouble and wrath 
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seemed to flow off her, and again was she of good cheer, and kind and 
sweet to him; and she said: “But in sooth, however it may be, I thank 
thee, my Squire and friend, for telling me hereof. And surely no wyte 
do I lay on thee. And, moreover, is it not this vision which hath brought 
thee hither?” 

“So it is, Lady,” said he. 
“Then have we to thank it,” said the Lady, “and thou art welcome to 

our land.” 
And therewith she held out her hand to him, and he took it on his 

knees and kissed it; and then it was as if a red-hot iron had run through 
his heart, and he felt faint, and bowed down his head. But he held her 
hand yet, and kissed it many times, and the wrist and the arm, and 
knew not where he was. 

But she drew a little away from him, and arose and said: “Now is the 
day wearing, and if we are to bear back any venison we must buckle to 
the work. So arise, Squire, and take the hounds and come with me; for 
not far off is a little thicket which mostly harbours foison of deer, great 
and small. Let us come our ways.” 

CHAPTER XV 

The Slaying of the Quarry 

So they walked on quietly thence some half a mile, and ever the Lady 
would have Walter to walk by her side, and not follow a little behind 
her, as was meet for a servant to do; and she touched his hand at whiles 
as she showed him beast and fowl and tree, and the sweetness of her 
body overcame him, so that for a while he thought of nothing save her. 

Now when they were come to the thicket-side, she turned to him and 
said: “Squire, I am no ill woodman, so that thou mayst trust me that we 
shall not be brought to shame the second time; and I shall do sagely: so 
nock an arrow to thy bow, and abide me here, and stir not hence; for I 
shall enter this thicket without the hounds, and arouse the quarry for 
thee; and see that thou be brisk and clean-shooting, and then shalt thou 
have a reward of me.” 

Therewith she drew up her skirts through her girdle again, took her 
bent bow in her hand, and drew an arrow out of the quiver, and 
stepped lightly into the thicket, leaving him longing for the sight of her, 
as he hearkened to the tread of her feet on the dry leaves, and the 
rustling of the brake as she thrust through it. 

Thus he stood for a few minutes, and then he heard a kind of 
gibbering cry without words, yet as of a woman, coming from the 
thicket, and while his heart was yet gathering the thought that 
something had gone amiss, he glided swiftly, but with little stir, into the 
brake. 

He had gone but a little way ere he saw the Lady standing there in a 
narrow clearing, her face pale as death, her knees cleaving together, 
her body swaying and tottering, her hands hanging down, and the bow 
and arrow fallen to the ground; and ten yards before her a great- 
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headed yellow creature crouching flat to the earth and slowly drawing 
nigher. 

He stopped short; one arrow was already notched to the string, and 
another hung loose to the lesser fingers of his string-hand. He raised 
his right hand, and drew and loosed in a twinkling; the shaft flew close 
to the Lady’s side, and straightway all the wood rung with a huge roar, 
as the yellow lion turned about to bite at the shaft which had sunk deep 
into him behind the shoulder, as if a bolt out of the heavens had smitten 
him. But straightway had Walter loosed again, and then, throwing 
down his bow, he ran forward with his drawn sword gleaming in his 
hand, while the lion weltered and rolled, but had no might to move 
forward. Then Walter went up to him warily and thrust him through to 
the heart, and leapt aback, lest the beast might yet have life in him to 
smite; but he left his struggling, his huge voice died out, and he lay 
there moveless before the hunter. 

Walter abode a little, facing him, and then turned about to the Lady, 
and she had fallen down in a heap whereas she stood, and lay there all 
huddled up and voiceless. So he knelt down by her, and lifted up her 
head, and bade her arise, for the foe was slain. And after a little she 
stretched out her limbs, and turned about on the grass, and seemed to 
sleep, and the colour came into her face again, and it grew soft and a 
little smiling. Thus she lay awhile, and Walter sat by her watching her, 
till at last she opened her eyes and sat up, and knew him, and smiling 
on him said: “What hath befallen, Squire, that I have slept and 
dreamed?” 

He answered nothing, till her memory came back to her, and then 
she arose, trembling and pale, and said: “Let us leave this wood, for the 
Enemy is therein.” 

And she hastened away before him till they came out at the thicket- 
side whereas the hounds had been left, and they were standing there 
uneasy and whining; so Walter coupled them, while the Lady stayed 
not, but went away swiftly homeward, and Walter followed. 

At last she stayed her swift feet, and turned round on Walter, and 
said: “Squire, come hither.” 

So did he, and she said: “I am weary again; let us sit under this 
quicken-tree, and rest us.” 

So they sat down, and she sat looking between her knees a while; and 
at last she said: “Why didst thou not bring the lion’s hide?” 

He said: “Lady, I will go back and flay the beast, and bring on the 
hide.” 

And he arose therewith, but she caught him by the skirts and drew 
him down, and said: “Nay, thou shalt not go; abide with me. Sit down 
again.” 

He did so, and she said: “Thou shalt not go from me; for I am afraid: 
I am not used to looking on the face of death.” 

She grew pale as she spoke, and set a hand to her breast, and sat so a 
while without speaking. At last she turned to him smiling, and said: 
“How was it with the aspect of me when I stood before the peril of the 
Enemy?” And she laid a hand upon his. 

“O gracious one,” quoth he, “thou wert, as ever, full lovely, but I 
feared for thee.” 
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She moved not her hand from his, and she said: “Good and true 
Squire, I said ere I entered the thicket e’en now that I would reward 
thee if thou slewest the quarry. He is dead, though thou hast left the 
skin behind upon the carcase. Ask now thy reward, but take time to 
think what it shall be.” 

He felt her hand warm upon his, and drew in the sweet odour of her 
mingled with the woodland scents under the hot sun of the afternoon, 
and his heart was clouded with manlike desire of her. And it was a near 
thing but he had spoken, and craved of her the reward of the freedom 
of her Maid, and that he might depart with her into other lands; but as 
his mind wavered betwixt this and that, the Lady, who had been eyeing 
him keenly, drew her hand away from him; and therewith doubt and 
fear flowed into his mind, and he refrained him of speech. 

Then she laughed merrily and said: “The good Squire is shamefaced; 
he feareth a lady more than a lion. Will it be a reward to thee if I bid 
thee to kiss my cheek?’’ 

Therewith she leaned her face toward him, and he kissed her well- 
favouredly, and then sat gazing on her, wondering what should betide 
to him on the morrow. 

Then she arose and said: “Come, Squire, and let us home; be not 
abashed, there shall be other rewards hereafter.” 

So they went their ways quietly; and it was nigh sunset against they 
entered the house again. Walter looked round for the Maid, but beheld 
her not; and the Lady said to him: “I go to my chamber, and now is thy 
service over for this day.” 

Then she nodded to him friendly and went her ways. 

CHAPTER XVI 

Of the King’s Son and the Maid 

But as for Walter, he went out of the house again, and fared slowly 
over the woodlawns till he came to another close thicket or brake; he 
entered from mere wantonness, or that he might be the more apart and 
hidden, so as to think over his case. There he lay down under the thick 
boughs, but could not so herd his thoughts that they would dwell steady 
in looking into what might come to him within the next days; rather 
visions of those two women and the monster did but float before him, 
and fear and desire and the hope of life ran to and fro in his mind. 

As he lay thus he heard footsteps drawing near, and he looked 
between the boughs, and though the sun had just set, he could see close 
by him a man and a woman going slowly, and they hand in hand; at first 
he deemed it would be the King’s Son and the Lady, but presently he 
saw that it was the King’s Son indeed, but that it was the Maid whom he 
was holding by the hand. And now he saw of him that his eyes were 
bright with desire, and of her that she was very pale. Yet when he heard 
her begin to speak, it was in a steady voice that she said: 

“King’s Son, thou hast threatened me oft and unkindly, and now 
thou threatenest me again, and no less unkindly. But whatever were thy 



The Wood Beyond the World 299 

need herein before, now is there no more need; for my Mistress, of 
whom thou wert weary, is now grown weary of thee, and belike will not 
now reward me for drawing thy love to me, as once she would have 
done; to wit, before the coming of this stranger. Therefore I say, since I 
am but a thrall, poor and helpless, betwixt you two mighty ones, I have 
no choice but to do thy will.” 

As she spoke she looked all round about her, as one distraught by the 
anguish of fear. Walter, amidst of his wrath and grief, had wellnigh 
drawn his sword and rushed out of his lair upon the King’s Son. But he 
deemed it sure that, so doing, he should undo the Maid altogether, and 
himself also belike, so he refrained him, though it were a hard matter. 

The Maid had stayed her feet now close to where Walter lay, some 
five yards from him only, and he doubted whether she saw him not 
from where she stood. As to the King’s Son, he was so intent upon the 
Maid, and so greedy of her beauty, that it was not like that he saw 
anything. 

Now moreover Walter looked, and deemed that he beheld something 
through the grass and bracken on the other side of those two, an ugly 
brown and yellow body, which, if it were not some beast of the foumart 
kind, must needs be the monstrous dwarf, or one of his kin; and the 
flesh crept upon Walter’s bones with the horror of him, But the King’s 
Son spoke unto the Maid: “Sweetling, I shall take the gift thou givest 
me, neither shall I threaten thee any more, howbeit thou givest it not 
very gladly or graciously.” 

She smiled on him with her lips alone, for her eyes were wandering 
and haggard. “My lord,” she said, “is not this the manner of women?” 

“Well,” he said, “I say that I will take thy love even so given. Yet let 
me hear again that thou lovest not that vile newcomer, and that thou 
hast not seen him, save this morning along with my Lady. Nay now, 
thou shalt swear it.” 

“What shall I swear by?” she said. 
Quoth he, “Thou shalt swear by my body;” and therewith he thrust 

himself close up against her; but she drew her hand from his, and laid it 
on his breast, and said: “I swear it by thy body.” 

He smiled on her licorously, and took her by the shoulders, and 
kissed her face many times, and then stood aloof from her, and said: 
“Now have I had hansel: but tell me, when shall I come to thee?” 

She spoke out clearly: “Within three days at furthest; I will do thee to 
wit of the day and the hour to-morrow, or the day after.” 

He kissed her once more, and said: “Forget it not, or the threat holds 
good.” 

And therewith he turned about and went his ways toward the house; 
and Walter saw the yellow-brown thing creeping after him in the 
gathering dusk. 

As for the Maid, she stood for a while without moving, and looking 
after the King’s Son and the creature that followed him. Then she 
turned about to where Walter lay and lightly put aside the boughs, and 
Walter leapt up, and they stood face to face. She said softly but eagerly: 
“Friend, touch me not yet!” 

He spake not, but looked on her sternly. She said: “Thou art angry 
with me?” 
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Still he spake not; but she said: “Friend, this at least I will pray thee; 
not to play with life and death; with happiness and misery. Dost thou 
not remember the oath which we swore each to each but a little while 
ago? And dost thou deem that I have changed in these few days? Is thy 
mind concerning thee and me the same as it was? If it be not so, now tell 
me. For now have I the mind to do as if neither thou nor I are changed 
to each other, whoever may have kissed mine unwilling lips, or whom¬ 
soever thy lips may have kissed. But if thou hast changed, and wilt no 
longer give me thy love, nor crave mine, then shall this steel” (and she 
drew a sharp knife from her girdle) “be for the fool and the dastard who 
hath made thee wroth with me, my friend, and my friend that I deemed 
I had won. And then let come what will come! But if thou be nought 
changed, and the oath yet holds then, when a little while hath passed, 
may we thrust all evil and guile and grief behind us, and long joy shall 
lie before us, and long life, and all honour in death: if only thou wilt do 
as I bid thee, O my dear, and my friend, and my first friend!” 

He looked on her, and his breast heaved up as all the sweetness of 

her kind love took hold on him, and his face changed, and the tears 
filled his eyes and ran over, and rained down before her, and he 
stretched out his hand toward her. 

Then she said exceedingly sweetly: “Now indeed I see that it is well 
with me, yea, and with thee also. A sore pain it is to me, that not even 
now may I take thine hand, and cast mine arms about thee, and kiss the 
lips that love me. But so it has to be. My dear, even so I were fain to 
stand here long before thee, even if we spake no more word to each 
other; but abiding here is perilous; for there is ever an evil spy upon my 
doings, who has now as I deem followed the King’s Son to the house, 
but who will return when he has tracked him home thither: so we must 
sunder. But belike there is yet time for a word or two: first, the rede 
which I had thought on for our deliverance is now afoot, though I durst 
not tell thee thereof, nor have time thereto. But this much shall I tell 
thee, that whereas great is the craft of my Mistress in wizardry, yet I 
also have some little craft therein, and this, which she hath not, to 
change the aspect of folk so utterly that they seem other than they verily 
are; yea, so that one may have the aspect of another. Now the next 
thing is this: whatsoever my Mistress may bid thee, do her will therein 
with no more nay-saying than thou deemest may please her. And the 
next thing: wheresoever thou mayst meet me, speak not to me, make no 
sign to me, even when I seem to be all alone, till I stoop down and touch 
the ring on my ankle with my right hand; but if I do so, then stay thee, 
without fail, till I speak. The last thing I will say to thee, dear friend, ere 
we both go our ways, this it is. When we are free, and thou knowest all 
that I have done, I pray thee deem me not evil and wicked, and be not 
wroth with me for my deed; whereas thou wottest well that I am not in 
like plight with other women. I have heard tell that when the knight 
goeth to the war, and hath overcome his foes by the shearing of swords 
and guileful tricks, and hath come back home to his own folk, they 
praise him and bless him, and crown him with flowers, and boast of him 
before God in the minster for his deliverance of friend and folk and 
city. Why shouldst thou be worse to me than this? Now is all said, my 
dear and my friend; farewell, farewell!” 



The Wood Beyond the World 301 

Therewith she turned and went her ways toward the house in all 
speed, but making somewhat of a compass. And when she was gone, 
Walter knelt down and kissed the place where her feet had been, and 
arose thereafter, and made his way toward the house, he also, but 
slowly, and staying oft on his way. 

CHAPTER XVII 

Of the House and the Pleasance in the Wood 

On the morrow morning Walter loitered a while about the house till 
the morn was grown old, and then about noon he took his bow and 
arrows and went into the woods to the northward, to get him some 
venison. He went somewhat far ere he shot him a fawn, and then he sat 
him down to rest under the shade of a great chestnut-tree, for it was not 
far past the hottest of the day. He looked around thence and saw below 
him a little dale with a pleasant stream running through it, and he 
bethought him of bathing therein, so he went down and had his 
pleasure of the water and the willowy banks; for he lay naked a while on 
the grass by the lip of the water, for joy of the flickering shade, and the 
little breeze that ran over the down-long ripples of the stream. 

Then he did on his raiment, and began to come his ways up the bent, 
but had scarce gone three steps ere he saw a woman coming towards 
him from down-stream. His heart came into his mouth when he saw 
her, for she stooped and reached down her arm, as if she would lay her 
hand on her ankle, so that at first he deemed it had been the Maid, but 
at the second eye-shot he saw that it was the Mistress. She stood still and 
looked on him, so that he deemed she would have him come to her. So 
he went to meet her, and grew somewhat shamefaced as he drew 
nigher, and wondered at her, for now was she clad but in one garment 
of some dark grey silky stuff, embroidered with, as it were, a garland of 
flowers about the middle, but which was so thin that, as the wind drifted 
it from side and limb, it had her no more, but for the said garland, than 
if water were running over her: her face was full of smiling joy and 
content as she spake to him in a kind, caressing voice, and said: “I give 
thee good day, good Squire, and well art thou met.” And she held out 
her hand to him. He knelt down before her and kissed it, and abode 
still upon his kness, and hanging down his head. 

But she laughed outright, and stooped down to him, and put her 
hand to his arms, and raised him up, and said to him: “What is this, my 
Squire, that thou kneelest to me as to an idol?” 

He said faltering: “I wot not; but perchance thou art an idol; and I 
fear thee.” 

“What!” she said, “more than yesterday, whenas thou sawest me 
afraid?” 

Said he: “Yea, for that now I see thee unhidden, and meseemeth 
there hath been none such since the old days of the Gentiles.” 

She said: “Hast thou not yet bethought thee of a gift to crave of me, a 
reward for the slaying of mine enemy, and the saving of me from 
death?” 
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“O my Lady,” he said, “even so much would I have done for any 
other lady, or, forsooth, for any poor man; for so my manhood would 
have bidden me. Speak not of gifts to me then. Moreover” (and he 
reddened therewith, and his voice faltered), “didst thou not give me my 
sweet reward yesterday? What more durst I ask?” 

She held her peace a while, and looked on him keenly; and he 
reddened under her gaze. Then wrath came into her face, and she 
reddened and knit her brows, and spake to him in a voice of anger, and 
said: “Nay, what is this? It is growing in my mind that thou deemest the 
gift of me unworthy! Thou, an alien, an outcast; one endowed with the 
little wisdom of the World without the Wood! And here I stand before 
thee, all glorious in my nakedness, and so fulfilled of wisdom, that I can 
make this wilderness to any whom I love more full of joy than the 
kingdoms and cities of the world—and thou!—Ah, but it is the Enemy 
that hath done this, and made the guileless guileful! Yet will I have the 
upper hand at least, though thou suffer for it, and I suffer for thee.” 

Walter stood before her with hanging head, and he put forth his 
hands as if praying off her anger, and pondered what answer he should 
make; for now he feared for himself and the Maid; so at last he looked 
up to her, and said boldly: “Nay, Lady, I know what thy words mean, 
whereas I remember thy first welcome of me. I wot, forsooth, that thou 
wouldst call me base-born, and of no account, and unworthy to touch 
the hem of thy raiment; and that I have been over-bold, and guilty 
towards thee; and doubtless this is sooth, and I have deserved thine 
anger: but I will not ask thee to pardon me, for I have done but what I 
must needs.” 

She looked on him calmly now, and without any wrath, but rather as 
if she would read what was written in his inmost heart. Then her face 
changed into joyousness again, and she smote her palms together, and 
cried out: “This is but foolish talk; for yesterday did I see thy valiancy, 
and to-day I have seen thy goodliness; and I say, that though thou 
mightest not be good enough for a fool woman of the earthly baronage, 
yet art thou good enough for me, the wise and the mighty, and the 
lovely. And whereas thou sayest that I gave thee but disdain when first 
thou earnest to us, grudge not against me therefor, because it was done 
but to prove thee; and now thou art proven.” 

Then again he knelt down before her, and embraced her knees, and 
again she raised him up, and let her arm hang down over his shoulder, 
and her cheek brush his cheek; and she kissed his mouth and said: 
“Hereby is all forgiven, both thine offence and mine; and now cometh 
joy and merry days.” 

Therewith her smiling face grew grave, and she stood before him 
looking stately and gracious and kind at once, and she took his hand 
and said: “Thou mightest deem my chamber in the Golden House of 
the Wood over-queenly, since thou art no masterful man. So now hast 
thou chosen well the place wherein to meet me to-day, for hard by on 
the other side of the stream is a bower of pleasance, which, forsooth, 
not every one who cometh to this land may find; there shall I be to thee 
as one of the up-country damsels of thine own land, and thou shalt not 
be abashed.” 

She sidled up to him as she spoke, and would he, would he not, her 
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sweet voice tickled his very soul with pleasure, and she looked aside on 
him happy and well-content. 

So they crossed the stream by the shallow below the pool wherein 
Walter had bathed, and within a little they came upon a tall fence of 
flake-hurdles, and a simple gate therein. The Lady opened the same, 
and they entered thereby into a close all planted as a most fair garden, 
with hedges of rose and woodbine, and with linden-trees a-blossom, 
and long ways of green grass betwixt borders of lilies and clove- 
gilliflowers, and other sweet garland-flowers. And a branch of the 
stream which they had crossed erewhile wandered through that 
garden; and in the midst was a little house built of post and pan, and 
thatched with yellow straw, as if it were new done. 

Then Walter looked this way and that, and wondered at first, and 
tried to think in his mind what should come next, and how matters 
would go with him; but his thought would not dwell steady on any other 
matter than the beauty of the Lady amidst the beauty of the garden; 
and withal she was now grown so sweet and kind, and even somewhat 
timid and shy with him, that scarce did he know whose hand he held, or 
whose fragrant bosom and sleek side went so close to him. 

So they wandered here and there through the waning of the day, and 
when they entered at last into the cool dusk house, then they loved and 
played together, as if they were a pair of lovers guileless, with no fear 
for the morrow, and no seeds of enmity and death sown betwixt them. 

CHAPTER XVIII 

The Maid Gives Walter Tryst 

Now, on the mcrrow, when Walter was awake, he found there was no 
one lying beside him, and the day was no longer very young; so he 
arose, and went through the garden from end to end, and all about, 
and there was none there; and albeit that he dreaded to meet the Lady 
there, yet was he sad at heart and fearful of what might betide. 
Howsoever, he found the gate whereby they had entered yesterday, 
and he went out into the little dale; but when he had gone a step or two 
he turned about, and could see neither garden nor fence, nor any sign 
of what he had seen thereof but lately. He knit his brow and stood still 
to think of it, and his heart grew the heavier thereby; but presently he 
went his ways and crossed the stream, but had scarce come up on to the 
grass on the further side, ere he saw a woman coming to meet him, and 
at first, full as he was of the tide of yesterday and the wondrous garden, 
deemed that it would be the Lady; but the woman stayed her feet, and, 
stooping, laid a hand on her right ankle, and he saw that it was the 
Maid. He drew anigh to her, and saw that she was nought so sad of 
countenance as the last time she had met him, but flushed of cheek and 
bright-eyed. 

As he came up to her she made a step or two to meet him, holding 
out her two hands, and then refrained her, and said smiling: “Ah, 
friend, belike this shall be the last time that I shall say to thee, touch me 



304 The Wood Beyond the World 

not, nay, not so much as my hand, or if it were but the hem of my 
raiment.” 

The joy grew up in his heart, and he gazed on her fondly, and said: 
“Why, what hath befallen of late?” 

“O friend,” she began, “this hath befallen.” 
But as he looked on her, the smile died from her face, and she 

became deadly pale to the very lips; she looked askance to her left side, 
whereas ran the stream; and Walter followed her eyes, and deemed for 
one instant that he saw the misshapen yellow visage of the dwarf 
peering round from a grey rock, but the next there was nothing. Then 
the Maid, though she were as pale as death, went on in a clear, steady, 
hard voice, wherein was no joy or kindness, keeping her face to Walter 
and her back to the stream: “This hath befallen, friend, that there is no 
longer any need to refrain thy love nor mine; therefore I say to thee, 
come to my chamber (and it is the red chamber over against thine, 
though thou knewest it not) an hour before this next midnight, and 
then thy sorrow and mine shall be at an end: and now I must needs 
depart. Follow me not, but remember!” 

And therewith she turned about and fled like the wind down the 
stream. 

But Walter stood wondering, and knew not what to make of it, 
whether it were for good or ill: for he knew now that she had paled and 
been seized with terror because of the upheaving of the ugly head; and 
yet she had seemed to speak out the very thing she had to say. 
Howsoever it were, he spake aloud to himself: Whatever comes, I will 
keep tryst with her. 

Then he drew his sword, and turned this way and that, looking all 
about if he might see any sign of the Evil Thing; but nought might his 
eyes behold, save the grass, and the stream, and the bushes of the dale. 
So then, still holding his naked sword in his hand, he clomb the bent 
out of the dale; for that was the only way he knew to the Golden House; 
and when he came to the top, and the summer breeze blew in his face, 
and he looked down a fair green slope beset with goodly oaks and 
chestnuts, he was refreshed with the life of the earth, and he felt the 
good sword in his fist, and knew that there was might and longing in 
him, and the world seemed open unto him. 

So he smiled, if it were somewhat grimly, and sheathed his sword and 
went on toward the house. 

CHAPTER XIX 

Walter Goes to Fetch Home the Lion’s Hide 

He entered the cool dusk through the porch, and, looking down the 
pillared hall, saw beyond the fountain a gleam of gold, and when he 
came past the said fountain he looked up to the high-seat, and lo! the 
Lady sitting there clad in her queenly raiment. She called to him, and 
he came; and she hailed him, and spake graciously and calmly, yet as if 
she knew nought of him save as the leal servant of her, a high Lady. 
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“Squire,” she said, “we have deemed it meet to have the hide of the 
servant of the Enemy, the lion to wit, whom thou slewest yesterday, for 
a carpet to our feet; wherefore go now, take thy wood-knife, and flay 
the beast, and bring me home his skin. This shall be all thy service for 
this day, so mayst thou do it at thine own leisure, and not weary thyself. 
May good go with thee.” 

He bent the knee before her, and she smiled on him graciously, but 
reached out no hand for him to kiss, and heeded him but little. 
Wherefore, in spite of himself, and though he knew somewhat of her 
guile, he could not help marvelling that this should be she who had lain 
in his arms night-long but of late. 

Howso that might be, he took his way toward the thicket where he 
had slain the lion, and came thither by then it was afternoon, at the 
hottest of the day. So he entered therein, and came to the very place 
whereas the Lady had lain, when she fell down before the terror of the 
lion; and there was the mark of her body on the grass where she had 
lain that while, like as it were the form of a hare. But when Walter went 
on to where he had slain that great beast, lo! he was gone, and there was 
no sign of him; but there were Walter’s own foot-prints, and the two 
shafts which he had shot, one feathered red, and one blue. He said at 
first: Belike someone hath been here, and hath had the carcase away. 
Then he laughed in very despite, and said: How may that be, since 
there are no signs of dragging away of so huge a body, and no blood or 
fur on the grass if they had cut him up, and moreover no trampling of 
feet, as if there had been many men at the deed. Then was he all 
abashed, and again laughed in scorn of himself, and said: Forsooth I 
deemed I had done manly; but now forsooth I shot nought, and nought 
there was before the sword of my father’s son. And what may I deem 
now, but that this is a land of mere lies, and that there is nought real 
and alive therein save me. Yea, belike even these trees and the green 
grass will presently depart from me, and leave me falling down through 
the clouds. 

Therewith he turned away, and gat him to the road that led to the 
Golden House, wondering what next should befall him, and going 
slowly as he pondered his case. So came he to that first thicket where 
they had lost their quarry by water; so he entered the same, musing, 
and bathed him in the pool that was therein, after he had wandered 
about it awhile, and found nothing new. 

So again he set him to the homeward road, when the day was now 
waning, and it was near sunset that he was come nigh unto the house, 
though it was hidden from him as then by a low bent that rose before 
him; and there he abode and looked about him. 

Now as he looked, over the said bent came the figure of a woman, 
who stayed on the brow thereof and looked all about her, and then ran 
swiftly down to meet Walter, who saw at once that it was the Maid. 

She made no stay then till she was but three paces from him, and then 
she stooped down and made the sign to him, and then spake to him 
breathlessly, and said: “Hearken! but speak not till I have done: I bade 
thee to-night’s meeting because I saw that there was one anigh whom I 
must needs beguile. But by thine oath, and thy love, and all that thou 
art, I adjure thee come not unto me this night as I bade thee! but be 
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hidden in the hazel-copse outside the house, as it draws toward 
midnight, and abide me there. Dost thou hearken, and wilt thou? Say 
yes or no in haste, for I may not tarry a moment of time. Who knoweth 
what is behind me?” 

“Yes,” said Walter hastily; “but friend and love—” 
“No more,” she said; “hope the best;” and turning from him she ran 

away swiftly, not by the way she had come, but sideways, as though to 
reach the house by fetching a compass. 

But Walter went slowly on his way, thinking within himself that now 
at that present moment there was nought for it but to refrain him from 
doing, and to let others do; yet deemed he that it was little manly to be 
as the pawn upon the board, pushed about by the will of others. 

Then, as he went, he bethought him of the Maiden’s face and aspect, 
as she came running to him, and stood before him for that minute; and 
all eagerness he saw in her, and sore love of him, and distress of soul, all 
blent together. 

So came he to the brow of the bent whence he could see lying before 
him, scarce more than a bow-shot away, the Golden House, now gilded 
again and reddened by the setting sun. And even therewith came a gay 
image toward him, flashing back the level rays from gold and steel and 
silver; and lo! there was come the King’s Son. They met presently, and 
the King’s Son turned to go beside him, and said merrily: “I give thee 
good even, my Lady’s Squire! I owe thee something of courtesy, 
whereas it is by thy means that I shall be made happy, both to-night, 
and to-morrow, and many to-morrows; and sooth it is, that but little 
courtesy have I done thee hitherto.” 

His face was full of joy, and the eyes of him shone with gladness. He 
was a goodly man, but to Walter he seemed an ill one; and he hated him 
so much, that he found it no easy matter to answer him; but he 
refrained himself, and said: “I can thee thank, King’s Son; and good it 
is that someone is happy in this strange land.” 

“Art thou not happy then, Squire of my Lady?” said the other. 
Walter had no mind to show this man his heart, nay, nor even a 

corner thereof; for he deemed him any enemy. So he smiled sweetly 
and somewhat foolishly, as a man luckily in love, and said: “O yea, yea, 
why should I not be so? How might I be otherwise?” 

“Yea then,” said the King’s Son, “why didst thou say that thou wert 
glad someone is happy? Who is unhappy, deemest thou?” and he 
looked on him keenly. 

Walter answered slowly: “Said I so? I suppose then that I was 
thinking of thee; for when first I saw thee, yea, and afterwards, thou 
didst seem heavy-hearted and ill-content.” 

The face of the King’s Son cleared at this word, and he said: “Yea, so 
it was; for look you, both ways it was: I was unfree, and I had sown the 
true desire of my heart whereas it waxed not. But now I am on the 
brink and verge of freedom, and presently shall my desire be blos¬ 
somed. Nay now, Squire, I deem thee a good fellow, though it may be 
somewhat of a fool; so I will no more speak riddles to thee. Thus it is: 
the Maid hath promised me all mine asking, and is mine; and in two or 
three days, by her helping also, I shall see the world again.” 
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Quoth Walter, smiling askance on him: “And the Lady? what shall 
she say to this matter?” 

The King’s Son reddened, but smiled falsely enough, and said: “Sir 
Squire, thou knowest enough not to need to ask this. Why should I tell 
thee that she accounteth more of thy little finger than of my whole 
body? Now I tell thee hereof freely; hrst, because this my fruition of 
love, and my freeing from thralldom, is, in a way, of thy doing. For 
thou art become my supplanter, and hast taken thy place with yonder 
lovely tyrant. Fear not for me! she will let me go. As for thyself, see thou 
to it! But again I tell thee hereof because my heart is light and full of 
joy, and telling thee will pleasure me, and cannot do me any harm. For 
if thou say: How if I carry the tale to my Lady? I answer, thou wilt not. 
For I know that thine heart hath been somewhat set on the jewel that 
my hand holdeth; and thou knowest well on whose head the Lady’s 
wrath would fall, and that would be neither thine nor mine.” 

“Thou sayest sooth,” said Walter; “neither is treason my wont.” 
So they walked on silently a while, and then Walter said: “But how if 

the Maiden had nay-said thee; what hadst thou done then?” 
“By the heavens!” said the King’s Son fiercely, “she should have paid 

for her nay-say; then would I—” But he broke off, and said quietly, yet 
somewhat doggedly: “Why talk of what might have been? She gave me 
her yea-say pleasantly and sweetly.” 

Now Walter knew that the man lied, so he held his peace thereon; but 
presently he said: “When thou art free wilt thou go to thine own land 
again? 

“Yea,” said the King’s Son; “she will lead me thither.” 
“And wilt thou make her thy lady and queen when thou comest to thy 

father’s land?” said Walter. 
The King’s Son knit his brow, and said: “When I am in mine own 

land I may do with her what I will; but I look for it that I shall do no 
otherwise with her than that she shall be well-content.” 

Then the talk between them dropped, and the King’s Son turned off 
toward the wood, singing and joyous; but Walter went soberly toward 
the house. Forsooth he was not greatly cast down, for besides that he 
knew that the King’s Son was false, he deemed that under this double 
tryst lay something which was a-doing in his own behalf. Yet was he 
eager and troubled, if not down-hearted, and his soul was cast about 
betwixt hope and fear. 

CHAPTER XX 

Walter Is Bidden to Another Tryst 

So came he into the pillared hall, and there he found the Lady walking 
to and fro by the high-seat; and when he drew nigh she turned on him, 
and said in a voice rather eager than angry: “What hast thou done, 
Squire? Why art thou come before me?” 

He was abashed, and bowed before her and said: “O gracious Lady, 
thou badest me service, and I have been about it.” 
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She said: “Tell me then, tell me, what hath betided?” 
“Lady,” said he, “when I entered the thicket of thy swooning I found 

there no carcase of the lion, nor any sign of the dragging away of him.” 
She looked full in his face for a little, and then went to her chair, and 

sat down therein; and in a little while spake to him in a softer voice, and 
said: “Did I not tell thee that some enemy had done that unto me? and 
lo! now thou seest that so it is.” 

Then was she silent again, and knit her brows and set her teeth; and 
thereafter she spake harshly and fiercely: “But I will overcome her, and 
make her days evil, but keep death away from her, that she may die 
many times over; and know all the sickness of the heart, when foes be 
nigh, and friends afar, and there is none to deliver!” 

Her eyes flashed, and her face was dark with anger; but she turned 
and caught Walter’s eyes, and the sternness of his face, and she 
softened at once, and said: “But thou! this hath little to do with thee; 
and now to thee I speak: Now cometh even and night. Go thou to thy 
chamber, and there shalt thou find raiment worthy of thee, what thou 
now art, and what thou shalt be; do on the same, and make thyself most 
goodly, and then come thou hither and eat and drink with me, and 
afterwards depart whither thou wilt, till the night has worn to its 
midmost; and then come thou to my chamber, to wit, through the ivory 
door in the gallery above; and then and there shall I tell thee a thing, 
and it shall be for the weal both of thee and of me, but for the grief and 
woe of the Enemy.” 

Therewith she reached her hand to him, and he kissed it, and 
departed and came to his chamber, and found raiment therebefore rich 
beyond measure; and he wondered if any new snare lay therein: yet if 
there were, he saw no way whereby he might escape it, so he did it on, 
and became as the most glorious of kings, and yet lovelier than any king 
of the world. 

Sithence he went his way into the pillared hall, when it was now night, 
and without the moon was up, and the trees of the wood as still as 
images. But within the hall shone bright with many candles, and the 
fountain glittered in the light of them, as it ran tinkling sweetly into the 
little stream; and the silvern bridges gleamed, and the pillars shone all 
round about. 

And there on the dais was a table dight most royally, and the Lady 
sitting thereat, clad in her most glorious array, and behind her the Maid 
standing humbly, yet clad in precious web of shimmering gold, but with 
feet unshod, and the iron ring upon her ankle. 

So Walter came his ways to the high-seat, and the Lady rose and 
greeted him, and took him by the hands, and kissed him on either 
cheek, and sat him down beside her. So they fell to their meat, and the 
Maid served them; but the Lady took no more heed of her than if she 
were one of the pillars of the hall; but Walter she caressed oft with 
sweet words, and the touch of her hand, making him drink out of her 
cup and eat out of her dish. As to him, he was bashful by seeming, but 
verily fearful; he took the Lady’s caresses with what grace he might, and 
durst not so much as glance at her Maid. Long indeed seemed that 
banquet to him, and longer yet endured the weariness of his abiding 
there, kind to his foe and unkind to his friend; for after the banquet 
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they still sat a while, and the Lady talked much to Walter about many 
things of the ways of the world, and he answered what he might, 
distraught as he was with the thought of those two trysts which he had 
to deal with. 

At last spake the Lady and said: “Now must I leave thee for a little, 
and thou wottest where and how we shall meet next; and meanwhile 
disport thee as thou wilt, so that thou weary not thyself, for I love to see 
thee joyous.” 

Then she arose stately and grand; but she kissed Walter on the 
mouth ere she turned to go out of the hall. The Maid followed her; but 
or ever she was quite gone, she stooped and made that sign, and looked 
over her shoulder at Walter, as if in entreaty to him, and there was fear 
and anguish in her face; but he nodded his head to her in yea-say of the 
tryst in the hazel-copse, and in a trice she was gone. 

Walter went down the hall, and forth into the early night; but in the 
jaws of the porch he came up against the King’s Son, who, gazing at his 
attire glittering with all its gems in the moonlight, laughed out, and 
said: “Now may it be seen how thou art risen in degree above me, 
whereas I am but a king’s son, and that a king of a far country; whereas 
thou art a king of kings, or shalt be this night, yea, and of this very 
country wherein we both are.” 

Now Walter saw the mock which lay under his words; but he kept 
back his wrath, and answered: “Fair sir, art thou as well contented with 
thy lot as when the sun went down? Hast thou no doubt or fear? Will 
the Maid verily keep tryst with thee, or hath she given thee yea-say but 
to escape thee this time? Or, again, may she not turn to the Lady and 
appeal to her against thee?” 

Now when he had spoken these words, he repented thereof, and 
feared for himself and the Maid, lest he had stirred some misgiving in 
that young man’s foolish heart. But the King’s Son did but laugh, and 
answered nought but to Walter’s last words, and said: “Yea, yea! this 
word of thine showeth how little thou wottest of that which lieth betwixt 
my darling and thine. Doth the lamb appeal from the shepherd to the 
wolf? Even so shall the Maid appeal from me to thy Lady. What! ask thy 
Lady at thy leisure what her wont hath been with her thrall; she shall 
think it a fair tale to tell thee thereof. But thereof is my Maid all whole 
now by reason of her wisdom in leechcraft, or somewhat more. And 
now I tell thee again, that the beforesaid Maid must needs do my will; 
for if I be the deep sea, and I deem not so ill of myself, that other one is 
the devil; as belike thou shalt find out for thyself later on. Yea, all is well 
with me, and more than well.” 

And therewith he swung merrily into the litten hall. But Walter went 
out into the moonlit night, and wandered about for an hour or more, 
and stole warily into the hall and thence into his own chamber. There 
he did off that royal array, and did his own raiment upon him; he girt 
him with sword and knife, took his bow and quiver, and stole down and 
out again, even as he had come in. Then he fetched a compass, and 
came down into the hazel-coppice from the north, and lay hidden there 
while the night wore, till he deemed it would lack but little of midnight. 
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CHAPTER XXI 

Walter and the Maid Flee from the Golden House 

There he abode amidst the hazels, hearkening every littlest sound; 
and the sounds were nought but the night voices of the wood, till 
suddenly there burst forth from the house a great wailing cry. Walter’s 
heart came up into his mouth, but he had no time to do aught, for 
following hard on the cry came the sound of light feet close to him, the 
boughs were thrust aside, and there was come the Maid, and she but in 
her white coat, and barefoot. And then first he felt the sweetness of her 
flesh on his, for she caught him by the hand and said breathlessly: 
“Now, now! there may yet be time, or even too much, it may be. For the 
saving of breath ask me no questions, but come!” 

He dallied not, but went as she led, and they were light-foot, both of 
them. 

They went the same way, due south to wit, whereby he had gone a- 
hunting with the Lady; and whiles they ran and whiles they walked; but 
so fast they went, that by grey of the dawn they were come as far as that 
coppice or thicket of the Lion; and still they hastened onward, and but 
little had the Maid spoken, save here and there a word to hearten up 
Walter, and here and there a shy word of endearment. At last the dawn 
grew into early day, and as they came over the brow of a bent, they 
looked down over a plain-land whereas the trees grew scatter-meal, and 
beyond the plain rose up the land into long green hills, and over those 
again were blue mountains great and far away. 

Then spake the Maid: “Over yonder lie the outlying mountains of the 
Bears, and through them we needs must pass, to our great peril. Nay, 
friend,” she said, as he handled his sword-hilt, “it must be patience and 
wisdom to bring us through, and not the fallow blade of one man, 
though he be a good one. But look! below there runs a stream through 
the first of the plain, and I see nought for it but we must now rest our 
bodies. Moreover I have a tale to tell thee which is burning my heart; 
for maybe there will be a pardon to ask of thee moreover; wherefore I 
fear thee.” 

Quoth Walter: “How may that be?” 
She answered him not, but took his hand and led him down the bent. 

But he said: “Thou sayest, rest; but are we now out of all peril of the 
chase?” 

She said: “I cannot tell till I know what hath befallen her. If she be 
not to hand to set on her trackers, they will scarce happen on us now; if 
it be not for that one.” 

And she shuddered, and he felt her hand change as he held it. 
Then she said: “But peril or no peril, needs must we rest; for I tell 

thee again, what I have to say to thee burneth my bosom for fear of 
thee, so that I can go no further until I have told thee.” 

Then he said: “I wot not of this Queen and her mightiness and her 
servants. I will ask thereof later. But besides the others, is there not the 
King’s Son, he who loves thee so unworthily?” 

She paled somewhat, and said: “As for him, there had been nought 
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for thee to fear in him, save his treason: but now shall he neither love 
nor hate any more; he died last midnight.” 

“Yea, and how?” said Walter. 
“Nay,” she said, “let me tell my tale all together once for all, lest thou 

blame me overmuch. But first we will wash us and comfort us as best we 
may, and then amidst our resting shall the word be said.” 

By then were they come down to the stream-side, which ran fair in 
pools and stickles amidst rocks and sandy banks. She said: “There 
behind the great grey rock is my bath, friend; and here is thine; and lo! 
the uprising of the sun!” 

So she went her ways to the said rock, and he bathed him, and 
washed the night off him, and by then he was clad again she came back 
fresh and sweet from the water, and with her lap full of cherries from a 
wilding which overhung her bath. So they sat down together on the 
green grass above the sand, and ate the breakfast of the wilderness: and 
Walter was full of content as he watched her, and beheld her sweetness 
and her loveliness; yet were they, either of them, somewhat shy and 
shamefaced each with the other; so that he did but kiss her hands once 
and again, and though she shrank not from him, yet had she no 
boldness to cast herself into his arms. 

CHAPTER XXII 

Of the Dwarf and the Pardon 

Now she began to say: “My friend, now shall I tell thee what I have 
done for thee and me; and if thou have a mind to blame me, and 
punish me, yet remember first, that what I have done has been for thee 
and our hope of happy life. Well, I shall tell thee—” 

But therewithal her speech failed her; and, springing up, she faced 
the bent and pointed with her finger, and she all deadly pale, and 
shaking so that she might scarce stand, and might speak no word, 
though a feeble gibbering came from her mouth. 

Walter leapt up and put his arm about her, and looked whitherward 
she pointed, and at first saw nought; and then nought but a brown and 
yellow rock rolling down the bent: and then at last he saw that it was the 
Evil Thing which had met him when first he came into that land; and 
now it stood upright, and he could see that it was clad in a coat of yellow 
samite. 

Then Walter stooped down and gat his bow into his hand, and stood 
before the Maid, while he nocked an arrow. But the monster made 
ready his tackle while Walter was stooping down, and or ever he could 
loose, his bow-string twanged, and an arrow flew forth and grazed the 
Maid’s arm above the elbow, so that the blood ran, and the Dwarf gave 
forth a harsh and horrible cry. Then flew Walter’s shaft, and true was it 
aimed, so that it smote the monster full on the breast, but fell down 
from him as if he were made of stone. Then the creature set up his 
horrible cry again, and loosed withal, and Walter deemed that he had 
smitten the Maid, for she fell down in a heap behind him. Then waxed 
Walter wood-wroth, and cast down his bow and drew his sword, and 
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strode forward towards the bent against the Dwarf. But he roared out 
again, and there were words in his roar, and he said: “Fool! thou shalt 
go free if thou wilt give up the Enemy?” 

“And who,” said Walter, “is the Enemy?” 
Yelled the Dwarf: “She, the pink and white thing lying there; she is 

not dead yet; she is but dying for fear of me. Yea, she hath reason! I 
could have set the shaft in her heart as easily as scratching her arm; but 
I need her body alive, that I may wreak me on her.” 

“What wilt thou do with her?” said Walter; for now he had heard that 
the Maid was not slain he had waxed wary again, and stood watching his 
chance. 

The Dwarf yelled so at his last word, that no word came from the 
noise a while, and then he said: “What will I with her? Let me at her, 
and stand by and look on, and then shalt thou have a strange tale to 
carry off with thee. For I will let thee go this while.” 

Said Walter: “But what need to wreak thee? What hath she done to 
thee?” 

“What need! what need!” roared the Dwarf; “have I not told thee that 
she is the Enemy? And thou askest of what she hath done! of what! 
Fool, she is the murderer! she hath slain the Lady that was our Lady, 
and that made us; she whom all we worshipped and adored. O 
impudent fool!” 

Therewith he nocked and loosed another arrow, which would have 
smitted Walter in the face, but that he lowered his head in the very nick 
of time; then with a great shout he rushed up the bent, and was on the 
Dwarf before he could get his sword out, and leaping aloft dealt the 
creature a stroke amidmost of the crown; and so mightily he smote, that 
he drave the heavy sword right through to the teeth, so that he fell dead 
straightway. 

Walter stood over him a minute, and when he saw that he moved not, 
he went slowly down to the stream, whereby the Maid yet lay cowering 
down and quivering all over, and covering her face with her hands. 
Then he took her by the wrist and said: “Up, Maiden, up! and tell me 
this tale of the slaying!” 

But she shrunk away from him, and looked at him with wild eyes, and 
said: “What hast thou done with him? Is he gone?” 

“He is dead,” said Walter; “I have slain him; there lies he with cloven 
skull on the bent-side: unless, forsooth, he vanish away like the lion I 
slew! or else, perchance, he will come to life again! And art thou a lie 
like to the rest of them? let me hear of this slaying.” 

She rose up, and stood before him trembling, and said: “O, thou art 
angry with me, and thine anger I cannot bear. Ah, what have I done? 
Thou hast slain one, and I, maybe, the other; and never had we escaped 
till both these twain were dead. Ah! thou dost not know! thou dost not 
know! O me! what shall I do to appease thy wrath!” 

He looked on her, and his heart rose to his mouth at the thought of 
sundering from her. Still he looked on her, and her piteous friendly 
face melted all his heart; he threw down his sword, and took her by the 
shoulders, and kissed her face over and over, and strained her to him, 
so that he felt the sweetness of her bosom. Then he lifted her up like a 
child, and set her down on the green grass, and went down to the water, 
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and filled his hat therefrom, and came back to her; then he gave her to 
drink, and bathed her face and her hands, so that the colour came 
aback to the cheeks and lips of her: and she smiled on him and kissed 
his hands, and said: “O now thou art kind to me.” 

“Yea,” said he, “and true it is that if thou hast slain, I have done no 
less, and if thou hast lied, even so have I; and if thou hast played the 
wanton, as I deem not that thou hast, I full surely have so done. So now 
thou shalt pardon me, and when thy spirit has come back to thee, thou 
shalt tell me thy tale in all friendship, and in all loving-kindness will I 
hearken the same. 

Therewith he knelt before her and kissed her feet. But she said: 
“Yea, yea; what thou wiliest, that will I do. But first tell me one thing. 
Hast thou buried this horror and hidden him in the earth?” 

He deemed that fear had bewildered her, and that she scarcely yet 
knew how things had gone. But he said: “Fair sweet friend, I have not 
done it as yet; but now will I go and do it, if it seem good to thee.” 

“Yea,” she said, “but first must thou smite off his head, and lie it by 
his buttocks when he is in the earth; or evil things will happen else. This 
of the burying is no idle matter, I bid thee believe.” 

“I doubt it not,” said he; “surely such malice as was in this one will be 
hard to slay.” And he picked up his sword, and turned to go to the held 
of deed. 

She said: “I must needs go with thee; terror hath so filled my soul, 
that I durst not abide here without thee.” 

So they went both together to where the creature lay. The Maid durst 
not look on the dead monster, but Walter noted that he was girt with a 
big ungainly sax; so he drew it from the sheath, and there smote off the 
hideous head of the bend with his own weapon. Then they twain 
together laboured the earth, she with Walter’s sword, he with the ugly 
sax, till they had made a grave deep and wide enough; and therein they 
thrust the creature, and covered him up, weapons and all together. 

CHAPTER XXIII 

Of the Peaceful Ending of That Wild Day 

Thereafter Walter led the Maid down again, and said to her: 
“Now, sweetling, shall the story be told.” 

“Nay, friend,” she said, “not here. This place hath been polluted by 
my craven fear, and the horror of the vile wretch, of whom no words 
may tell his vileness. Let us hence and onward. Thou seest I have once 
more come to life again.” 

“But,” said he, “thou hast been hurt by the Dwarfs arrow.” 
She laughed, and said: “Had I never had greater hurt from them 

than that, little had been the tale thereof: yet whereas thou lookest 
dolorous about it, we will speedily heal it.” 

Therewith she sought about, and found nigh the streamside certain 
herbs; and she spake words over them, and bade Walter lay them on 
the wound, which, forsooth, was of the least, and he did so, and bound 
a strip of his shirt about her arm; and then would she set forth. But he 
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said: “Thou art all unshod; and but if that be seen to, our journey shall 
be stayed by thy foot-soreness: I may make a shift to fashion thee 
brogues.” 

She said: “I may well go barefoot. And in any case, I entreat thee that 
we tarry here no longer, but go away hence, if it be but for a mile.” 

And she looked piteously on him, so that he might not gainsay her. 
So then they crossed the stream, and set forward, when amidst all 

these haps the day was worn to mid-morning. But after they had gone a 
mile, they sat them down on a knoll under the shadow of a big thorn- 
tree, within sight of the mountains. Then said Walter: “Now will I cut 
thee the brogues from the skirt of my buff-coat, which shall be well 
meet for such work; and meanwhile shalt thou tell me thy tale.” 

“Thou art kind,” she said; “but be kinder yet, and abide my tale till we 
have done our day’s work. For we were best to make no long delay here; 
because, though thou hast slain the King-dwarf, yet there be others of his 
kindred, who swarm in some parts of the wood as the rabbits in a warren. 
Now true it is that they have but little understanding, less, it may be, than 
the very brute beasts; and that, as I said afore, unless they be set on our slot 
like to hounds, they shall have no inkling of where to seek us, yet might 
they happen upon us by mere misadventure. And moreover, friend,” 
quoth she, blushing, “I would beg of thee some little respite; for though I 
scarce fear thy wrath any more, since thou hast been so kind to me, yet is 
there shame in that which I have to tell thee. Wherefore, since the fairest 
of the day is before us, let us use it all we may, and, when thou hast done 
me my new foot-gear, get us gone forward again.” 

He kissed her kindly and yea-said her asking: he had already fallen to 
work on the leather, and in a while had fashioned her the brogues; so 
she tied them to her feet, and arose with a smile and said: “Now am I 
hale and strong again, what with the rest, and what with thy loving 
kindness, and thou shalt see how nimble I shall be to leave this land, for 
as fair as it is. Since forsooth a land of lies it is, and of grief to the 
children of Adam.” 

So they went their ways thence, and fared nimbly indeed, and made 
no stay till some three hours after noon, when they rested by a thicket- 
side, where the strawberries grew plenty; they ate thereof what they 
would: and from a great oak hard by Walter shot him first one culver, 
and then another, and hung them to his girdle to be for their evening’s 
meat; sithence they went forward again, and nought befell them to tell 
of, till they were come, whenas it lacked scarce an hour of sunset, to the 
banks of another river, not right great, but bigger than the last one. 
There the Maid cast herself down and said: “Friend, no further will thy 
friend go this even; nay, to say sooth, she cannot. So now we will eat of 
thy venison, and then shall my tale be, since I no longer delay it; and 
thereafter shall our slumber be sweet and safe as I deem.” 

She spake merrily now, and as one who feared nothing, and Walter 
was much heartened by her words and her voice, and he fell to and 
made a fire, and a woodland oven in the earth, and sithence dighted his 
fowl, and baked them after the manner of woodmen. And they ate, 
both of them, in all love, and in good-liking of life, and were much 
strengthened by their supper. And when they were done, Walter eked 
his fire, both against the chill of the midnight and dawning, and for a 
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guard against wild beasts, and by that time night was come, and the 
moon arisen. Then the Maiden drew up to the fire, and turned to 
Walter and spake. 

CHAPTER XXIV 

The Maid Tells of What Had Befallen Her 

Now, friend, by the clear of the moon and this fire-light will I tell what 
I may and can of my tale. Thus it is: If I be wholly of the race of Adam I 
wot not; nor can I tell thee how many years old I may be. For there are, 
as it were, shards or gaps in my life, wherein are but a few things dimly 
remembered, and doubtless many things forgotten. I remember well 
when I was a little child, and right happy, and there were people about 
me whom I loved, and who loved me. It was not in this land; but all 
things were lovely there; the year’s beginning, the happy mid-year, the 
year’s waning, the year’s ending, and then again its beginning. That 
passed away, and then for a while is more than dimness, for nought I 
remember save that I was. Thereafter I remember again, and am a 
young maiden, and I know some things, and long to know more. I am 
nowise happy; I am amongst people who bid me go, and I go; and do 
this, and I do it: none loveth me, none tormenteth me; but I wear my 
heart in longing for I scarce know what. Neither then am I in this land, 
but in a land that I love not, and a house that is big and stately, but 
nought lovely. Then is a dim time again, and sithence a time not right 
clear; an evil time, wherein I am older, well-nigh grown to womanhood. 
There are a many folk about me, and they foul, and greedy, and hard; 
and my spirit is fierce, but my body feeble; and I am set to tasks that I 
would not do, by them that are unwiser than I; and smitten I am by 
them that are less valiant than I; and I know lack, and stripes, and 
divers misery. But all that is now become but a dim picture to me, save 
that amongst all these unfriends is a friend to me; an old woman, who 
telleth me sweet tales of other life, wherein all is high and goodly, or at 
the least valiant and doughty, and she setteth hope in my heart and 
learneth me, and maketh me to know much . . . O much ... so that at 
last I am grown wise, and wise to be mighty if I durst. Yet am I nought 
in this land all this while, but, as meseemeth, in a great and a foul city. 

“And then, as it were, I fall asleep; and in my sleep is nought, save 
here and there a wild dream, somedeal lovely, somedeal hideous: but of 
this dream is my Mistress a part, and the monster, withal, whose head 
thou didst cleave to-day. But when I am awaken from it, then am I 
verily in this land, and myself, as thou seest me to-day. And the first 
part of my life here is this, that I am in the pillared hall yonder, half- 
clad and with bound hands; and the Dwarf leadeth me to the Lady, and 
I hear his horrible croak as he sayeth: ‘Lady, will this one do?’ and then 
the sweet voice of the Lady saying: ‘This one will do; thou shalt have thy 
reward: now, set thou the token upon her.’ Then I remember the 
Dwarf dragging me away, and my heart sinking for fear of him; but for 
that time he did me no more harm than the rivetting upon my leg this 
iron ring here thou seest. 
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“So from that time forward I have lived in this land, and been the 
thrall of the Lady; and I remember my life here day by day, and no part 
of it has fallen into the dimness of dreams. Thereof will I tell thee but 
little: but this I will tell thee, that in spite of my past dreams, or it may 
be because of them, I had not lost the wisdom which the old woman had 
erst learned me, and for more wisdom I longed. Maybe this longing 
shall now make both thee and me happy, but for the passing time it 
brought me grief. For at first my Mistress was indeed wayward with me, 
but as any great lady might be with her bought thrall, whiles caressing 
me, and whiles chastising me, as her mood went; but she seemed not to 
be cruel of malice, or with any set purpose. But so it was (rather little by 
little than by any great sudden uncovering of my intent), that she came 
to know that I also had some of the wisdom whereby she lived her 
queenly life. That was about two years after I was first her thrall, and 
three weary years have gone by since she began to see in me the enemy 
of her days. Now why or wherefore I know not, but it seemeth that it 
would not avail her to slay me outright, or suffer me to die; but nought 
withheld her from piling up griefs and miseries on my head. At last she 
set her servant, the Dwarf, upon me, even he whose head thou clavest 
to-day. Many things I bore from him whereof it were unseemly for my 
tongue to tell before thee; but the time came when he exceeded, and I 
could bear no more; and then I showed him this sharp knife (where¬ 
with I would have thrust me through to the heart if thou hadst not 
pardoned me e’en now), and I told him that if he forbore me not, I 
would slay, not him, but myself; and this he might not away with 
because of the commandment of the Lady, who had given him the word 
that in any case I must be kept living. And her hand, withal, fear held 
somewhat hereafter. Yet was there need to me of all my wisdom; for 
with all this her hatred grew, and whiles raged within her so furiously 
that it overmastered her fear, and at such times she would have put me 
to death if I had not escaped her by some turn of my lore. 

“Now further, I shall tell thee that somewhat more than a year ago 
hither to this land came the King’s Son, the second goodly man, as thou 
art the third, whom her sorceries have drawn hither since I have dwelt 
here. Forsooth, when he first came, he seemed to us, to me, and yet 
more to my Lady, to be as beautiful as an angel, and sorely she loved 
him; and he her, after his fashion: but he was light-minded, and cold- 
hearted, and in a while he must needs turn his eyes upon me, and offer 
me his love, which was but foul and unkind as it turned out; for when I 
nay-said him, as maybe I had not done save for fear of my Mistress, he 
had no pity upon me, but spared not to lead me into the trap of her 
wrath, and leave me without help, or a good word. But, O friend, in 
spite of all grief and anguish, I learned still, and waxed wise, and wiser, 
abiding the day of my deliverance, which has come, and thou art come.” 

Therewith she took Walter’s hands and kissed them; but he kissed 
her face, and her tears wet her lips. Then she went on: “But sithence, 
months ago, the Lady began to weary of this dastard, despite of his 
beauty; and then it was thy turn to be swept into her net; I partly guess 
how. For on a day in broad daylight, as I was serving my Mistress in the 
hall, and the Evil Thing, whose head is now cloven, was lying across the 
threshold of the door, as it were a dream fell upon me, though I strove 
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to cast it off for fear of chastisement; for the pillared hall wavered, and 
vanished from my sight, and my feet were treading a rough stone 
pavement instead of the marble wonder of the hall, and there was the 
scent of the salt sea and of the tackle of ships, and behind me were tall 
houses, and before me the ships indeed, with their ropes beating and 
their sails flapping and their masts wavering; and in mine ears was the 
hale and how of mariners; things that I had seen and heard in the 
dimness of my life gone by. 

“And there was I, and the Dwarf before me, and the Lady after me, 
going over the gangway aboard of a tall ship, and she gathered way and 
was gotten out of the haven, and straightway I saw the mariners cast 
abroad their ancient.’’ 

Quoth Walter: “What then! Sawest thou the blazon thereon, of a 
wolf-like beast ramping up against a maiden? And that might well have 
been thou.” 

She said: “Yea, so it was; but refrain thee, that I may tell on my tale! 
The ship and the sea vanished away, but I was not back in the hall of 
the Golden House; and again were we three in the street of the self¬ 
same town which we had but just left; but somewhat dim was my vision 
thereof, and I saw little save the door of a goodly house before me, and 
speedily it died out, and we were again in the pillared hall, wherein my 
thralldom was made manifest.” 

“Maiden,” said Walter, “one question I would ask thee; to wit, didst 
thou see me on the quay by the ships?” 

“Nay,” she said, “there were many folk about, but they were all as 
images of the aliens to me. Now hearken further: three months 
thereafter came the dream upon me again, when we were all three 
together in the Pillared Hall; and again was the vision somewhat dim. 
Once more we were in the street of a busy town, but all unlike to that 
other one, and there were men standing together on our right hands by 
the door of a house. 

“Yea, yea,” quoth Walter; “and, forsooth, one of them was who but 
I.” 

“Refrain thee, beloved!” she said; “for my tale draweth to its ending, 
and I would have thee hearken heedfully: for maybe thou shalt once 
again deem my deed past pardon. Some twenty days after this last 
dream, I had some leisure from my Mistress’s service, so I went to 
disport me by the Well of the Oak-tree (or forsooth she might have set 
in my mind the thought of going there, that I might meet thee and give 
her some occasion against me); and I sat thereby, nowise loving the 
earth, but sick at heart, because of the late King’s Son had been more 
than ever instant with me to yield him my body, threatening me else 
with casting me into all that the worst could do to me of torments and 
shames day by day. I say my heart failed me, and I was wellnigh 
brought to the point of yea-saying his desires, that I might take the 
chance of something befalling me that were less bad than the worst. But 
here must I tell thee a thing, and pray thee to take it to heart. This, 
more than aught else, had given me strength to nay-say that dastard, 
that my wisdom both hath been, and now is, the wisdom of a wise maid, 
and not of a woman, and all the might thereof shall I lose with my 
maidenhead. Evil wilt thou think of me then, for all I was tried so sore, 
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that I was at point to cast it all away, so wretchedly as I shrank from the 
horror of the Lady’s wrath. 

“But there as I sat pondering these things, I saw a man coming, and 
thought no otherwise thereof but that it was the King’s Son, till I saw 
the stranger drawing near, and his golden hair, and his grey eyes; and 
then I heard his voice, and his kindness pierced my heart, and I knew 
that my friend had come to see me; and O, friend, these tears are for 
the sweetness of that past hour!’’ 

Said Walter: “I came to see my friend, I also. Now have I noted what 
thou badest me; and I will forbear all as thou commandest me, till we be 
safe out of the desert and far away from all evil things; but wilt thou 
ban me from all caresses?” 

She laughed amidst of her tears, and said: “O, nay, poor lad, if thou 
wilt be but wise.” 

Then she leaned toward him, and took his face betwixt her hands 
and kissed him oft, and the tears started in his eyes for love and pity of 
her. 

Then she said: “Alas, friend! even yet mayst thou doom me guilty, 
and all thy love may turn away from me, when I have told thee all that I 
have done for the sake of thee and me. O, if then there might be some 
chastisement for the guilty woman, and not mere sundering!” 

“Fear nothing, sweetling,” said he; “for indeed I deem that already I 
know partly what thou hast done.” 

She sighed, and said: “I will tell thee next, that I banned thy kissing 
and caressing of me till to-day because I knew that my Mistress would 
surely know if a man, if thou, hadst so much as touched a finger of 
mine in love. It was to try me herein that on the morning of the hunting 
she kissed and embraced me, till I almost died thereof, and showed thee 
my shoulder and my limbs; and to try thee withal, if thine eye should 
glister or thy cheek flush thereat; for indeed she was raging in jealousy 
of thee. Next, my friend, even whiles we were talking together at the 
Well of the Rock, I was pondering on what we should do to escape from 
this land of lies. Maybe thou wilt say: Why didst thou not take my hand 
and flee with me as we fled to-day? Friend, it is most true, that were she 
not dead we had not escaped thus far. For her trackers would have 
followed us, set on by her, and brought us back to an evil fate. 
Therefore I tell thee that from the first I did plot the death of those 
two, the Dwarf and the Mistress. For no otherwise mightest thou live, or 
I escape from death in life. But as to the dastard who threatened me 
with a thrall’s pains, I heeded him nought to live or die, for well I knew 
that thy valiant sword, yea, or thy bare hands, would speedily tame him. 
Now first I knew that I must make a show of yielding to the King’s Son; 
and somewhat how I did therein, thou knowest. But no night and no 
time did I give him to bed me, till after I had met thee as thou wentest 
to the Golden House, before the adventure of fetching the lion’s skin; 
and up to that time I had scarce known what to do, save ever to bid 
thee, with sore grief and pain, to yield thee to the wicked woman’s 
desire. But as we spake together there by the stream, and I saw that the 
Evil Thing (whose head thou clavest e’en now) was spying on us, then 
amidst the sickness of terror which ever came over me whensoever I 
thought of him, and much more when I saw him (ah! he is dead now!), 
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it came flashing into my mind how I might destroy my enemy. 
Therefore I made the Dwarf my messenger to her, by bidding thee to 
my bed in such wise that he might hear it. And wot thou well, that he 
speedily carried her the tidings. Meanwhile I hastened to lie to the 
King’s Son, and all privily bade him come to me and not thee. And 
thereafter, by dint of waiting and watching, and taking the only chance 
that there was, I met thee as thou earnest back from fetching the skin of 
the lion that never was, and gave thee that warning, or else had we been 
undone indeed.” 

Said Walter: “Was the lion of her making or of thine then?” 
She said: “Of hers: why should I deal with such a matter?” 
“Yea,” said Walter, “but she verily swooned, and she was verily wroth 

with the Enemy.” 
The Maid smiled, and said: “If her lie was not like very sooth, then 

had she not been the crafts-master that I knew her: one may lie 
otherwise than with the tongue alone: yet indeed her wrath against the 
Enemy was nought feigned; for the Enemy was even I, and in these 
latter days never did her wrath leave me. But to go on with my tale. 

“Now doubt thou not, that, when thou earnest into the hall yester eve, 
the Mistress knew of thy counterfeit tryst with me, and meant nought 
but death for thee; yet first would she have thee in her arms again, 
therefore did she make much of thee at table (and that was partly for 
my torment also), and therefore did she make that tryst with thee, and 
deemed doubtless that thou wouldst not dare to forgo it, even if thou 
shouldst go to me thereafter. 

“Now I had trained that dastard to me as I have told thee, but I gave 
him a sleepy draught, so that when I came to the bed he might not 
move toward me nor open his eyes: but I lay down beside him, so that 
the Lady might know that my body had been there; for well had she 
wotted if it had not. Then as there I lay I cast over him thy shape, so 
that none might have known but that thou wert lying by my side, and 
there, trembling, I abode what should befall. Thus I passed through the 
hour whenas thou shouldest have been at her chamber, and the time of 
my tryst with thee was come as the Mistress would be deeming; so that I 
looked for her speedily, and my heart wellnigh failed me for fear of her 
cruelty. 

“Presently then I heard a stirring in her chamber, and I slipped from 
out the bed, and hid me behind the hangings, and was like to die for 
fear of her; and lo, presently she came stealing in softly, holding a lamp 
in one hand and a knife in the other. And I tell thee of a sooth that I 
also had a sharp knife in my hand to defend my life if need were. She 
held the lamp up above her head before she drew near to the bed-side, 
and I heard her mutter: ‘She is not there then! but she shall be taken.’ 
Then she went up to the bed and stooped over it, and laid her hand on 
the place where I had lain; and therewith her eyes turned to that false 
image of thee lying there, and she fell a-trembling and shaking, and the 
lamp fell to the ground and was quenched (but there was bright 
moonlight in the room, and still I could see what betid). But she uttered 
a noise like the low roar of a wild beast, and I saw her arm and hand 
rise up, and the flashing of the steel beneath the hand, and then down 
came the hand and the steel, and I went nigh to swooning lest 
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perchance I had wrought over well, and thine image were thy very self. 
The dastard died without a groan: why should I lament him? I cannot. 
But the Lady drew him toward her, and snatched the clothes from off 
his shoulders and breast, and fell a-gibbering sounds mostly without 
meaning, but broken here and there with words. Then I heard her say: 
‘I shall forget; I shall forget; and the new days shall come.’ Then was 
there silence of her a little, and thereafter she cried out in a terrible 
voice: ‘O no, no, no! I cannot forget; I cannot forget;’ and she raised a 
great wailing cry that filled all the night with horror (didst thou not 
hear it?), and caught up the knife from the bed and thrust it into her 
breast, and fell down a dead heap over the bed and on to the man 
whom she had slain. And then I thought of thee, and joy smote across 
my terror; how shall I gainsay it? And I fled away to thee, and I took 
thine hands in mine, thy dear hands, and we fled away together. Shall 
we be still together?” 

He spoke slowly, and touched her not, and she, forbearing all 
sobbing and weeping, sat looking wistfully on him. He said: “I think 
thou hast told me all; and whether thy guile slew her, or her own evil 
heart, she was slain last night who lay in mine arms the night before. It 
was ill, and ill done of me, for I loved not her, but thee, and I wished 
for her death that I might be with thee. Thou wottest this, and still thou 
lovest me, it may be overweeningly. What have I to say then? If there be 
any guilt of guile, I also was in the guile; and if there be any guilt of 
murder, I also was in the murder. Thus we say to each other; and to 
God and his Hallows we say: ‘We two have conspired to slay the woman 
who tormented one of us, and would have slain the other; and if we 
have done amiss therein, then shall we two together pay the penalty; for 
in this have we done as one body and one soul.’” 

Therewith he put his arms about her and kissed her, but soberly and 
friendly, as if he would comfort her. And thereafter he said to her: 
“Maybe to-morrow, in the sunlight, I will ask thee of this woman, what 
she verily was; but now let her be. And thou, thou art over-wearied, and 
I bid thee sleep.” 

So he went about and gathered of bracken a great heap for her bed, 
and did his coat thereover, and led her thereto, and she lay down 
meekly, and smiled and crossed her arms over her bosom, and 
presently fell asleep. But as for him, he watched by the fire-side till 
dawn began to glimmer, and then he also laid him down and slept. 

CHAPTER XXV 

Of the Triumphant Summer Array of the Maid 

When the day was bright Walter arose, and met the Maid coming 
from the river-bank, fresh and rosy from the water. She paled a little 
when they met face to face, and she shrank from him shyly. But he took 
her hand and kissed her frankly; and the two were glad, and had no 
need to tell each other of their joy, though much else they deemed they 
had to say, could they have found words thereto. 
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So they came to their hre and sat down, and fell to breakfast; and ere 
they were done, the Maid said: “My Master, thou seest we be come nigh 
unto the hill-country, and to-day about sunset, belike, we shall come 
into the Land of the Bear-folk; and both it is, that there is peril if we fall 
into their hands, and that we may scarce escape them. Yet I deem that 
we may deal with the peril by wisdom.” 

“What is the peril?” said Walter; “I mean, what is the worst of it?” 
Said the Maid: “To be offered up in sacrifice to their God.” 
“But if we escape death at their hands, what then?” said Walter. 
“One of two things,” said she; “the first that they shall take us into 

their tribe.” 
“And will they sunder us in that case?” said Walter. 
“Nay,” said she. 
Walter laughed and said: “Therein is little harm then. But what is the 

other chance?” 
Said she: “That we leave them with their good-will, and come back to 

one of the lands of Christendom.” 
Said Walter: “I am not all so sure that this is the better of the two 

choices, though, forsooth, thou seemest to think so. But tell me now, 
what like is their God, that they should offer up new-comers to him?” 

“Their God is a woman,” she said, “and the Mother of their nation 
and tribes (or so they deem) before the days when they had chieftains 
and Lords of battle.” 

“That will be long ago,” said he; “how then may she be living now?” 
Said the Maid: “Doubtless that woman of yore agone is dead this 

many and many a year; but they take to them still a new woman, one 
after other, as they may happen on them, to be in the stead of the 
Ancient Mother. And to tell thee the very truth right out, she that lieth 
dead in the Pillared Hall was even the last of these; and now, if they 
knew it, they lack a God. This shall we tell them.” 

“Yea, yea!” said Walter, “a goodly welcome shall we have of them 
then, if we come amongst them with our hands red with the blood of 
their God!” 

She smiled on him and said: “If I come amongst them with the 
tidings that I have slain her, and they trow therein, without doubt they 
shall make me Lady and Goddess in her stead.” 

“This is a strange word,” said Walter; “but if so they do, how shall 
that further us in reaching the kindreds of the world, and the folk of 
Holy Church?” 

She laughed outright, so joyous was she grown, now that she knew 
that his life was yet to be a part of hers. “Sweetheart,” she said, “now I 
see that thou desirest wholly what I desire; yet in any case, abiding with 
them would be living and not dying, even as thou hadst it e’en now. 
But, forsooth, they will not hinder our departure if they deem me their 
God; they do not look for it, nor desire it, that their God should dwell 
with them daily. Have no fear.” Then she laughed again, and said: 
“What! thou lookest on me and deemest me to be but a sorry image of a 
goddess; and me with my scanty coat and bare arms and naked feet! 
But wait! I know well how to array me when the time cometh. Thou 
shalt see it! And now, my Master, were it not meet that we took to the 
road?” 
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So they arose, and found a ford of the river that took the Maid but to 
the knee, and so set forth up the greensward of the slopes whereas 
there were but few trees; so went they faring toward the hill-country. 

At the last they were come to the feet of the very hills, and in the 
hollows betwixt the buttresses of them grew nut and berry trees, and 
the greensward round about them was both thick and much flowery. 
There they stayed them and dined, whereas Walter had shot a hare by 
the way, and they had found a bubbling spring under a grey stone in a 
bight of the coppice, wherein now the birds were singing their best. 

When they had eaten and had rested somewhat, the Maid arose and 
said: “Now shall the Queen array herself, and seem like a very 
goddess.” 

Then she fell to work, while Walter looked on; and she made a 
garland for her head of eglantine where the roses were the fairest; and 
with mingled flowers of the summer she wreathed her middle about, 
and let the garland of them hang down to below her knees; and knots 
of the flowers she made fast to the skirts of her coat, and did them for 
arm-rings about her arms, and for anklets and sandals for her feet. 
Then she set a garland about Walter’s head, and then stood a little off 
from him and set her feet together, and lifted up her arms, and said: 
“Lo now! am I not as like to the Mother of Summer as if I were clad in 
silk and gold? and even so shall I be deemed by the folk of the Bear. 
Come now, thou shalt see how all shall be well.” 

She laughed joyously; but he might scarce laugh for pity of his love. 
Then they set forth again, and began to climb the hills, and the hours 
wore as they went in sweet converse; till at last Walter looked on the 
Maid, and smiled on her, and said: “One thing I would say to thee, 
lovely friend, to wit: wert thou clad in silk and gold, thy stately raiment 
might well suffer a few stains, or here and there a rent maybe; but 
stately would it be still when the folk of the Bear should come up 
against thee. But as to this flowery array of thine, in a few hours it shall 
be all faded and nought. Nay, even now, as I look on thee, the meadow¬ 
sweet that hangeth from thy girdle-stead has waxen dull, and welted; 
and the blossoming eyebright that is for a hem to the little white coat of 
thee is already forgetting how to be bright and blue. What sayest thou 
then?” 

She laughed at his word, and stood still, and looked back over her 
shoulder, while with her fingers she dealt with the flowers about her 
side like to a bird preening his feathers. Then she said: “Is it verily so as 
thou sayest? Look again!” 

So he looked, and wondered; for lo! beneath his eyes the spires of the 
meadow-sweet grew crisp and clear again, the eyebright blossoms shone 
once more over the whiteness of her legs; the eglantine roses opened, 
and all was as fresh and bright as if it were still growing on its own roots. 

He wondered, and was even somedeal aghast; but she said: “Dear 
friend, be not troubled! did I not tell thee that I am wise in hidden lore? 
But in my wisdom shall be no longer any scathe to any man. And again, 
this my wisdom, as I told thee erst, shall end on the day whereon I am 
made all happy. And it is thou that shall wield it all, my Master. Yet 
must my wisdom needs endure for a little season yet. Let us on then, 
boldly and happily.” 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

They Come to the Folk of the Bears 

On they went, and before long they were come up on to the down- 
country, where was scarce a tree, save gnarled and knotty thorn-bushes 
here and there, but nought else higher than the whin. And here on 
these upper lands they saw that the pastures were much burnt with the 
drought, albeit summer was not worn old. Now they went making due 
south toward the mountains, whose heads they saw from time to time 
rising deep blue over the bleak greyness of the downland ridges. And 
so they went, till at last, hard on sunset, after they had climbed long 
over a high bent, they came to the brow thereof, and, looking down, 
beheld new tidings. 

There was a wide valley below them, greener than the downs which 
they had come over, and greener yet amidmost, from the watering of a 
stream which, all beset with willows, wound about the bottom. Sheep and 
neat were pasturing about the dale, and moreover a long line of smoke was 
going up straight into the windless heavens from the midst of a ring of 
little round houses built of turfs, and thatched with reed. And beyond 
that, toward an eastward-lying bight of the dale, they could see what 
looked like to a doom-ring of big stones, though there were no rocky 
places in that land. About the cooking-fire amidst of the houses, and 
here and there otherwhere, they saw, standing or going to and fro, huge 
figures of men and women, with children playing about betwixt them. 

They stood and gazed down at it for a minute or two, and though all 
were at peace there, yet to Walter, at least, it seemed strange and awful. 
He spake softly, as though he would not have his voice reach those men, 
though they were forsooth, out of ear-shot of anything save a shout: 
“Are these then the children of the Bear? What shall we do now?” 

She said: “Yea, of the Bear they be, though there be other folks of 
them far and far away to the northward and eastward, near to the 
borders of the sea. And as to what we shall do, let us go down at once, 
and peacefully. Indeed, by now there will be no escape from them; for 
lo you! they have seen us.” 

Forsooth, some three or four of the big men had turned them toward 
the bent whereon stood the twain, and were hailing them in huge, 
rough voices, wherein, howsoever, seemed to be no anger or threat. So 
the Maid took Walter by the hand, and thus they went down quietly, 
and the Bear-folk, seeing them, stood all together, facing them, to abide 
their coming. Walter saw of them, that though they were very tall and 
bigly made, they were not so far above the stature of men as to be 
marvels. The carles were long-haired and shaggy of beard, and their 
hair all red or tawny; their skins, where their naked flesh showed, were 
burned brown with sun and weather, but to a fair and pleasant brown, 
nought like to blackamoors. The queans were comely and well-eyed; 
nor was there anything of fierce or evil-looking about either the carles 
or the queans, but somewhat grave and solemn of aspect were they. 
Clad were they all, saving the young men-children, but somewhat 
scantily, and in nought save sheep-skins or deer-skins. 
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For weapons they saw amongst them clubs, and spears headed with 
bone or flint, and ugly axes of big flints set in wooden handles; nor was 
there, as far as they could see, either now or afterward, any bow 
amongst them. But some of the young men seemed to have slings done 
about their shoulders. 

Now when they were come but three fathom from them, the Maid 
lifted up her voice, and spake clearly and sweetly: “Hail, ye folk of the 
Bears! we have come amongst you, and that for your good and not for 
your hurt: wherefore we would know if we be welcome.” 

There was an old man who stood foremost in the midst, clad in a 
mantle of deer-skins worked very goodly, and with a gold ring on his 
arm, and a chaplet of blue stones on his head, and he spake: “Little are 
ye, but so goodly, that if ye were but bigger, we should deem that ye 
were come from the Gods’ House. Yet have I heard, that how mighty 
soever may the Gods be, and chiefly our God, they be at whiles nought 
so bigly made as we of the Bears. How this may be, I wot not. But if ye 
be not of the Gods or their kindred, then are ye mere aliens; and we 
know not what to do with aliens, save we meet them in battle, or give 
them to the God, or save we make them children of the Bear. But yet 
again, ye may be messengers of some folk who would find friendship 
and alliance with us: in which case ye shall at the least depart in peace, 
and whiles ye are with us shall be our guests in all good cheer. Now, 
therefore, we bid you declare the matter unto us.” 

Then spake the Maid: “Father, it were easy for us to declare what we 
be unto you here present. But, meseemeth, ye who be gathered round 
the fire here this evening are less than the whole tale of the children of 
the Bear.” 

“So it is, Maiden,” said the elder, “that many more children hath the 
Bear.” 

“This then we bid you,” said the Maid, “that ye send the tokens round 
and gather your people to you, and when they be assembled in the 
Doom-ring, then shall we put our errand before you; and according to 
that, shall ye deal with us.” 

“Thou hast spoken well,” said the elder; “and even so had we bidden 
you ourselves. To-morrow, before noon, shall ye stand in the Doom¬ 
ring in this Dale, and speak with the children of the Bear.” 

Therewith he turned to his own folk and called out something, 
whereof those twain knew not the meaning; and there came to him, one 
after another, six young men, unto each of whom he gave a thing from 
out his pouch, but what it was Walter might not see, save that it was little 
and of small account: to each, also, he spake a word or two, and straight 
they set off running, one after the other, turning toward the bent which 
was over against that whereby the twain had come into the Dale, and 
were soon out of sight in the gathering dusk. 

Then the elder turned him again to Walter and the Maid, and spake: 
“Man and woman, whatsoever ye may be, or whatsoever may abide you 
to-morrow, to-night, ye are welcome guests to us; so we bid you come 
eat and drink at our fire.” 

So they sat all together upon the grass round about the embers of the 
fire, and ate curds and cheese, and drank milk in abundance; and as the 
night grew on them they quickened the fire, that they might have light. 
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This wild folk talked merrily amongst themselves, with laughter 
enough and friendly jests, but to the new-comers they were few-spoken, 
though, as the twain deemed, for no enmity that they bore them. But 
this found Walter, that the younger ones, both men and women, 
seemed to find it a hard matter to keep their eyes off them; and 
seemed, withal, to gaze on them with somewhat of doubt, or, it might 
be, of fear. 

So when the night was wearing a little, the elder arose and bade the 
twain to come with him, and led them to a small house or booth, which 
was amidmost of all, and somewhat bigger than the others, and he did 
them to wit that they should rest there that night, and bade them sleep 
in peace and without fear till the morrow. So they entered, and found 
beds thereon of heather and ling, and they laid them down sweetly, like 
brother and sister, when they had kissed each other. But they noted 
that four brisk men lay without the booth, and across the door, with 
their weapons beside them, so that they must needs look upon 
themselves as captives. 

Then Walter might not refrain him, but spake: “Sweet and dear 
friend, I have come a long way from the quay at Langton, and the 
vision of the Dwarf, the Maid, and the Lady; and for this kiss wherewith 
I have kissed thee e’en now, and the kindness of thine eyes, it was worth 
the time and the travail. But to-morrow, meseemeth, I shall go no 
further in this world, though my journey be far longer than from 
Langton hither. And now may God and All Hallows keep thee amongst 
this wild folk, whenas I shall be gone from thee.” 

She laughed low and sweetly, and said: “Dear friend, dost thou speak 
to me thus mournfully to move me to love thee better? Then is thy 
labour lost; for no better may I love thee than now I do; and that is with 
mine whole heart. But keep a good courage, I bid thee; for we be not 
sundered yet, nor shall we be. Nor do I deem that we shall die here, or 
to-morrow; but many years hence, after we have known all the 
sweetness of life. Meanwhile, I bid thee good night, fair friend!” 

CHAPTER XXVII 

Morning Amongst the Bears 

So Walter laid him down and fell asleep, and knew no more till he 
awoke in bright daylight with the Maid standing over him. She was 
fresh from the water, for she had been to the river to bathe her, and the 
sun through the open door fell streaming on her feet close to Walter’s 
pillow. He turned about and cast his arm about them, and caressed 
them, while she stood smiling upon him; then he arose and looked on 
her, and said: “How thou art fair and bright this morning! And yet . . . 
and yet . . . were it not well that thou do off thee all this faded and 
drooping bravery of leaves and blossoms, that maketh thee look like to a 
jongleur’s damsel on a morrow of Mayday?” 

And he gazed ruefully on her. 
She laughed on him merrily, and said: “Yea, and belike these others 

think no better of my attire, or not much better; for yonder they are 
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gathering small wood for the burnt-offering; which, forsooth, shall be 
thou and I, unless I better it all by means of the wisdom I learned of the 
old woman, and perfected betwixt the stripes of my Mistress, whom a 
little while ago thou lovedst somewhat.” 

And as she spake her eyes sparkled, her cheek flushed, and her limbs 
and her feet seemed as if they could scarce refrain from dancing for 
joy. Then Walter knit his brow, and for a moment a thought half¬ 
framed was in his mind: Is it so, that she will bewray me and live 
without me? and he cast his eyes on to the ground. But she said: “Look 
up, and into mine eyes, friend, and see if there be in them any falseness 
toward thee! For I know thy thought; I know thy thought. Dost thou 
not see that my joy and gladness is for the love of thee, and the thought 
of the rest from trouble that is at hand?” 

He looked up, and his eyes met the eyes of her love, and he would 
have cast his arms about her; but she drew aback and said: “Nay, thou 
must refrain thee awhile, dear friend, lest these folk cast eyes on us, and 
deem us over lover-like for what I am to bid them deem me. Abide a 
while, and then shall all be in me according to thy will. But now I must 
tell thee that it is not very far from noon, and that the Bears are 
streaming into the Dale, and already there is an host of men at the 
Doom-ring, and, as I said, the bale for the burnt-offering is wellnigh 
dight, whether it be for us, or for some other creature. And now I have 
to bid thee this, and it will be a thing easy for thee to do, to wit, that 
thou look as if thou wert of the race of the Gods, and not to blench, or 
show sign of blenching, whatever betide: to yea-say both my yea-say and 
my nay-say: and lastly this, which is the only hard thing for thee (but 
thou hast already done it before somewhat), to look upon me with no 
masterful eyes of love, nor as if thou wert at once praying me and 
commanding me; rather thou shalt so demean thee as if thou wert my 
man all simply, and nowise my master.” 

“O friend beloved,” said Walter, “here at least art thou the master, 
and I will do all thy bidding, in certain hope or this, that either we shall 
live together or die together.” 

But as they spoke, in came the elder, and with him a young maiden, 
bearing with them their breakfast of curds and cream and strawberries, 
and he bade them eat. So they ate, and were not unmerry; and the 
while of their eating the elder talked with them soberly, but not hardly, 
or with any seeming enmity: and ever his talk gat on to the drought, 
which was now burning up the down-pastures; and how the grass in the 
watered dales, which was no wide spread of land, would not hold out 
much longer unless the God sent them rain. And Walter noted that 
those two, the elder and the Maid, eyed each other curiously amidst of 
this talk; the elder intent on what she might say, and if she gave heed to 
his words; while on her side the Maid answered his speech graciously 
and pleasantly, but said little that was of any import: nor would she 
have him fix her eyes, which wandered lightly from this thing to that; 
nor would her lips grow stern and stable, but ever smiled in answer to 
the light of her eyes, as she sat there with her face as the very face of the 
gladness of the summer day. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 

Of the New God of the Bears 

At last the old man said: “My children, ye shall now come with me 
unto the Doom-ring of our folk, the Bears of the Southern Dales, and 
deliver to them your errand; and I beseech you to have pity upon your 
own bodies, as I have pity on them; on thine especially, Maiden, so fair 
and bright a creature as thou art; for so it is, that if ye deal us out light 
and lying words after the manner of dastards, ye shall miss the worship 
and glory of wending away amidst of the flames, a gift to the God and a 
hope to the people, and shall be passed by the rods of the folk, until ye 
faint and fail amongst them, and then shall ye be thrust down into the 
flow at the Dale’s End, and a stone-laden hurdle cast upon you, that we 
may thenceforth forget your folly.” 

The Maid now looked full into his eyes, and Walter deemed that the 
old man shrank before her; but she said: “Thou art old and wise, O 
great man of the Bears, yet nought I need to learn of thee. Now lead us 
on our way to the Stead of the Errands.” 

So the elder brought them along to the Doom-ring at the eastern end 
of the Dale; and it was now all peopled with those huge men, weaponed 
after their fashion, and standing up, so that the grey stones thereof but 
showed a little over their heads. But amidmost of the said Ring was a 
big stone, fashioned as a chair, whereon sat a very old man, long-hoary 
and white-bearded, and on either side of him stood a great-limbed 
woman clad in war-gear, holding, each of them, a long spear, and with a 
flint-bladed knife in the girdle; and there were no other women in all 
the Mote. 

Then the elder led those twain into the midst of the Mote, and there 
bade them go up on to a wide, flat-topped stone, six feet above the 
ground, just over against the ancient chieftain; and they mounted it by 
a rough stair, and stood there before that folk; Walter in his array of 
the outward world, which had been fair enough, of crimson cloth and 
silk, and white linen, but was now travel-stained and worn; and the 
Maid with nought upon her, save the smock wherein she had fled from 
the Golden House of the Wood beyond the World, decked with the 
faded flowers which she had wreathed about her yesterday. Neverthe¬ 
less, so it was, that those big men eyed her intently, and with somewhat 
of worship. 

Now did Walter, according to her bidding, sink down on his knees 
beside her, and drawing his sword, hold it before him, as if to keep all 
interlopers aloof from the Maid. And there was silence in the Mote, and 
all eyes were fixed on those twain. 

At last the old chief arose and spake: “Ye men, here are come a man 
and a woman, we know not whence; whereas they have given word to 
our folk who first met them, that they would tell their errand to none 
save the Mote of the People; which it was their due to do, if they were 
minded to risk it. For either they be aliens without an errand hither, 
save, it may be, to beguile us, in which case they shall presently die an 
evil death; or they have come amongst us that we may give them to the 
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God with flint-edge and fire; or they have a message to us from some 
folk or other, on the issue of which lieth life or death. Now shall ye hear 
what they have to say concerning themselves and their faring hither. 
But, meseemeth, it shall be the woman who is the chief and hath the 
words in her mouth; for, lo you! the man kneeleth at her feet, as one 
who would serve and worship her. Speak out then, woman, and let our 
warriors hear thee.” 

Then the Maid lifted up her voice, and spake out clear and shrilling, 
like to a flute of the best of the minstrels: “Ye men of the Children of 
the Bear, I would ask you a question, and let the chieftain who sitteth 
before me answer it.” 

The old man nodded his head, and she went on: “Tell me, Children 
of the Bear, how long a time is worn since ye saw the God of your 
worship made manifest in the body of a woman!” 

Said the elder: “Many winters have worn since my father’s father was 
a child, and saw the very God in the bodily form of a woman.” 

Then she said again: “Did ye rejoice at her coming, and would ye 
rejoice if once more she came amongst you?” 

“Yea,” said the old chieftain, “for she gave us gifts, and learned us 
lore, and came to us in no terrible shape, but as a young woman as 
goodly as thou.” 

Then said the Maid: “Now, then, is the day of your gladness come; 
for the old body is dead, and I am the new body of your God, come 
amongst you for your welfare.” 

Then fell a great silence on the Mote, till the old man spake and said: 
“What shall I say and live? For if thou be verily the God, and I threaten 
thee, wilt thou not destroy me? But thou hast spoken a great word with 
a sweet mouth, and hast taken the burden of blood on thy lily hands; 
and if the Children of the Bear be befooled of light liars, how shall they 
put the shame off them? Therefore I say, show to us a token; and if 
thou be the God, this shall be easy to thee; and if thou show it not, then 
is thy falsehood manifest, and thou shalt dree the weird. For we shall 
deliver thee into the hands of these women here, who shall thrust thee 
down into the flow which is hereby, after they have wearied themselves 
with whipping thee. But thy man that kneeleth at thy feet shall we give 
to the true God, and he shall go to her by the road of the flint and the 
fire. Hast thou heard? Then give to us the sign and the token.” 

She changed countenance no whit at his word; but her eyes were the 
brighter, and her cheek the fresher; and her feet moved a little, as if 
they were growing glad before the dance; and she looked out over the 
Mote, and spake in her clear voice: “Old man, thou needest not to fear 
for thy words. Forsooth it is not me whom thou threatenest with stripes 
and a foul death, but some light fool and liar, who is not here. Now 
hearken! I wot well that ye would have somewhat of me, to wit, that I 
should send you rain to end this drought, which otherwise seemeth like 
to lie long upon you: but this rain, I must go into the mountains of the 
south to fetch it you; therefore shall certain of your warriors bring me 
on my way, with this my man, up to the great pass of the said 
mountains, and we shall set out thitherward this very day.” 

She was silent a while, and all looked on her, but none spake or 
moved, so that they seemed as images of stone amongst the stones. 
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Then she spake again and said: “Some would say, men of the Bear, 
that this were a sign and a token great enough; but I know you, and 
how stubborn and perverse of heart ye be; and how that the gift not yet 
within your hand is no gift to you; and the wonder ye see not, your 
hearts trow not. Therefore look ye upon me as here I stand, I who have 
come from the fairer country and the greenwood of the lands, and see 
if I bear not the summer with me, and the heart that maketh increase 
and the hand that giveth.” 

Lo then! as she spake, the faded flowers that hung about her 
gathered life and grew fresh again; the woodbine round her neck and 
her sleek shoulders knit itself together and embraced her freshly, and 
cast its scent about her face. The lilies that girded her loins lifted up 
their heads, and the gold of their tassels fell upon her; the eyebright 
grew clean blue again upon her smock; the eglantine found its blooms 
again, and then began to shed the leaves thereof upon her feet; the 
meadow-weet wreathed amongst it made clear the sweetness of her legs, 
and the mouse-ear studded her raiment as with gems. There she stood 
amidst of the blossoms, like a great orient pearl against the fretwork of 
the goldsmiths, and the breeze that came up the valley from behind 
bore the sweetness of her fragrance all over the Man-mote. 

Then, indeed, the Bears stood up, and shouted and cried and smote 
on their shields, and tossed their spears aloft. Then the elder rose from 
his seat, and came up humbly to where she stood, and prayed her to say 
what she would have done; while the others drew about in knots, but 
durst not come very nigh to her. She answered the ancient chief, and 
said, that she would depart presently toward the mountains, whereby 
she might send them the rain which they lacked, and that thence she 
would away to the southward for a while; but that they should hear of 
her, or, it might be, see her, before they who were now of middle age 
should be gone to their fathers. 

Then the old man besought her that they might make her a litter of 
fragrant green boughs, and so bear her away toward the mountain pass 
amidst a triumph of the whole folk. But she leapt lightly down from the 
stone, and walked to and fro on the greensward, while it seemed of her 
that her feet scarce touched the grass; and she spake to the ancient 
chief where he still kneeled in worship of her, and said: “Nay; deemest 
thou of me that I need bearing by men’s hands, or that I shall tire at all 
when I am doing my will, and I, the very heart of the year’s increase? So 
it is, that the going of my feet over your pastures shall make them to 
thrive, both this year and the coming years: surely will I go afoot.” 

So they worshipped her the more, and blessed her; and then first of 
all they brought meat, the daintiest they might, both for her and for 
Walter. But they would not look on the Maid whiles she ate, or suffer 
Walter to behold her the while. Afterwards, when they had eaten, some 
twenty men, weaponed after their fashion, made them ready to wend 
the Maiden up into the mountains, and anon they set out thitherward 
all together. Howbeit, the huge men held them ever somewhat aloof 
from the Maid; and when they came to the resting-place for that night, 
where there was no house, for it was up amongst the foot-hills before 
the mountains, then it was a wonder to see how carefully they built up a 
sleeping-place for her, and tilted it over with their skin-cloaks, and how 
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they watched nightlong about her. But Walter they let sleep peacefully 
on the grass, a little way aloof from the watchers round the Maid. 

CHAPTER XXIX 

Walter Strays in the Pass and Is Sundered from the Maid 

Morning came, and they arose and went on their ways, and went all 
day till the sun was nigh set, and they were come up into the very pass; 
and in the jaws thereof was an earthen howe. There the Maid bade 
them stay, and she went up on to the howe, and stood there and spake 
to them, and said: “O men of the Bear, I give you thanks for your 
following, and I bless you, and promise you the increase of the earth. 
But now ye shall turn aback, and leave me to go my ways; and my man 
with the iron sword shall follow me. Now, maybe, I shall come amongst 
the Bear-folk again before long, and yet again, and learn them wisdom; 
but for this time it is enough. And I shall tell you that ye were best to 
hasten home straightway to your houses in the downland dales, for the 
weather which I have bidden for you is even now coming forth from 
the forge of storms in the heart of the mountains. Now this last word I 
give you, that times are changed since I wore the last shape of God that 
ye have seen, wherefore a change I command you. If so be aliens come 
amongst you, I will not that ye send them to me by the flint and the fire; 
rather, unless they be baleful unto you, and worthy of an evil death, ye 
shall suffer them to abide with you; ye shall make them become 
children of the Bears, if they be goodly enough and worthy, and they 
shall be my children as ye be; otherwise, if they be ill-favoured and 
weakling, let them live and be thralls to you, but not join with you, man 
to woman. Now depart ye with my blessing.” 

Therewith she came down from the mound, and went her ways up 
the pass so lightly, that it was to Walter, standing amongst the Bears, as 
if she had vanished away. But the men of that folk abode standing and 
worshipping their God for a little while, and that while he durst not 
sunder him from their company. But when they had blessed him and 
gone on their way backward, he betook him in haste to following the 
Maid, thinking to find her abiding him in some nook of the pass. 

Howsoever, it was now twilight or more, and, for all his haste, dark 
night overtook him, so that perforce he was stayed amidst the tangle of 
the mountain ways. And, moreover, ere the night was grown old, the 
weather came upon him on the back of a great south wind, so that the 
mountain nooks rattled and roared, and there was the rain and the hail, 
with thunder and lightning, monstrous and terrible, and all the huge 
array of a summer storm. So he was driven at last to crouch under a big 
rock and abide the day. 

But not so were his troubles at an end. For under the said rock he fell 
asleep, and when he awoke it was day indeed; but as to the pass, the way 
thereby was blind with the driving rain and the lowering lift; so that, 
though he struggled as well as he might against the storm and the 
tangle, he made but little way. 
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And now once more the thought came on him, that the Maid was of 
the fays, or of some race even mightier; and it came on him now not as 
erst, with half fear and whole desire, but with a bitter oppression of 
dread, of loss and misery; so that he began to fear that she had but won 
his love to leave him and forget him for a new-comer, after the wont of 
fay-women, as old tales tell. 

Two days he battled thus with storm and blindness, and wan hope of 
his life; for he was growing weak and fordone. But the third morning 
the storm abated, though the rain yet fell heavily, and he could see his 
way somewhat as well as feel it: withal he found that now his path was 
leading him downwards. As it grew dusk, he came down into a grassy 
valley with a stream running through it to the southward, and the rain 
was now but little, coming down but in dashes from time to time. So he 
crept down to the stream-side, and lay amongst the bushes there; and 
said to himself, that on the morrow he would get him victual, so that he 
might live to seek his Maiden through the wide world. He was of 
somewhat better heart: but now that he was laid quiet, and had no more 
for that present to trouble him about the way, the anguish of his loss fell 
upon him the keener, and he might not refrain him from lamenting his 
dear Maiden aloud, as one who deemed himself in the empty wilder¬ 
ness: and thus he lamented for her sweetness and her loveliness, and 
the kindness of her voice and her speech, and her mirth. Then he fell 
to crying out concerning the beauty of her shaping, praising the parts 
of her body, as her face, and her hands, and her shoulders, and her 
feet, and cursing the evil fate which had sundered him from the 
friendliness of her, and the peerless fashion of her. 

CHAPTER XXX 

Now They Meet Again 

Complaining thus-wise, he fell asleep from sheer weariness, and 
when he awoke it was broad day, calm and bright and cloudless, with 
the scent of the earth refreshed going up into the heavens, and the 
birds singing sweetly in the bushes about him: for the dale whereunto 
he was now come was a fair and lovely place amidst the shelving slopes 
of the mountains, a paradise of the wilderness, and nought but pleasant 
and sweet things were to be seen there, now that the morn was so clear 
and sunny. 

He arose and looked about him, and saw where, a hundred yards 
aloof, was a thicket of small wood, as thorn and elder and whitebeam, 
all wreathed about with the bines of wayfaring tree; it hid a bight of the 
stream, which turned round about it, and betwixt it and Walter was the 
grass short and thick, and sweet, and all beset with flowers; and he said 
to himself that it was even such a place as wherein the angels were 
leading the Blessed in the great painted paradise in the choir of the big 
church at Langton on Holm. But lo! as he looked he cried aloud for joy, 
for forth from the thicket on to the flowery grass came one like to an 
angel from out of the said picture, white-clad and bare-foot, sweet of 
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flesh, with bright eyes and ruddy cheeks; for it was the Maid herself. So 
he ran to her, and she abode him, holding forth kind hands to him, and 
smiling, while she wept for joy of the meeting. He threw himself upon 
her, and spared not to kiss her, her cheeks and her mouth, and her arms 
and her shoulders, and wheresoever she would suffer it. Till at last she 
drew aback a little, laughing on him for love, and said: “Forbear now, 
friend, for it is enough for this time, and tell me how thou hast sped.” 

“Ill, ill,” said he. 
“What ails thee?” she said. 
“Hunger,” he said, “and longing for thee.” 
“Well,” she said, “me thou hast; there is one ill quenched; take my 

hand, and we will see to the other one.” 
So he took her hand, and to hold it seemed to him sweet beyond 

measure. But he looked up, and saw a little blue smoke going up into 
the air from beyond the thicket; and he laughed, for he was weak with 
hunger, and he said: “Who is at the cooking yonger?” 

“Thou shalt see,” she said; and led him therewith into the said thicket 
and through it, and lo! a fair little grassy place, full of flowers, betwixt 
the bushes and the bight of the stream; and on the little sandy ere, just 
off the greensward, was a fire of sticks, and beside it two trouts lying, fat 
and red-flecked. 

“Here is the breakfast,” said she; “when it was time to wash the night 
off me e’en now, I went down the strand here into the rippling shallow, 
and saw the bank below it, where the water draws together yonder, and 
deepens, that it seemed like to hold fish; and whereas I looked to meet 
thee presently, I groped the bank for them, going softly; and lo thou! 
Help me now, that we cook them.” 

So they roasted them on the red embers, and fell to and ate well, both 
of them, and drank of the water of the stream out of each other’s 
hollow hands; and that feast seemed glorious to them, such gladness 
went with it. 

But when they were done with their meat, Walter said to the Maid: 
“And how didst thou know that thou shouldst see me presently?” 

She said, looking on him wistfully: “This needed no wizardry. I lay 
not so far from thee last night, but that I heard thy voice and knew it.” 

Said he, “Why didst thou not come to me then, since thou heardest 
me bemoaning thee?” 

She cast her eyes down, and plucked at the flowers and grass, and 
said: “It was dear to hear thee praising me; I knew not before that I was 
so sore desired, or that thou hadst taken such note of my body, and 
found it so dear.” 

Then she reddened sorely, and said: “I knew not that aught of me 
had such beauty as thou didst bewail.” 

And she wept for joy. Then she looked on him and smiled and said: 
“Wilt thou have the very truth of it? I went close up to thee, and stood 
there hidden by the bushes and the night. And amidst thy bewailing, I 
knew that thou wouldst soon fall asleep, and in sooth I out-waked thee.” 

Then was she silent again; and he spake not, but looked on her shyly; 
and she said, reddening yet more: “Furthermore, I must needs tell thee 
that I feared to go to thee in the dark night, and my heart so yearning 
towards thee.” 
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And she hung her head adown; but he said: “Is it so indeed, that thou 
fearest me? Then doth that makes me afraid—afraid of thy nay-say. For 
I was going to entreat thee, and say to thee: Beloved, we have now gone 
through many troubles; let us now take a good reward at once, and wed 
together, here amidst this sweet and pleasant house of the mountains, 
ere we go further on our way; if indeed we go further at all. For where 
shall we find any place sweeter or happier than this?” 

But she sprang up to her feet, and stood there trembling before him, 
because of her love; and she said: “Beloved, I have deemed that it were 
good for us to go seek mankind as they live in the world, and to live 
amongst them. And as for me, I will tell thee the sooth, to wit, that I 
long for this sorely. For I feel afraid in the wilderness, and as if I 
needed help and protection against my Mistress, though she be dead; 
and I need the comfort of many people, and the throngs of the cities. I 
cannot forget her: it was but last night that I dreamed (I suppose as the 
dawn grew a-cold) that I was yet under her head, and she was stripping 
me for the torment; so that I woke up panting and crying out. I pray 
thee be not angry with me for telling thee of my desires; for if thou 
wouldst not have it so, then here will I abide with thee as thy mate, and 
strive to gather courage.” 

He rose up and kissed her face, and said: “Nay, I had in sooth no 
mind to abide here for ever; I meant but that we should feast a while 
here, and then depart: sooth it is, that if thou dreadest the wilderness, 
somewhat I dread the city.” 

She turned pale, and said: “Thou shalt have thy will, my friend, if it 
must be so. But bethink thee! we be not yet at our journey’s end, and 
may have many things and much strife to endure, before we be at peace 
and in welfare. Now shall I tell thee—did I not before?—that while I am 
a maid untouched, my wisdom, and some deal of might, abideth with 
me, and only so long. Therefore I entreat thee, let us go now, side by 
side, out of this fair valley, even as we are, so that my wisdom and might 
may help thee at need. For, my friend, I would not that our lives be 
short, so much of joy as hath now come into them.” 

“Yea, beloved,” he said, “let us on straightway then, and shorten the 
while that sundereth us.” 

“Love,” she said, “thou shalt pardon me one time for all. But this is to 
be said, that I know somewhat of the haps that lie a little way ahead of 
us; partly by my lore, and partly by what I learned of this land of the 
wild folk whiles thou wert lying asleep that morning.” 

So they left that pleasant place by the water, and came into the open 
valley, and went their ways through the pass; and it soon became stony 
again, as they mounted the bent which went up from out the dale. And 
when they came to the brow of the said bent, they had a sight of the 
open country lying fair and joyous in the sunshine, and amidst of it, 
against the blue hills, the walls and towers of a great city. 

Then said the Maid: “O, dear friend, lo you! is not that our abode/ 
that lieth yonder, and is so beauteous? Dwell not our friends there, and 
our protection against uncouth wights, and mere evil things in guileful 
shapes? O city, I bid thee hail!” 

But Walter looked on her, and smiled somewhat; and said: “I rejoice 
in thy joy. But there be evil things in yonder city also, though they be 
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not fays nor devils, or it is like to no city that I wot of. And in every city 
shall foes grow up to us without rhyme or reason, and life therein shall 

be tangled unto us.” 
“Yea,” she said; “but in the wilderness amongst the devils, what was to 

be done by manly might or valiancy? There hadst thou to fall back upon 
the guile and wizardry which I had filched from my very foes. But when 
we come down yonder, then shall thy valiancy prevail to cleave the 
tangle for us. Or at the least, it shall leave a tale of thee behind, and I 
shall worship thee.” 

He laughed, and his face grew brighter: “Mastery mows the 
meadow,” quoth he, “and one man is of little might against many. But I 
promise thee I shall not be slothful before thee.” 

CHAPTER XXXI 

They Come Upon New Folk 

With that they went down from the bent again, and came to where 
the pass narrowed so much, that they went betwixt a steep wall of rock 
on either side; but after an hour’s going, the said wall gave back 
suddenly, and, or they were ware almost, they came on another dale 
like to that which they had left but not so fair, though it was grassy and 
well watered, and not so big either. But here indeed befell a change to 
them; for lo! tents and pavilions pitched in the said valley, and amidst 
of it a throng of men, mostly weaponed, and with horses ready saddled 
at hand. So they stayed their feet, and Walter’s heart failed him, for he 
said to himself: Who wotteth what these men may be, save that they be 
aliens? It is most like that we shall be taken as thralls; and then, at the 
best, we shall be sundered; and that is all one with the worst. 

But the Maid, when she saw the horses, and the gay tents, and the 
pennons fluttering, and the glitter of spears, and gleaming of white 
armour, smote her palms together for joy, and cried out: “Here now 
are come the folk of the city for our welcoming, and fair and lovely are 
they, and of many things shall they be thinking, and a many things shall 
they do, and we shall be partakers thereof. Come then, and let us meet 
them, fair friend!” 

But Walter said: “Alas! thou knowest not: would that we might flee! 
But now is it over late; so put we a good face on it, and go to them 
quietly, as erewhile we did in the Bear-country.” 

So did they; and there sundered six from the men-at-arms and came 
to those twain, and made humble obeisance to Walter, but spake no 
word. Then they made as they would lead them to the others, and the 
twain went with them wondering, and came into the ring of men-at- 
arms, and stood before an old hoar knight, armed all, save his head, 
with most goodly armour, and he also bowed before Walter, but spake 
no word. Then they took them to the master pavilion, and made signs 
to them to sit, and they brought them dainty meat and good wine. And 
the while of their eating arose up a stir about them; and when they were 
done with their meat, the ancient knight came to them, still bowing in 
courteous wise, and did them to wit by signs that they should depart: 
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and when they were without, they saw all the other tents struck, and 
men beginning to busy them with striking the pavilion, and the others 
mounted and ranked in good order for the road; and there were two 
horse-litters before them, wherein they were bidden to mount, Walter 
in one, and the Maid in the other, and no otherwise might they do. 
Then presently was a horn blown, and all took to the road together; 
and Walter saw betwixt the curtains of the litter that men-at-arms rode 
on either side of him, albeit they had left him his sword by his side. 

So they went down the mountain-passes, and before sunset were 
gotten into the plain; but they made no stay for night-fall, save to eat a 
morsel and drink a draught, going through the night as men who knew 
their way well. As they went, Walter wondered what would betide, and 
if peradventure they also would be for offering them up to their Gods; 
whereas they were aliens for certain, and belike also Saracens. More¬ 
over there was a cold fear at his heart that he should be sundered from 
the Maid, whereas their masters now were mighty men of war, holding 
in their hands that which all men desire, to wit, the manifest beauty of a 
woman. Yet he strove to think the best of it that he might. And so at 
last, when the night was far spent, and dawn was at hand, they stayed at 
a great and mighty gate in a huge wall. There they blew loudly on the 
horn thrice, and thereafter the gates were opened, and they all passed 
through into a street, which seemed to Walter in the glimmer to be both 
great and goodly amongst the abodes of men. Then it was but a little 
ere they came into a square, wide-spreading, one side whereof Walter 
took to be the front of a most goodly house. There the doors of the 
court opened to them or ever the horn might blow, though, forsooth, 
blow it did loudly three times; all they entered therein, and men came 
to Walter and signed to him to alight. So did he, and would have tarried 
to look about for the Maid, but they suffered it not, but led him up a 
huge stair into a chamber, very great, and but dimly lighted because of 
its greatness. Then they brought him to a bed dight as fair as might be, 
and made signs to him to strip and lie therein. Perforce he did so, and 
then they bore away his raiment, and left him lying there. So he lay 
there quietly, deeming it no avail for him, a mother-naked man, to seek 
escape thence; but it was long ere he might sleep, because of his trouble 
of mind. At last, pure weariness got the better of his hopes and fears, 
and he fell into slumber just as the dawn was passing into day. 

CHAPTER XXXII 

Of the New King of the City and Land of Stark-wall 

When he awoke again the sun was shining brightly into that chamber, 
and he looked, and beheld that it was peerless of beauty and riches, 
amongst all that he had ever seen: the ceiling done with gold and over¬ 
sea blue; the walls hung with arras of the fairest, though he might not 
tell what was the history done therein. The chairs and stool were of 
carven work well be-painted, and amidmost was a great ivory chair 
under a cloth of estate, of bawdekin of gold and green, much be- 
pearled; and all the floor was of fine work alexandrine. 
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He looked on all this, wondering what had befallen him, when lo! 
there came folk into the chamber, to wit, two serving-men well-bedight, 
and three old men clad in rich gowns of silk. These came to him and 
(still by signs, without speech) bade him arise and come with them; and 
when he bade them look to it that he was naked, and laughed doubt¬ 
fully, they neither laughed in answer, nor offered him any raiment, but 
still would have him arise, and he did so perforce. They brought him 
with them out of the chamber, and through certain passages pillared 
and goodly, till they came to a bath as fair as any might be; and there 
the serving-men washed him carefully and tenderly, the old men 
looking on the while. When it was done, still they offered not to clothe 
him, but led him out, and through the passages again, back to the 
chamber. Only this time he must pass between a double hedge of men, 
some weaponed, some in peaceful array, but all clad gloriously, and full 
chieftain-like of aspect, either for valiancy or wisdom. 

In the chamber itself was now a concourse of men, of great estate by 
deeming of their array; but all these were standing orderly in a ring 
about the ivory chair aforesaid. Now said Walter to himself: Surely all 
this looks toward the knife and the altar for me; but he kept a stout 
countenance despite of all. 

So they led him up to the ivory chair, and he beheld on either side 
thereof a bench, and on each was laid a set of raiment from the shirt 
upwards; but there was much diversity betwixt these arrays. For one 
was all of robes of peace, glorious and be-gemmed, unmeet for any save 
a great King; while the other was war-weed, seemly, well-fashioned, but 
little adorned; nay rather, worn and bestained with weather, and the 
pelting of the spear-storm. 

Now those old men signed to Walter to take which of those raiments 
he would, and do it on. He looked to the right and the left, and when he 
had looked on the war-gear, the heart arose in him, and he called to 
mind the array of the Goldings in the forefront of battle, and he made 
one step toward the weapons, and laid his hand thereon. Then ran a 
glad murmur through that concourse, and the old men drew up to him 
smiling and joyous, and helped him to do them on; and as he took up 
the helm, he noted that over its broad brown iron sat a golden crown. 

So when he was clad and weaponed, girt with a sword, and a steel axe 
in his hand, the elders showed him to the ivory throne, and he laid the 
axe on the arm of the chair, and drew forth the sword from the 
scabbard, and sat him down, and laid the ancient blade across his knees; 
then he looked about on those great men, and spake: “How long shall 
we speak no word to each other, or is it so that God hath stricken you 
dumb?” 

Then all they cried out with one voice: “All hail to the King, the King 
of Battle!” 

Spake Walter: “If I be king, will ye do my will as I bid you?” 
Answered the elder: “Nought have we will to do, lord, save as thou 

biddest.” 
Said Walter: “Thou then, wilt thou answer a question in all truth?” 
“Yea, lord,” said the elder, “if I may live afterward.” 
Then said Walter: “The woman that came with me into your Camp of 

the Mountain, what hath befallen her?” 
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The elder answered: “Nought hath befallen her, either of good or 
evil, save that she hath slept and eaten and bathed her. What, then, is 
the King’s pleasure concerning her?” 

“That ye bring her hither to me straightway,” said Walter. 
“Yea,” said the elder; “and in what guise shall we bring her hither? 

shall she be arrayed as a servant, or a great lady?” 
Then Walter pondered a while, and spake at last: “Ask her what is 

her will herein, and as she will have it, so let it be. But set ye another 
chair beside mine, and lead her thereto. Thou wise old man, send one 
or two to bring her in hither, but abide thou, for I have a question or 
two to ask of thee yet. And ye, lords, abide here the coming of my she- 
fellow, if it weary you not.” 

So the elder spake to three of the most honourable of the lords, and 
they went their ways to bring in the Maid. 

CHAPTER XXXIII 

Concerning the Fashion of King-making in Stark-wall 

Meanwhile the King spake to the elder, and said: “Now tell me 
whereof I am become king, and what is the fashion and cause of the 
king-making; for wondrous it is to me, whereas I am but an alien amidst 
or mighty men.” 

“Lord,” said the old man, “thou art become king of a mighty city, 
which hath under it many other cities and wide lands, and havens by 
the sea-side, and which lacketh no wealth which men desire. Many wise 
men dwell therein, and of fools not more than in other lands. A valiant 
host shall follow thee to battle when needs must thou wend afield; an 
host not to be withstood, save by the ancient God-folk, if any of them 
were left upon the earth, as belike none are. And as to the name of our 
said city, it hight the City of the Stark-wall, or more shortly, Stark-wall. 
Now as to the fashion of our king-making: If our king dieth and leaveth 
an heir male, begotten of his body, then is he king after him; but if he 
die and leave no heir, then send we out a great lord, with knights and 
sergeants, to that pass of the mountain whereto ye came yesterday ; and 
the first man that cometh unto them, they take and lead to the city, as 
they did with thee, lord. For we believe and trow that of old time our 
forefathers came down from the mountains by that same pass, poor and 
rude, but full of valiancy, before they conquered these lands, and 
builded the Stark-wall. But now furthermore, when we have gotten the 
said wanderer, and brought him home to our city, we behold him 
mother-naked, all the great men of us, both sages and warriors; then if 
we find him ill-fashioned and counterfeit of his body, we roll him in a 
great carpet till he dies; or whiles, if he be but a simple man, and 
without guile, we deliver him for thrall to some artificer amongst us, as 
a shoemaker, a wright, or what not, and so forget him. But in either 
case we make as if no such man had come to us, and we send again the 
lord and his knights to watch the pass; for we say that such an one the 
Fathers of old time have not sent us. But again, when we have seen to 
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the new-comer that he is well-fashioned of his body, all is not done; for 
we deem that never would the Fathers send us a dolt or a craven to be 
our king. Therefore we bid the naked one take to him which he will of 
these raiments, either the ancient armour, which now thou bearest, 
lord, or this golden raiment here; and if he take the war-gear, as thou 
takedst it, King, it is well; but if he take the raiment of peace, then hath 
he the choice either to be thrall of some goodman of the city or to be 
proven how wise he may be, and so fare the narrow edge betwixt death 
and kingship; for if he fall short of his wisdom, then shall he die the 
death. Thus is thy question answered, King, and praise be to the 
Fathers that they have sent us one whom none may doubt, either for 
wisdom or valiancy.” 

CHAPTER XXXIV 

Now Cometh the Maid to the King 

Then all they bowed before the King, and he spake again: “What is 
that noise that I hear without, as if it were the rising of the sea on a 
sandy shore, when the south-west wind is blowing.” 

Then the elder opened his mouth to answer; but before he might get 
out the word, there was a stir without the chamberdoor, and the throng 
parted, and lo! amidst of them came the Maid, and she yet clad in 
nought save the white coat wherewith she had won through the 
wilderness, save that on her head was a garland of red roses, and her 
middle was wreathed with the same. Fresh and fair she was as the dawn 
of June; her face bright, red-lipped, and clear-eyed, and her cheeks 
flushed with hope and love. She went straight to Walter where he sat, 
and lightly put away with her hand the elder who would lead her to the 
ivory throne beside the King; but she knelt down before him, and laid 
her hand on his steel-clad knee, and said: “O my lord, now I see that 
thou hast beguiled me, and that thou wert all along a king-born man 
coming home to thy realm. But so dear thou hast been to me; and so 
fair and clear, and so kind withal do thine eyes shine on me from under 
the grey war-helm, that I will beseech thee not to cast me out utterly, 
but suffer me to be thy servant and handmaid for a while. Wilt thou 
not?” 

But the King stooped down to her and raised her up, and stood on 
his feet, and took her hands and kissed them, and set her down beside 
him, and said to her: “Sweetheart, this is now thy place till the night 
cometh, even by my side.” 

So she sat down there meek and valiant, her hands laid in her lap, 
and her feet one over the other; while the King said: “Lords, this is my 
beloved, and my spouse. Now, therefore, if ye will have me for King, ye 
must worship this one for Queen and Lady; or else suffer us both to go 
our ways in peace.” 

Then all they that were in the chamber cried out aloud: “The Queen, 
the Lady! The beloved of our lord!” 

And this cry came from their hearts, and not their lips only; for as 
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they looked on her, and the brightness of her beauty, they saw also the 
meekness of her demeanour, and the high heart of her, and they all fell 
to loving her. But the young men of them, their cheeks flushed as they 
beheld her, and their hearts went out to her, and they drew their 
swords and brandished them aloft, and cried out for her as men made 
suddenly drunk with love: “The Queen, the Lady, the lovely one!” 

CHAPTER XXXV 

Of the King of Stark-wall and His Queen 

But while this betid, that murmur without, which is aforesaid, grew 
louder; and it smote on the King’s ear, and he said again to the elder: 
“Tell us now of that noise withoutward, what is it?” 

Said the elder: “If thou, King, and the Queen, wilt but arise and 
stand in the window, and go forth into the hanging gallery thereof, 
then shall ye know at once what is this rumour, and therewithal shall ye 
see a sight meet to rejoice the heart of a king new come into kingship.” 

So the King arose and took the Maid by the hand, and went to the 
window and looked forth; and lo! the great square of the place all 
thronged with folk as thick as they could stand, and the more part of 
the carles with a weapon in hand, and many armed right gallantly. 
Then he went out into the gallery with his Queen, still holding her 
hand, and his lords and wise men stood behind him. Straightway then 
arose a cry, and a shout of joy and welcome that rent the very heavens, 
and the great place was all glittering and strange with the tossing up of 
spears and the brandishing of swords, and the stretching forth of 
hands. 

But the Maid spake softly to King Walter and said: “Here then is the 
wilderness left behind a long way, and here is warding and protection 
against the foes of our life and soul. O blessed be thou and thy valiant 
heart!” 

But Walter spake nothing, but stood as one in a dream; and yet, if 
that might be, his longing toward her increased manifold. 

But down below, amidst of the throng, stood two neighbours 
somewhat anigh to the window; and quoth one to the other: “See thou! 
the new man in the ancient armour of the Battle of the Waters, bearing 
the sword that slew the foeman king on the Day of the Doubtful Onset! 
Surely this is a sign of good-luck to us all.” 

“Yea,” said the second, “he beareth his armour well, and the eyes are 
bright in the head of him: but hast thou beheld well his she-fellow, and 
what the like of her is?” 

“I see her,” said the other, “that she is a fair woman; yet somewhat 
worse clad than simply. She is in her smock, man, and were it not for 
the balusters I deem ye should see her barefoot. What is amiss with 
her?” 

“Dost thou not see her,” said the second neighbour, “that she is not 
only a fair woman, but yet more, one of those lovely ones that draw the 
heart out of a man’s body, one may scarce say for why? Surely Stark- 
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wall hath cast a lucky net this time. And as to her raiment, I see of her 
that she is clad in white and wreathed with roses, but that the flesh of 
her is so wholly pure and sweet that it maketh all her attire but a part of 
her body, and halloweth it, so that it hath the semblance of gems. Alas, 
my friend! let us hope that this Queen will fare abroad unseldom 
amongst the people.” 

Thus, then, they spake; but after a while the King and his mate went 
back into the chamber, and he gave command that the women of the 
Queen should come and fetch her away, to attire her in royal array. 
And thither came the fairest of the honourable damsels, and were fain 
of being her waiting-women. Therewithal the King was unarmed, and 
dight most gloriously, but still he bore the Sword of the King’s Slaying: 
and sithence were the King and the Queen brought into the great hall 
of the palace, and they met on the dais, and kissed before the lords and 
other folk that thronged the hall. There they ate a morsel and drank a 
cup together, while all beheld them; and then they were brought forth, 
and a white horse of the goodliest, well bedight, brought for each of 
them, and thereon they mounted and went their ways together, by the 
lane which the huge throng made for them, to the great church, for the 
hallowing and the crowning; and they were led by one squire alone, and 
he unarmed; for such was the custom of Stark-wall when a new king 
should be hallowed: so came they to the great church (for that folk was 
not miscreant, so to say), and they entered it, they two alone, and went 
into the choir: and when they had stood there a little while wondering 
at their lot, they heard how the bells fell a-ringing tunefully over their 
heads; and then drew near the sound of many trumpets blowing 
together, and thereafter the voices of many folk singing; and then were 
the great doors thrown open, and the bishop and his priests came into 
the church with singing and minstrelsy, and thereafter came the whole 
throng of the folk, and presently the nave of the church was filled by it, 
as when the water follows the cutting of the dam, and fills up the dyke. 
Thereafter came the bishop and his mates into the choir, and came up 
to the King, and gave him and the Queen the kiss of peace. Then was 
mass sung gloriously; and thereafter was the King anointed and 
crowned, and great joy was made throughout the church. Afterwards 
they went back afoot to the palace, they two alone together, with none 
but the esquire going before to show them the way. And as they went, 
they passed close beside those two neighbours, whose talk has been told 
of afore, and the first one, he who had praised the King’s war-array, 
spake and said: “Truly, neighbour, thou art in the right of it; and now 
the Queen has been dight duly, and hath a crown on her head, and is 
clad in white samite done all over with pearls, I see her to be of 
exceeding goodliness; as goodly, maybe, as the Lord King.” 

Quoth the other: “Unto me she seemeth as she did e’en now; she is 
clad in white, as then she was, and it is by reason of the pure and sweet 
flesh of her that the pearls shine out and glow, and by the holiness of 
her body is her rich attire hallowed; but, forsooth, it seemed to me as 
she went past as though paradise had come anigh to our city, and that 
all the air breathed of it. So I say, praise be to God and His Hallows who 
hath suffered her to dwell amongst us!” 
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Said the first man: “Forsooth, it is well; but knowest thou at all 
whence she cometh, and of what lineage she may be?” 

“Nay,” said the other, “I wot not whence she is; but this I wot full 
surely, that when she goeth away, they whom she leadeth with her shall 
be well bestead. Again, of her lineage nought know I; but this I know, 
that they that come of her, to the twentieth generation, shall bless and 
praise the memory of her, and hallow her name little less than they 
hallow the name of the Mother of God.” 

So spake those two; but the King and Queen came back to the palace, 
and sat among the lords and at the banquet which was held thereafter, 
and long was the time of their glory, till the night was far spent and all 
men must seek to their beds. 

CHAPTER XXXVI 

Of Walter and the Maid in the Days of the Kingship 

Long it was, indeed, till the women, by the King’s command, had 
brought the Maid to the King’s chamber; and he met her, and took her 
by the shoulders and kissed her, and said: “Art thou not weary, 
sweetheart? Doth not the city, and the thronging folk, and the watching 
eyes of the great ones . . . doth it not all lie heavy on thee, as it doth 
upon me?” 

She said: “And where is the city now? is not this the wilderness again, 
and thou and I alone together therein?” 

He gazed at her eagerly, and she reddened, so that her eyes shone 
light amidst the darkness of the flush of her cheeks. 

He spake trembling and softly, and said: “Is it not in one matter 
better than the wilderness? is not the fear gone, yea, every whit 
thereof?” 

The dark flush had left her face, and she looked on him exceeding 
sweetly, and spoke steadily and clearly: “Even so it is, beloved.” 
Therewith she set her hand to the girdle that girt her loins, and did it 
off, and held it out toward him, and said: “Here is the token; this is a 
maid’s girdle, and the woman is ungirt.” 

So he took the girdle and her hand withal, and cast his arms about 
her: and amidst the sweetness of their love and their safety, and assured 
hope of many days of joy, they spake together of the hours when they 
fared the razor-edge betwixt guile and misery and death, and the 
sweeter yet it grew to them because of it; and many things she told him 
ere the dawn, of the evil days bygone, and the dealings of the Mistress 
with her, til the grey day stole into the chamber to make manifest her 
loveliness; which, forsooth, was better even than the deeming of that 
man amidst the throng whose heart had been so drawn towards her. So 
they rejoiced together in the new day. 

But when the full day was, and Walter arose, he called his thanes and 
wise men to the council; and first he bade open the prison-doors, and 
feed the needy and clothe them, and make good cheer to all men, high 
and low, rich and unrich; and thereafter he took counsel with them on 
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many matters, and they marvelled at his wisdom and the keenness of 
his wit; and so it was, that some were but half pleased thereat, whereas 
they saw that their will was like to give way before his in all matters. But 
the wiser of them rejoiced in him, and looked for good days while his 
life lasted. 

Now of the deeds that he did, and his joys and his griefs, the tale shall 
tell no more; nor of how he saw Langton again, and his dealings there. 

In Stark-wall he dwelt, and reigned a King, well beloved of his folk, 
sorely feared of their foemen. Strife he had to deal with, at home and 
abroad; but therein he was not quelled, till he fell asleep fair and softly, 
when this world had no more of deeds for him to do. Nor may it be said 
that the needy lamented him; for no needy had he left in his own land. 
And few foes he left behind to hate him. 

As to the Maid, she so waxed in loveliness and kindness, that it was a 
year’s joy for any to have cast eyes upon her in street or on held. All 
wizardry left her since the day of her wedding; yet of wit and wisdom 
she had enough left, and to spare; for she needed no going about, and 
no guile, any more than hard commands, to have her will done. So 
loved she was by all folk, forsooth, that it was a mere joy for any to go 
about her errands. To be short, she was the land’s increase, and the 
city’s safeguard, and the bliss of the folk. 

Somewhat, as the days passed, it misgave her that she had beguiled 
the Bear-folk to deem her their God; and she considered and thought 
how she might atone it. 

So the second year after they had come to Stark-wall, she went with 
certain folk to the head of the pass that led down to the Bears; and 
there she stayed the men-at-arms, and went on further with a two score 
of husbandmen whom she had redeemed from thralldom in Stark-wall; 
and when they were hard on the dales of the Bears, she left them there 
in a certain little dale, with their wains and horses, and seed-corn, and 
iron tools, and went down all bird-alone to the dwelling of those huge 
men, unguarded now by sorcery, and trusting in nought but her 
loveliness and kindness. Clad she was now, as when she fled from the 
Wood beyond the World, in a short white coat alone, with bare feet and 
naked arms; but the said coat was now embroidered with the imagery of 
blossoms in silk and gold, and gems, whereas now her wizardry had 
departed from her. 

So she came to the Bears, and they knew her at once, and worshipped 
and blessed her, and feared her. But she told them that she had a gift 
for them, and was come to give it; and therewith she told them of the 
art of tillage, and bade them learn it; and when they asked her how they 
should do so, she told them of the men who were abiding them in the 
mountain dale, and bade the Bears take them for their brothers and 
sons of the ancient Fathers, and then they should be taught of them. 
This they behight her to do, and so she led them to where her 
freedmen lay, whom the Bears received with all joy and loving¬ 
kindness, and took them into their folk. 

So they went back to their dales together; but the Maid went her ways 
back to her men-at-arms and the city of Stark-wall. 
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Thereafter she sent more gifts and messages to the Bears, but never 
again went herself to see them; for as good a face as she put on it that 
last time, yet her heart waxed cold with fear, and it almost seemed to 
her that her Mistress was alive again, and that she was escaping from 
her and plotting against her once more. 

As for the Bears, they throve and multiplied; till at last strife arose 
great and grim betwixt them and other peoples; for they had become 
mighty in battle: yea, once and again they met the host of Stark-wall in 
fight, and overthrew and were overthrown. But that was a long while 
after the Maid had passed away. 

Now of Walter and the Maid is no more to be told, saving that they 
begat between them goodly sons and fair daughters; whereof came a 
great lineage in Stark-wall; which lineage was so strong, and endured so 
long a while, that by then it had died out, folk had clean forgotten their 
ancient custom of king-making, so that after Walter of Langton there 
was never another king that came down to them poor and lonely from 
out of the Mountains of the Bears. 
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Preface 

I hope that no suggestion of any strange land that may be conveyed 
by the title will scare readers away from this book; for, though some 
chapters do indeed tell of Elfland, in the greater part of them there is 
no more to be shown than the face of the fields we know, and ordinary 
English woods and a common village and valley, a good twenty or 
twenty-five miles from the border of Elfland. 
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The King of Elfland’s Daughter 
CHAPTER I 

The Plan of the Parliament of Erl 

In their ruddy jackets of leather that reached to their knees the men 
of Erl appeared before their lord, the stately white-haired man in his 
long red room. He leaned in his carven chair and heard their spokesman. 

And thus their spokesman said. 
“For seven hundred years the chiefs of your race have ruled us well; 

and their deeds are remembered by the minor minstrels, living on yet 
in their little tinkling songs. And yet the generations stream away, and 
there is no new thing.” 

“What would you?” said the lord. 
“We would be ruled by a magic lord,” they said. 
“So be it,” said the lord. “It is five hundred years since my people 

have spoken thus in parliament, and it shall always be as your 
parliament saith. You have spoken. So be it.” 

And he raised his hand and blessed them and they went. 
They went back to their ancient crafts, to the fitting of iron to the 

hooves of horses, to working upon leather, to tending flowers, to 
ministering to the rugged needs of Earth; they followed the ancient 
ways, and looked for a new thing. But the old lord sent a word to his 
eldest son, bidding him come before him. 

And very soon the young man stood before him, in that same carven 
chair from which he had not moved, where light, growing late, from 
high windows, showed the aged eyes looking far into the future beyond 
that old lord’s time. And seated there he gave his son his command¬ 
ment. 

“Go forth,” he said, “before these days of mine are over, and 
therefore go in haste, and go from here eastwards and pass the fields 
we know, till you see the lands that clearly pertain to faery; and cross 
their boundary, which is made of twilight, and come to that palace that 
is only told of in song.” 

“It is far from here,” said the young man Alveric. 
“Yes,” answered he, “it is far.” 
“And further still,” the young man said, “to return. For distances in 

those fields are not as here.” 
“Even so,” said his father. 
“What do you bid me do,” said the son, “when I come to that palace?” 
And his father said: “To wed the King of Elfland’s daughter.” 

349 
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The young man thought of her beauty and crown of ice, and the 
sweetness that fabulous runes had told was hers. Songs were sung of 
her on wild hills where tiny strawberries grew, at dusk and by early 
starlight, and if one sought the singer no man was there. Sometimes 
only her name was sung softly over and over. Her name was Lirazel. 

She was a princess of the magic line. The gods had sent their shadows 
to her christening, and the fairies too would have gone, but that they 
were frightened to see on their dewy fields the long dark moving 
shadows of the gods, so they stayed hidden in crowds of pale pink 
anemones, and thence blessed Lirazel. 

“My people demand a magic lord to rule over them. They have 
chosen foolishly,” the old lord said, “and only the Dark Ones that show 
not their faces know all that this will bring: but we, who see not, follow 
the ancient custom and do what our people in their parliament say. It 
may be some spirit of wisdom they have not known may save them even 
yet. Go then with your face turned towards that light that bears from 
fairyland, and that faintly illumines the dusk between sunset and early 
stars, and this shall guide you till you come to the frontier and have 
passed the fields we know.” 

Then he unbuckled a strap and a girdle of leather and gave his huge 
sword to his son, saying: “This that has brought our family down the 
ages unto this day shall surely guard you always upon your journey, 
even though you fare beyond the fields we know.” 

And the young man took it though he knew that no such sword could 
avail him. 

Near the Castle of Erl there lived a lonely witch, on high land near 
the thunder, which used to roll in Summer along the hills. There she 
dwelt by herself in a narrow cottage of thatch and roamed the high 
fields alone to gather the thunderbolts. Of these thunderbolts, that had 
no earthly forging, were made, with suitable runes, such weapons as 
had to parry unearthly dangers. 

And alone would roam this witch at certain tides of Spring, taking the 
form of a young girl in her beauty, singing among tall flowers in 
gardens of Erl. She would go at the hour when hawk-moths first pass 
from bell to bell. And of those few that had seen her was this son of the 
Lord of Erl. And though it was calamity to love her, though it rapt 
men’s thoughts away from all things true, yet the beauty of the form 
that was not hers had lured him to gaze at her with deep young eyes, 
till—whether flattery or pity moved her, who knows that is mortal?— 
she spared him whom her arts might well have destroyed and, changing 
instantly in that garden there, showed him the rightful form of a deadly 
witch. And even then his eyes did not at once forsake her, and in the 
moments that his glance still lingered upon that withered shape that 
haunted the hollyhocks he had her gratitude that may not be bought, 
nor won by any charms that Christians know. And she had beckoned to 
him and he had followed, and learned from her on her thunder- 
haunted hill that on the day of need a sword might be made of metals 
not sprung from Earth, with runes along it that would waft away, 
certainly any thrust of earthly sword, and except for three master-runes 
could thwart the weapons of Elfland. 

As he took his father’s sword the young man thought of the witch. 
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It was scarcely dark in the valley when he left the Castle of Erl, and 
went so swiftly up the witch’s hill that a dim light lingered yet on its 
highest heaths when he came near the cottage of the one that he 
sought, and found her burning bones at a fire in the open. To her he 
said that the day of his need was come. And she bade him gather 
thunderbolts in her garden, in the soft earth under her cabbages. 

And there with eyes that saw every minute more dimly, and fingers 
that grew accustomed to the thunderbolts’ curious surfaces, he found 
before darkness came down on him seventeen: and these he heaped 
into a silken kerchief and carried back to the witch. 

On the grass beside her he laid those strangers to Earth. From 
wonderful spaces they came to her magical garden, shaken by thunder 
from paths that we cannot tread; and though not in themselves 
containing magic were well adapted to carry what magic her runes 
could give. She laid the thigh-bone of a materialist down, and turned to 
those stormy wanderers. She arranged them in one straight row by the 
side of her fire. And over them then she toppled the burning logs and 
the embers, prodding them down with the ebon stick that is the sceptre 
of witches, until she had deeply covered those seventeen cousins of 
Earth that had visited us from their etherial home. She stepped back 
then from her fire and stretched out her hands, and suddenly blasted it 
with a frightful rune. The flames leaped up in amazement. And what 
had been but a lonely fire in the night, with no more mystery than 
pertains to all such fires, flared suddenly into a thing that wanderers 
feared. 

As the green flames, stung by her runes, leaped up, and the heat of 
the fire grew intenser, she stepped backwards further and further, and 
merely uttered her runes a little louder the further she got from the 
fire. She bade Alveric pile on logs, dark logs of oak that lay there 
cumbering the heath; and at once, as he dropped them on, the heat 
licked them up; and the witch went on pronouncing her louder runes, 
and the flames danced wild and green; and down in the embers the 
seventeen, whose paths had once crossed Earth’s when they wandered 
free, knew heat again as great as they had known, even on that 
desperate ride that had brought them here. And when Alveric could no 
longer come near the fire, and the witch was some yards from it 
shouting her runes, the magical flames burned all the ashes away and 
that portent that flared on the hill as suddenly ceased, leaving only a 
circle that sullenly glowed on the ground, like the evil pool that glares 
where thermite has burst. And flat in the glow, all liquid still, lay the 
sword. 

The witch approached it and pared its edges with a sword that she 
drew from her thighs. Then she sat down beside it on the earth and 
sang to it while it cooled. Not like the runes that enraged the flames was 
the song she sang to the sword: she whose curses had blasted the fire till 
it shrivelled big logs of oak crooned now a melody like a wind in 
summer blowing from wild wood gardens that no man tended, down 
valleys loved once by children, now lost to them but for dreams, a song 
of such memories as lurk and hide along the edges of oblivion, now 
flashing from beautiful years of glimpse of some golden moment, now 
passing swiftly out of remembrance again, to go back to the shades of 
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oblivion, and leaving on the mind those faintest traces of little shining 
feet which when dimly perceived by us are called regrets. She sang of 
old Summer noons in the time of harebells: she sang on that high dark 
heath a song that seemed so full of mornings and evenings preserved 
with all their dews by her magical craft from days that had else been 
lost, that Alveric wondered of each small wandering wing, that her fire 
had lured from the dusk; if this were the ghost of some day lost to man, 
called up by the force of her song from times that were fairer. And all 
the while the unearthly metal grew harder. The white liquid stiffened 
and turned red. The glow of the red dwindled. And as it cooled it 
narrowed: little particles came together, little crevices closed; and as 
they closed they seized the air about them, and with the air they caught 
the witch’s rune, and gripped it and held it forever. And so it was it 
became a magical sword. And little magic there is in English woods, 
from the time of anemones to the falling of leaves, that was not in the 
sword. And little magic there is in southern downs, that only sheep 
roam over and quiet shepherds, that the sword had not too. And there 
was scent of thyme in it and sight of lilac, and the chorus of birds that 
sings before dawn in April, and the deep proud splendour of 
rhododendrons, and the litheness and laughter of streams, and miles 
and miles of may. And by the time the sword was black it was all 
enchanted with magic. 

Nobody can tell you about that sword all that there is to be told of it; 
for those that know of those paths of Space on which its metals once 
floated, till Earth caught them one by one as she sailed past on her orbit, 
have little time to waste on such things as magic, and so cannot tell you 
how the sword was made, and those who know whence poetry is, and 
the need that man has for song, or know any one of the fifty branches 
of magic, have little time to waste on such things as science, and so 
cannot tell you whence its ingredients came. Enough that it was once 
beyond our Earth and was now here amongst our mundane stones; that 
it was once but as those stones, and now had something in it such as soft 
music has; let those that can define it. 

And now the witch drew the black blade forth by the hilt, which was 
thick and on one side rounded, for she had cut a small groove in the soil 
below the hilt for this purpose, and began to sharpen both sides of the 
sword by rubbing them with a curious greenish stone, still singing over 
the sword an eerie song. 

Alveric watched her in silence, wondering, not counting time; it may 
have been for moments, it may have been while the stars went far on 
their courses. Suddenly she was finished. She stood up with the sword 
lying on both her hands. She stretched it out curtly to Alveric; he took 
it, she turned away; and there was look in her eyes as though she would 
have kept that sword, or kept Alveric. He turned to pour out his thanks, 
but she was gone. 

He rapped on the door of the dark house; he called “Witch, Witch” 
along the lonely heath, till children heard on far farms and were 
terrified. Then he turned home, and that was best for him. 
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CHAPTER II 

Alveric Comes in Sight of the Elfin Mountains 

To the long chamber, sparsely furnished, high in a tower, in which 
Alveric slept, there came a ray direct from the rising sun. He awoke, 
and remembered at once the magical sword, which made all his 
awakening joyous. It is natural to feel glad at the thought of a recent 
gift, but there was also a certain joy in the sword itself, which perhaps 
could communicate with Alveric’s thoughts all the more easily just as 
they came from dreamland, which was pre-eminently the sword’s own 
country; but, however it be, all those that have come by a magical 
sword, have always felt that joy while it still was new, clearly and 
unmistakably. 

He had no farewells to make, but thought it better instantly to obey 
his father’s command than to stay to explain why he took upon his 
adventure a sword that he deemed to be better than the one his father 
loved. So he stayed not even to eat, but put food in a wallet and slung 
over him by a strap a bottle of good new leather, not waiting to fill it for 
he knew he should meet with streams; and, wearing his father’s sword 
as swords are commonly worn, he slung the other over his back with its 
rough hilt tied near his shoulder, and strode away from the Castle and 
Vale of Erl. Of money he took but little, half a handful of copper only, 
for use in the fields we know; for he knew not what coin or what means 
of exchange were used on the other side of the frontier of twilight. 

Now the Vale of Earl is very near to the border beyond which there is 
none of the fields we know. He climbed the hill and strode over the 
fields and passed through woods of hazel; and the blue sky shone on 
him merrily as he went by the way of the fields, and the blue was as 
bright by his feet when he came to the woods, for it was the time of the 
bluebells. He ate, and filled his water-bottle, and travelled all day 
eastwards, and at evening the mountains of faery came floating into 
view, the colour of pale forget-me-nots. 

As the sun set behind Alveric he looked at those pale-blue mountains 
to see with what colour their peaks would astonish the evening; but 
never a tint they took from the setting sun, whose splendour was 
gilding all the fields we know, never a wrinkle faded upon their 
precipices, never a shadow deepened, and Alveric learned that for 
nothing that happens here is any change in the enchanted lands. 

He turned his eyes from their serene pale beauty back to the fields we 
know. And there, with their gables lifting into the sunlight above deep 
hedgerows beautiful with Spring, he saw the cottages of earthly men. 
Past them he walked while the beauty of evening grew, with songs of 
birds, and scents wandering from flowers, and odours that deepened 
and deepened, and evening decked herself to receive the Evening Star. 
But before that star appeared the young adventurer found the cottage 
he sought; for, flapping above its doorway, he saw the sign of huge 
brown hide with outlandish letters in gilt which proclaimed the dweller 
below to be a worker in leather. 

An old man came to the door when Alveric knocked, little and bent 
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with age, and he bent more when Alveric named himself. And the 
young man asked for a scabbard for his sword, yet said not what sword 
it was. And they both went into the cottage where the old wife was, by 
her big fire, and the couple did honour to Alveric. The old man then sat 
down near his thick table, whose surface shone with smoothness 
wherever it was not pitted by little tools that had drilled through pieces 
of leather all that man’s lifetime and in the times of his fathers. And 
then he laid the sword upon his knees and wondered at the roughness 
of hilt and guard, for they were raw unworked metal, and at the huge 
width of the sword; and then he screwed up his eyes and began to think 
of his trade. And in a while he thought out what must be done; and his 
wife brought him a fine hide; and he marked out on it two pieces as 
wide as the sword, and a bit wider than that. 

And any questions he asked concerning that wide bright sword 
Alveric somewhat parried, for he wished not to perplex his mind by 
telling him all that it was: he perplexed that old couple enough a little 
later when he asked them for lodging for the night. And this they gave 
him with as many apologies as if it were they that had asked a favour, 
and gave him a great supper out of their cauldron, in which boiled 
everything that the old man snared; but nothing that Alveric was able to 
say prevented them giving up their bed to him and preparing a heap of 
skins for their own night’s rest by the fire. 

And after their supper the old man cut out the two wide pieces of 
leather with a point at the end of each and began to stitch them 
together on each side. And then Alveric began to ask him of the way, 
and the old leather-worker spoke of North and South and West and 
even of north-east, but of East or south-east he spoke never a word. He 
dwelt near the very edge of the fields we know, yet of any hint of 
anything lying beyond them he or his wife said nothing. Where 
Alveric’s journey lay upon the morrow they seemed to think the world 
ended. 

And pondering afterwards, in the bed they gave him, all that the old 
man had said, Alveric sometimes marvelled at his ignorance, and yet 
sometimes wondered if it might have been skill by which those two had 
avoided all the evening any word of anything lying to the East or south¬ 
east of their home. He wondered if in his early days the old man might 
have gone there, but he was unable even to wonder what he had found 
there if he had gone. Then Alveric fell asleep, and dreams gave him 
hints and guesses of the old man’s wanderings in Fairyland, but gave 
him no better guides than he had already, and these were the pale-blue 
peaks of the Elfin Mountains. 

The old man woke him after he had slept long. When he came to the 
day-room a bright fire was burning there, his breakfast was ready for 
him and the scabbard made, which fitted the sword exactly. The old 
people waited on him silently and took payment for the scabbard, but 
would not take aught for their hospitality. Silently they watched him 
rise to go, and followed him without a word to the door, and outside it 
watched him still, clearly hoping that he would turn to the North or 
West; but when he turned and strode for the Elfin Mountains, they 
watched him no more, for their faces never were turned that way. And 
though they watched him no longer yet he waved his hand in farewell; 
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for he had a feeling for the cottages and fields of these simple folk, such 
as they had not for the enchanted lands. He walked in the sparkling 
morning through scenes familiar from infancy; he saw the ruddy orchis 
flowering early, reminding the bluebells they were just past their prime; 
the small young leaves of the oak were yet a brownish yellow; the new 
beech-leaves shone like brass, where the cuckoo was calling clearly; and 
a birch tree looked like a wild woodland creature that had draped 
herself in green gauze, on favoured bushes there were buds of may. 
Alveric said ever and over to himself farewell to all these things: the 
cuckoo went on calling, and not for him. And then, as he pushed 
through a hedge into a field, untended, there suddenly close before 
him in the field was, as his father had told, the frontier of twilight. It 
stretched across the fields in front of him, blue and dense like water; 
and things seen through it seemed misshapen and shining. He looked 
back once over the fields we know; the cuckoo went on calling 
unconcernedly; a small bird sang about its own affairs; and, nothing 
seeming to answer or heed his farewells, Alveric strode on boldly into 
those long masses of twilight. 

A man in a field not far was calling to horses, there were folk talking 
in a neighbouring lane, as Alveric stepped into the rampart of twilight, 
at once all these sounds grew dim, humming faintly, as from great 
distances; in a few strides he was through, and not a murmur at all 
came then from the fields we know. The fields through which he had 
come had suddenly ended; there was no trace of its hedges bright with 
new green; he looked back, and the frontier seemed lowering, cloudy 
and smoky; he looked all round and saw no familiar thing; in the place 
of the beauty of May were the wonders and splendours of Elfland. 

The pale-blue mountains stood august in their glory, shimmering 
and rippling in a golden light that seemed as though it rhythmically 
poured from the peaks and flooded all those slopes with breezes of 
gold. And below them, far off as yet, he saw going up all silver into the 
air the spires of the palace only told of in song. He was on a plain on 
which the flowers were queer and the shape of the trees monstrous. He 
started at once toward the silver spires. 

To those who may have wisely kept their fancies within the boundary 
of the fields we know it is difficult for me to tell of the land to which 
Alveric had come, so that in their minds they can see that plain with its 
scattered trees and far off the dark wood out of which the palace of 
Elfland lifted those glittering spires, and above them and beyond them 
that serene range of mountains whose pinnacles took no colour from 
any light we see. Yet it is for this very purpose that our fancies travel 
far, and if my reader through fault of mine fail to picture the peaks of 
Elfland my fancy had better have stayed in the fields we know. Know 
then that in Elfland are colours more deep than are in our fields, and 
the very air there glows with so deep a lucency that all things seen there 
have something of the look of our trees and flowers in June reflected in 
water. And the colour of Elfland, of which I despaired to tell, may yet 
be told, for we have hints of it here; the deep blue of the night in 
Summer just as the gloaming has gone, the pale blue of Venus flooding 
the evening with light, the deeps of lakes in the twilight, all these are 
hints of that colour. And while our sunflowers carefully turned to the 
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sun, some forefather of the rhododendrons must have turned a little 
towards Elfland, so that some of that glory dwells with them to this day. 
And, above all, our painters have had many a glimpse of that country, 
so that sometimes in pictures we see a glamour too wonderful for our 
fields; it is a memory of theirs that intruded from some old glimpse of 
the pale-blue mountains while they sat at easels painting the fields we 
know. 

So Alveric strode on through the luminous air of that land whose 
glimpses dimly remembered are inspirations here. And at once he felt 
less lonely. For there is a barrier in the fields we know, drawn sharply 
between men and all other life, so that if we be but a day away from our 
kind we are lonely; but once across the boundary of twilight and Alveric 
saw this barrier was down. Crows walking on the moor looked 
whimsically at him, all manner of little creatures peered curiously to see 
who was come from a quarter whence so few ever came; to see who 
went on a journey whence so few ever returned; for the King of Elfland 
guarded his daughter well, as Alveric knew although he knew not how. 
There was a merry sparkle of interest in all those little eyes, and a look 
that might mean warning. 

There was perhaps less mystery here than on our side of the 
boundary of twilight; for nothing lurked or seemed to lurk behind 
great boles of oak, as in certain lights and seasons things may lurk in the 
fields we know; no strangeness hid on the far side of ridges; nothing 
haunted deep woods; whatever might possibly lurk was clearly there to 
be seen, whatever strangeness might be was spread in full sight of the 
traveller, whatever might haunt deep woods lived there in the open 
day. 

And so strong lay the enchantment deep over all that land, that not 
only did beasts and men guess each other’s meanings well, but there 
seemed to be an understanding even, that reached from men to trees 
and from trees to men. Lonely pine trees that Alveric passed now and 
then on the moor, their trunks glowing always with the ruddy light that 
they had got by magic from some old sunset, seemed to stand with their 
branches akimbo and lean over a little to look at him. It seemed almost 
as though they had not always been trees, before enchantment had 
overtaken them there; it seemed they would tell him something. 

But Alveric heeded no warnings either from beasts or trees, and 
strode away toward the enchanted wood. 

CHAPTER III 

The Magical Sword Meets Some of the 
Swords of Elfland 

When Alvaric came to the enchanted wood the light in which Elfland 
glowed had neither grown nor dwindled, and he saw that it came from 
no radiance that shines on the fields we know, unless the wandering 
lights of wonderful moments that sometimes astonish our fields, and 
are gone the instant they come, are strayed over the border of Elfland 
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by some momentary disorder of magic. Neither sun nor moon made 
the light of that enchanted day. 

A line of pine trees up which ivy climbed, as high as their lowering 
black foliage, stood like sentinels at the edge of the wood. The silver 
spires were shining as though it were they that made all this azure glow 
in which Elfland swam. And Alveric having by now come far into 
Elfland, and being now before in capital palace, and knowing that 
Elfland guarded its mysteries well, drew his father’s sword before he 
entered the wood. The other still hung on his back, slung in its new 
scabbard over his left shoulder. 

And the moment he passed by one of those guardian pine trees, the 
ivy that lived on it unfastened its tendrils and, rapidly letting itself 
down, came straight for Alveric and clutched at his throat. 

The long thin sword of his father was just in time; had it not been 
drawn he would have scarcely got it out, so swift was the rush of the ivy. 
He cut tendril after tendril that grasped his limbs as ivy grasps old 
towers, and still more tendrils came for him, until he severed its main 
stem between him and the tree. And as he was doing this he heard a 
hissing rush behind him, and another had come down from another 
tree and was rushing at him with all its leaves spread out. The green 
thing looked wild and angry as it gripped his left shoulder as though it 
would hold it forever. But Alveric severed those tendrils with a blow of 
his sword and then fought with the rest, while the first one was still alive 
but now too short to reach him, and was lashing its branches angrily on 
the ground. And soon, as the surprise of the attack was over and he had 
freed himself of the tendrils that had gripped him, Alveric stepped 
back till the ivy could not reach him and he could still fight it with his 
long sword. The ivy crawled back then to lure Alveric on, and sprang at 
him when he followed it. But, terrible though the grip of ivy is, that was 
a good sharp sword; and very soon Alveric, all bruised though he was, 
had so lopped his assailant that it fled back up its tree. Then he stepped 
back and looked at the wood in the light of his new experience, 
choosing a way through. He saw at once that in the barrier of pine trees 
the two in front of him had had their ivy so shortened in the fight that if 
he went mid-way between the two the ivy of neither would be able to 
reach him. He then stepped forward, but the moment he did so he 
noticed one of the pine trees move closer to the other. He knew then, 
that the time was come to draw his magical sword. 

So he returned his father’s sword to the scabbard by his side and 
drew out the other over his shoulder and, going straight up to the tree 
that had moved, swept at the ivy as it sprang at him: and the ivy fell all 
at once to the ground, not lifeless but a heap of common ivy. And then 
he gave one blow to the trunk of the tree, and a chip flew out not larger 
than a common sword would have made, but the whole tree shuddered; 
and with that shudder disappeared at once a certain ominous look that 
the pine had had, and it stood there an ordinary unenchanted tree. 
Then he stepped on through the wood with his sword drawn. 

He had not gone many paces when he heard behind him a sound like 
a faint breeze in the tree-tops, yet no wind was blowing in that wood at 
all. He looked round therefore, and saw that the pine trees were 
following him. They were coming slowly after him, keeping well out of 
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the way of his sword, but to left and right they were gaining on him, so 
that he saw he was being gradually shut in by a crescent that grew 
thicker and thicker as it crowded amongst the trees that it met on the 
way, and would soon crush him to death. Alveric saw at once that to 
turn back would be fatal, and decided to push right on, relying chiefly 
on speed; for his quick perception had already noticed something slow 
about the magic that swayed the wood; as though whoever controlled it 
were old or weary of magic, or interrupted by other things. So he went 
straight ahead, hitting every tree in his way, whether enchanted or not, 
a blow with his magical sword; and the runes that ran in that metal from 
the other side of the sun were stronger than any spells that there were 
in the wood. Great oak trees with sinister boles drooped and lost all 
their enchantment as Alveric flashed past them with a flick of that 
magical sword. He was marching faster than the clumsy pines. And 
soon he left in that weird and eerie wood a wake of trees that were 
wholly unenchanted, that stood there now without hint of romance or 
mystery even. 

And all of a sudden he came from the gloom of the wood to the 
emerald glory of the Elf King’s lawns. Again, we have hints of such 
things here. Imagine lawns of ours just emerging from night, flashing 
early lights from their dewdrops when all the stars have gone; bordered 
with flowers that just begin to appear, their gentle colours all coming 
back after night; untrodden by any feet except the tiniest and wildest; 
shut off from the wind and the world by trees in whose fronds is still 
darkness: picture these waiting for the birds to sing; there is almost a 
hint there sometimes of the glow of the lawns of Elfland; but then it 
passes so quickly that we can never be sure. More beautiful than aught 
our wonder guesses, more than our hearts have hoped, were the 
dewdrop lights and twilights in which these lawns glowed and shone. 
And we have another thing by which to hint of them, those seaweeds or 
sea-mosses that drape Mediterranean rocks and shine out of blue-green 
water for gazers from dizzy cliffs: more like sea-floors were these lawns 
than like any land of ours, for the air of Elfland is thus deep and blue. 

At the beauty of these lawns Alveric stood gazing as they shone through 
twilight and dew, surrounded by the mauve and ruddy glory of the massed 
flowers of Elfland, beside which our sunsets pale and our orchids 
droop; and beyond them lay like night the magical wood. And jutting 
from that wood, with glittering portals all open wide to the lawns, with 
windows more blue than our sky on Summer’s nights; as though built of 
starlight; shone that palace that may be only told of in song. 

As Alveric stood there with his sword in his hand, at the wood’s edge, 
scarcely breathing, with his eyes looking over the lawns at the chiefest 
glory of Elfland; through one of the portals alone came the King of 
Elfland’s daughter. She walked dazzling to the lawns without seeing 
Alveric. Her feet brushed through the dew and the heavy air and gently 
pressed for an instant the emerald grass, which bent and rose, as our 
harebells when blue butterflies light and leave them, roaming care-free 
along the hills of chalk. 

And as she passed he neither breathed nor moved, nor could have 
moved if those pines had still pursued him, but they stayed in the forest 
not daring to touch those lawns. 
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She wore a crown that seemed to be carved of great pale sapphires; 
she shone on those lawns and gardens like a dawn coming unaware, out 
of long night, on some planet nearer than us to the sun. And as she 
passed near Alveric she suddenly turned her head; and her eyes 
opened in a little wonder. She had never before seen a man from the 
fields we know. 

And Alveric gazed in her eyes all speechless and powerless still: it was 
indeed the Princess Lirazel in her beauty. And then he saw that her 
crown was not of sapphires but ice. 

“Who are you?” she said. And her voice had the music that, of earthly 
things, was most like ice in thousands of broken pieces rocked by a wind 
of Spring upon lakes in some northern country. 

And he said: “I come from the fields that are mapped and known.” 
And then she sighed for a moment for those fields, for she had heard 

how life beautifully passes there, and how there are always in those 
fields young generations, and she thought of the changing seasons and 
children and age, of which elfin minstrels had sung when they told of 
Earth. 

And when he saw her sigh for the fields we know he told her 
somewhat of that land whence he had come. And she questioned him 
further, and soon he was telling her tales of his home and the Vale of 
Erl. And she wondered to hear of it and asked him many questions 
more; and then he told her that all he knew of Earth, not presuming to 
tell Earth’s story from what his own eyes had seen in his bare score of 
years, but telling those tales and fables of the ways of beasts and men, 
that the folk of Erl had drawn out of the ages, and which their elders 
told by the fire at evening when children asked of what happened long 
ago. Thus on the edge of those lawns whose miraculous glory was 
framed by flowers we have never known, with the magical wood behind 
them, and that palace shining near which may only be told of in song, 
they spoke of the simple wisdom of old men and old women, telling of 
harvests and the blossoming of roses and may, of when to plant in 
gardens, of what wild animals knew; how to heal, how to sow, how to 
thatch, and of which of the winds in what seasons blow over the fields 
we know. 

And then there appeared those knights who guard that palace lest 
any should come through the enchanted wood. Four of them they came 
shining over the lawns in armour, their faces not to be seen. In all the 
enchanted centuries of their lives they had not dared to dream of the 
princess: they had never bared their faces when they knelt armed 
before her. Yet they had sworn an oath of dreadful words that no man 
else should ever speak with her, if one should come through the 
enchanted wood. With this oath now on their lips they marched towards 
Alveric. 

Lirazel looked at them sorrowfully yet could not halt them, for they 
came by command of her father which she could not avert; and well she 
knew that her father might not recall his command, for he had uttered 
it ages ago at the bidding of Fate. Alveric looked at their armour, which 
seemed to be brighter than any metal of ours, as though it came from 
one of those buttresses near, which are only told of in song; then he 
went towards them drawing his father’s sword, for he thought to drive 
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its slender point through some joint of the armour. The other he put 
into his left hand. 

As the first knight struck, Alveric parried, and stopped the blow, but 
there came a shock like lightning into his arm and the sword flew from 
his hand, and he knew that no earthly sword could meet the weapons of 
Elfland, and took the magical sword in his right hand. With this he 
parried the strokes of the Princess Lirazel’s guard, for such these four 
knights were, having waited for this occasion through all the ages of 
Elfland. And no more shock came to him from any of those swords, but 
only a vibration in his own sword’s metal that passed through it like a 
song, and a kind of a glow that arose in it, reaching to Alveric’s heart 
and cheering it. 

But as Alveric continued to parry the swift blows of the guard, that 
sword that was kin to the lightning grew weary of these defences, for it 
had in its essence speed and desperate journeys; and, lifting Alveric’s 
hand along with it, it swept blows at the elvish knights, and the armour 
of Elfland could not hold it out. Thick and curious blood began to pour 
through rifts in the armour, and soon of that glittering company two 
were fallen; and Alveric, encouraged by the zeal of his sword fought 
cheerily and soon overthrew another, so that only he and one of the 
guard remained, who seemed to have some stronger magic about him 
than had been given to his fallen comrades. And so it was, for when the 
Elf King had first enchanted the guard he had charmed this elvish 
soldier first of all, while all the wonder of his runes were new; and the 
soldier and his armour and his sword had something still of this early 
magic about them, more potent than any inspirations of wizardry that 
had come later from his master’s mind. Yet this knight, as Alveric soon 
was able to feel along his arm and his sword, had none of those three 
master runes of which the old witch had spoken when she made the 
sword on her hill; for these were preserved unuttered by the King of 
Elfland himself, with which to hedge his own presence. To have known 
of their existence she must have flown by broom to Elfland and spoken 
secretly alone with the King. 

And the sword that had visited Earth from so far away smote like the 
falling of thunderbolts; and green sparks rose from the armour, and 
crimson as sword met sword; and thick elvish blood moved slowly, from 
wide slits, down the cuirass; and Lirazel gazed in awe and wonder and 
love; and the combatants edged away fighting into the forest; and 
branches fell on them hacked off by their fight; and the runes in 
Alveric’s far-travelled sword exulted, and roared at the elf-knight; until 
in the dark of the wood, amongst branches severed from disenchanted 
trees, with a blow like that of a thunderbolt riving an oak tree, Alveric 
slew him. 

At that crash, and at that silence, Lirazel ran to his side. 
“Quick!” she said. “For my father has three runes . . .” She durst not 

speak of them. 
“Whither?” said Alveric. 
And she said: “To the fields you know.” 
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CHAPTER IV 

Alveric Comes Back to Earth After Many Years 

Back through the guarding wood went Alveric and Lirazel, she only 
looking once more at those flowers and lawns, seen only by the furthest- 
travelling fancies of poets in deepest sleep, then urging Alveric on; he 
choosing the way past trees he had disenchanted. 

And she would not let him delay even to choose his path, but kept 
urging him away from the palace that is only told of in song. And the 
other trees began to come lumbering towards them, from beyond the 
lustreless unromantic line that Alveric’s sword had smitten, looking 
queerly as they came at their stricken comrades, whose listless branches 
drooped without magic or mystery. And as the moving trees came 
nearer Lirazel would hold up her hand, and they all halted and came 
on no more; and still she urged upon Alveric to hasten. 

She knew her father would climb the brazen stairs of one of those 
silver spires, she knew he would soon come out on to a high balcony, 
she knew what rune he would chant. She heard the sound of his 
footsteps ascending, ringing now through the wood. They fled over the 
plain beyond the wood, all through the blue everlasting elfin day, and 
again and again she looked over her shoulder and urged Alveric on. 
The Elf King’s feet boomed slow on the thousand brazen steps, and she 
hoped to reach the barrier of twilight, which on that side was smoky 
and dull; when suddenly, as she looked for the hundredth time at the 
distant balconies of the glittering spires, she saw a door begin to open 
high up, above the palace only told of in song. She cried “Alas!” to 
Alveric, but at that moment the scent of briar roses came drifting to 
them from the fields we know. 

Alveric knew not fatigue for he was young, nor she for she was 
ageless. They rushed forward, he taking her hand; the Elf King lifted 
his beard, and just as he began to intone a rune that only once may be 
uttered, against which nothing from our fields can avail, they were 
through the frontier of twilight, and the rune shook and troubled those 
lands in which Lirazel walked no longer. 

When Lirazel looked upon the fields we know, as strange to her as 
once they have been to us, their beauty delighted her. She laughed to 
see the haystacks and loved their quaintness. A lark was singing and 
Lirazel spoke to it, and the lark seemed not to understand, but she 
turned to other glories of our fields, for all were new to her, and forgot 
the lark. It was curiously no longer the season of bluebells, for all the 
foxgloves were blooming and the may was gone and the wild roses were 
there. Alveric never understood this. 

It was early morning and the sun was shining, giving soft colours to 
our fields, and Lirazel rejoiced in those fields of ours at more common 
things than one might believe there were amongst the familiar sighs of 
Earth’s every day. So glad was she, so gay, with her cries of surprise and 
her laughter, that there seemed thenceforth to Alveric a beauty that he 
had never dreamed of in buttercups, and a humour in carts that he 
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never had thought of before. Each moment she found with a cry of 
joyous discovery some treasure of Earth’s that he had not known to be 
fair. And then, as he watched her bringing a beauty to our fields more 
delicate even than that the wild roses brought, he saw that her crown of 
ice had melted away. 

And thus she came from the palace that may only be told of in song, 
over the fields of which I need not tell, for they were the familiar fields 
of Earth, that the ages change but little and only for a while, and came 
at evening with Alveric to his home. 

All was changed in the Castle of Erl. In the gateway they met a 
guardian whom Alveric knew: the man wondered to see them. In the 
hall and upon the stairway they met some that tended the castle, who 
turned their heads in surprise. Alveric knew them also, but all were 
older; and he saw that quite ten years must have passed away during 
that one blue day he had spent in Elfland. 

Who does not know that this is the way of Elfland? And yet who 
would not be surprised if they saw it happen as Alveric saw it now? He 
turned to Lirazel and told her how ten or twelve years were gone. But it 
was as though a humble man who had wed an earthly princess should 
tell her he had lost sixpence; time had had no value or meaning to 
Lirazel, and she was untroubled to hear of the ten lost years. She did 
not dream what time means to us here. 

They told Alveric that his father was long since dead And one told 
him how he died happy, without impatience, trusting to Alveric to 
accomplish his bidding; for he had known somewhat of the ways of 
Elfland, and knew that those that traffic twixt here and there must have 
something of that calm in which Elfland forever dreams. 

Up the valley, ringing late, they heard the blacksmith’s work. This 
blacksmith was he who had been the spokesman of those who went once 
to the long red room to the Lord of Erl. And all these men yet lived; for 
time though it moved over the Vale of Erl, as over all fields we know, 
moved gently, not as in our cities. 

Thence Alveric and Lirazel went to the holy place of the Freer. And 
when they found him Alveric asked the Freer to wed them with 
Christom rites. And when the Freer saw the beauty of Lirazel flash mid 
the common things in his little holy place, for he had ornamented the 
walls of his house with knick-knacks that he sometimes bought at the 
fairs, he feared at once she was of no mortal line. And, when he asked 
her whence she came and she happily answered “Elfland,” the good 
man clasped his hands and told her earnestly how all in that land dwelt 
beyond salvation. But she smiled, for while in Elfland she had always 
been idly happy, and now she only cared for Alveric. The Freer went 
then to his books to see what should be done. 

For a long while he read in silence but for his breathing, while Alveric 
and Lirazel stood before him. And at last he found in his book a form 
of service for the wedding of a mermaid that had forsaken the sea, 
though the good book told not of Elfland. And this he said would 
suffice, for that the mermaids dwelt equally with the elf-folk beyond 
thought of salvation. So he sent for his bell and such tapers as are 
necessary. Then, turning to Lirazel, he bade her forsake and forswear 
and solemnly to renounce all things pertaining to Elfland, reading 
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slowly out of a book the words to be used on this wholesome occasion. 
“Good Freer,” Lirazel answered, “nought said in these fields can cross 

the barrier of Elfland. And well that this is so, for my father has three 
runes that could blast this book when he answered one of its spells, were 
any word able to pass through the frontier of twilight. I will spell no 
spells with my father.” 

“But I cannot wed Christom man,” the Freer replied, “with one of the 
stubborn who dwell beyond salvation.” 

Then Alveric implored her and she said the say in the book, “though 
my father could blast this spell,” she added, “if it ever crossed one of his 
runes.” And, the bell being now brought and the tapers, the good man 
wedded them in his little house with the rites that are proper for the 
wedding of a mermaid that hath forsaken the sea. 

CHAPTER V 

The Wisdom of the Parliament of Erl 

In those bridal days the men of Erl came often to the castle, bringing 
gifts and felicitations; and in the evenings they would talk in their 
houses of the fair things that they hoped for the Vale of Erl on account 
of the wisdom of the thing they had done when they spoke with the old 
lord in his long red room. 

There was Narl the blacksmith, who had been their leader; there was 
Guhic, who first had thought of it, after speaking with his wife, an 
upland farmer of clover pastures nearl Erl; there was Nehic a driver of 
horses; there were four vendors of beeves; and Oth, a hunter of deer; 
and Vlel the master-ploughman: all these and three men more had 
gone to the Lord of Erl and made that request that had set Alveric on 
his wanderings. And now they spoke of all the good that would come of 
it. They had all desired that the Vale of Erl should be known among 
men, as was, they felt, its desert. They had looked in histories, they had 
read books treating of pasture, yet seldom found mention at all of the 
vale they loved. And one day Guhic had said “Let all us people be ruled 
in the future by a magic lord, and he shall make the name of the valley 
famous, and there shall be none that have heard not the name of Erl.” 

And all had rejoiced and had made a parliament; and it had gone, 
twelve men, to the Lord of Erl. And it had been as I have told. 

So now they spoke over their mead of the future of Erl, and its place 
among other valleys and of the reputation that it should have in the 
world. They would meet and talk in the great forge of Narl, and Narl 
would bring them mead from an inner room, and Threl would come in 
late from his work in the woods. The mead was of clover honey, heavy 
and sweet; and when they had sat awhile in the warm room, talking of 
daily things of the valley and uplands, they would turn their minds to 
the future, seeing as through a golden mist the glory of Erl. One 
praised the beeves, another the horses, another the good soil, and all 
looked to the time when other lands should know the great mastery 
among valleys that was held by the valley of Erl. 
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And Time that brought these evenings bore them away, moving over 
the Vale of Erl as over all fields we know, and it was Spring again and 
the season of bluebells. And one day in the prime of the wild anemones, 
it was told that Alveric and Lirazel had a son. 

Then all the people of Erl lit a fire next night on the hill, and danced 
about it and drank mead and rejoiced. All day they had dragged logs 
and branches for it from a wild wood near, and the glow of the fire was 
seen in other lands. Only on the pale-blue peaks of the mountains of 
Elfland no gleam of it shone, for they are unchanged by ought that can 
happen here. 

And when they rested from dancing round their fires they would sit 
on the ground and foretell the fortune of Erl, when it should be ruled 
over by this son of Alveric with all the magic he would have from his 
mother. And some said he would lead them to war, and some said to 
deeper ploughing; and all foretold a better price for their beeves. None 
slept that night for dancing and foretelling a glorious future, and for 
rejoicing at the things they foretold. And above all they rejoiced that 
the name of Erl should be thenceforth known and honoured in other 
lands. 

Then Alveric sought for a nurse for his child, all through the valley 
and uplands, and not easily found any worthy of having the care of one 
that was of the royal line of Elfland; and those that he found were 
frightened of the light, as though not of our Earth or sky, that seemed 
to shine at times in the baby’s eyes. And in the end he went one windy 
morning up the hill of the lonely witch, and found her sitting idly in her 
doorway, having nothing to curse or bless. 

“Well,” said the witch, “did the sword bring you fortune?” 
“Who knows,” said Alveric, “what brings fortune, since we cannot see 

the end?” 
And he spoke wearily, for he was weary with age, and never knew 

how many years had gone over him on the day he travelled to Elfland; 
far more it seemed than had passed on that same day over Erl. 

“Aye,” said the witch. “Who knows the end but we?” 
“Mother Witch,’’ said Alveric, “I wedded the King of Elfland’s 

daughter.” 
“That was a great advancement,” said the old witch. 
“Mother Witch,” said Alveric, “we have a child. And who shall care 

for him?” 
“No human task,” said the witch. 
“Mother Witch,” said Alveric, “will you come to the Vale of Erl and 

care for him and be the nurse at the castle? For none but you in all these 
fields knows ought of the things of Elfland, except the princess, and she 
knows nothing of Earth.’’ 

And the old witch answered: “For the sake of the King I will come.” 
So the witch came down from the hill with a bundle of queer 

belongings. And thus the child was nursed in the field we know by one 
who knew songs and tales of his mother’s country. 

And often, as they bent together over the baby, that aged witch and 
the Princess Lirazel would talk together, and afterwards through long 
evenings, of things about which Alveric knew nothing: and for all the 
age of the witch, and the wisdom that she had stored in her hundred 
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years, which is all hidden from man, it was nevertheless she who 
learned when they talked together, and the Princess Lirazel who taught. 
But of Earth and the ways of Earth Lirazel never knew anything. 

And this old witch that watched over the baby so tended him and so 
soothed, that in all his infancy he never wept. For she had a charm for 
brightening the morning, and a charm for cheering the day, and a 
charm for calming a cough, and a charm for making the nursery warm 
and pleasant and eerie, when the hre leaped up at the sound of it, from 
logs that she had enchanted, and sent large shadows of the things about 
the hre quivering dark and merry over the ceiling. 

And the child was cared for by Lirazel and the witch as children are 
cared for whose mothers are merely human; but he knew tunes and 
runes besides, that other children hear not in fields we know. 

So the old witch moved about the nursery with her black stick, 
guarding the child with her runes. If a draught on windy nights shrilled 
in through some crack she had a spell to calm it; and a spell to charm 
the song that the kettle sang, till its melody brought hints of strange 
news from mist-hidden places, and the child grew to know the mystery 
of far valleys that his eyes had never seen. And at evening she would 
raise her ebon stick and, standing before the hre amongst all the 
shadows, would enchant them and make them dance for him. And they 
took all manner of shapes of good and evil, dancing to please the baby; 
so that he came to have knowledge not only of the things with which 
Earth is stored; pigs, trees, camels, crocodiles, wolves, and ducks, good 
dogs and the gentle cow; but of the darker things also that men have 
feared, and the things they have hoped and guessed. Through those 
evenings the things that happen, and the creatures that are, passed over 
those nursery walls, and he grew familiar with the fields we know. And 
on warm afternoons the witch would carry him through the village, and 
all the dogs would bark at her eerie figure, but durst not come too close, 
for a page-boy behind her carried the ebon stick. And dogs, that know 
so much, that know how far a man can throw a stone, and if he would 
beat them, and if he durst not, knew also that this was no ordinary stick. 
So they kept far away from that queer black stick in the hand of the 
page, and snarled, and the villagers came out to see. And all were glad 
when they saw how magical a nurse the young heir had, “for here,” they 
said, “is the witch Ziroonderel,” and they declared that she would bring 
him up amongst the true principles of wizardry, and that in his time 
there would be magic that would make all their valley famous. And they 
beat their dogs until they slunk indoors, but the dogs clung to their 
suspicions still. So that when the men were gone to the forge of Narl, 
and their houses were quiet in the moonlight and Narl’s windows 
glowed, and the mead had gone round, and they talked of the future of 
Erl, more and more voices joining in the tale of its coming glory, on soft 
feet the dogs would come out to the sandy street and howl. 

And to the high sunny nursery Lirazel would come, bringing a 
brightness that the learned witch had not in all her spells, and would 
sing to her boy those songs that none can sing to us here, for they were 
learned the other side of the frontier of twilight and were made by 
singers all unvexed by Time. And for all the marvel that there was in 
those songs, whose origin was so far from the fields we know, and in 
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times remote from those that historians use; and though men won¬ 
dered at the strangeness of them when from open casements through 
the Summer days they drifted over Erl; yet none wondered even at 
those as she wondered at the earthly ways of her child and all the little 
human things that he did more and more as he grew. For all human 
ways were strange to her. And yet she loved him more than her father’s 
realm, or the glittering centuries of her ageless youth, or the palace that 
may be told of only in song. 

In those days Alveric learned that she would never now grow familiar 
with earthly things, never understand the folk that dwelt in the valley, 
never read wise books without laughter, never care for earthly ways, 
never feel more at ease in the Castle of Erl than any woodland thing 
that Threl might have snared and kept caged in a house. He had hoped 
that soon she would learn the things that were strange to her, till the 
little differences that there are between things in our fields and in 
Elfland should not trouble her any more; but he saw at last that the 
things that were strange would always so remain, and that all the 
centuries of her timeless home had not so lightly shaped her thoughts 
and fancies that they could be altered by our brief years here. When he 
had learned this he had learned the truth. 

Between the spirits of Alveric and Lirazel lay all the distance there is 
between Earth and Elfland; and love bridged the distance, which can 
bridge further than that; yet when for a moment on the golden bridge 
he would pause and let his thoughts look down at the gulf, all his mind 
would grow giddy and Alveric trembled. What of the end, he thought? 
And feared lest it should be stranger than the beginning. 

And she, she did not see that she should know anything. Was not her 
beauty enough? Had not a lover come at last to those lawns that shone 
by the palace only told of in song, and rescued her from her 
uncompanioned fate and from that perpetual calm? Was it not enough 
that he had come? Must she needs understand the curious things folk 
did? Must she never dance in the road, never speak to goats, never 
laugh at funerals, never sing at night? Why! What was joy for if it must 
be hidden? Must merriment bow to dulness in these strange fields she 
had come to? And then one day she saw how a woman of Erl looked less 
fair than she had looked a year ago. Little enough was the change, but 
her swift eye saw it surely. And she went to Alveric crying to be 
comforted, because she feared that Time in the fields we know might 
have power to harm that beauty that the long long ages of Elfland had 
never dared to dim. And Alveric had said that Time must have his way, 
as all men know; and where was the good of complaining? 

CHAPTER VI 

The Rune of the Elf King 

On the high balcony of his gleaming tower the King of Elfland stood. 
Below him echoed yet the thousand steps. He had lifted his head to 
chant the rune that should hold his daughter in Elfland, and in that 
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moment had seen her pass the murky barrier; which on this side, facing 
toward Elfland, is all lustrous with twilight, and on that side, facing 
towards the fields we know, is smoky and angry and dull. And now he 
had dropped his head till his beard lay mingled with his cape of ermine 
above his cerulean cloak, and stood there silently sorrowful, while time 
passed swift as ever over the fields we know. 

And standing there all blue and white against his silver tower, aged 
by the passing of times of which we know nothing, before he imposed 
its eternal calm upon Elfland, he thought of his daughter amongst our 
pitiless years. For he knew, whose wisdom surpassed the confines of 
Elfland and touched our rugged fields, knew well the harshness of 
material things and all the turmoil of Time. Even as he stood there he 
knew that the years that assail beauty, and the myriad harshnesses that 
vex the spirit, were already about his daughter. And the days that 
remained to her now seemed scarce more to him, dwelling beyond the 
fret and ruin of Time, than to us might seem a briar rose’s hours when 
plucked and foolishly hawked in the streets of a city. He knew that 
there hung over her now the doom of all mortal things. He thought of 
her perishing soon, as mortal things must; to be buried amongst the 
rocks of a land that scorned Elfland and that held its most treasured 
myths to be of little account. And were he not the King of all that 
magical land, which held its eternal calm from his own mysterious 
serenity, he had wept to think of the grave in rocky Earth gripping that 
form that was so fair forever. Or else, he thought, she would pass to 
some paradise far from his knowledge, some heaven of which books 
told in the fields we know, for he had heard even of this. He pictured 
her on some apple-haunted hill, under blossoms of an everlasting April, 
through which flickered the pale gold haloes of those that had cursed 
Elfland. He saw, though dimly for all his magical wisdom, the glory that 
only the blessed clearly see. He saw his daughter on those heavenly hills 
stretch out both arms, as he knew well she would, towards the pale-blue 
peaks of her elfin home, while never one of the blessed heeded her 
yearning. And then, though he was king of all that land, that had its 
everlasting calm from him, he wept and all Elfland shivered. It shivered 
as placid water shivers here if something suddenly touches it from our 
fields. 

Then the King turned and left his balcony and went in great haste 
down his brazen steps. 

He came clanging to the ivory doors that shut the tower below, and 
through them came to the throne-room of which only song may tell. 
And there he took a parchment out of a coffer and a plume from some 
fabulous wing, and dipping the plume into no earthly ink, wrote out a 
rune on the parchment. Then raising two fingers he made the minor 
enchantment whereby he summoned his guard. And no guard came. 

I have said that no time passed at all in Elfland. Yet the happening of 
events is in itself a manifestation of time, and no event can occur unless 
time pass. Now it is thus with time in Elfland: in the eternal beauty that 
dreams in that honied air nothing stirs or fades or dies, nothing seeks 
its happiness in movement or change or a new thing, but has its ecstasy 
in the perpetual contemplation of all the beauty that has ever been, and 
which always glows over those enchanted lawns as intense as when first 
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created by incantation or song. Yet if the energies of the wizard’s mind 
arose to meet a new thing, then that power that had laid its calm upon 
Elfland and held back time troubled the calm awhile, and time for 
awhile shook Elfland. Cast anything into a deep pool from a land 
strange to it, where some great fish dreams, and green weeds dream, 
and heavy colours dream, and light sleeps; the great fish stirs, the 
colours shift and change, the green weeds tremble, the light wakes, a 
myriad things know slow movement and change; and soon the whole 
pool is still again. It was the same when Alveric passed through the 
border of twilight and right through the enchanted wood, and the King 
was troubled and moved, and all Elfland trembled. 

When the King saw that no guard came he looked into the wood 
which he knew to be troubled, through the deep mass of the trees, that 
were quivering yet with the coming of Alveric; he looked through the 
deeps of the wood and the silver walls of his palace, for he looked by 
enchantment, and there he saw the four knights of his guard lying 
stricken upon the ground with their thick elvish blood hanging out 
through slits in their armour. And he thought of the early magic 
whereby he had made the eldest, with a rune all newly inspired, before 
he had conquered Time. He passed out through the splendour and 
glow of one of his flashing portals, and over a gleaming lawn and came 
to the fallen guard, and saw the trees still troubled. 

“There has been magic here,” said the King of Elfland. 
And then though he only had three runes that could do such a thing, 

and though they only could be uttered once, and one was already 
written upon parchment to bring his daughter home, he uttered the 
second of his most magical runes over that elder knight that his magic 
had made long ago. And in the silence that followed the last words of 
the rune the rents in the moon-bright armour all clicked shut at once, 
and the thick dark blood was gone and the knight rose live to his feet. 
And the Elf King now had only one rune left that was mightier than any 
magic we know. 

The other three knights lay dead; and, having no souls, their magic 
returned again to the mind of their master. 

He went back then to his palace, while he sent the last of his guard to 
fetch him a troll. 

Dark brown of skin and two or three feet high the trolls are a 
gnomish tribe that inhabit Elfland. And soon there was a scamper in the 
throne-room that may only be told of in song, and a troll lit by the 
throne on its two bare feet and stood before its king. The King gave it 
the parchment with the rune written thereon, saying: “Scamper hence, 
and pass over the end of the Land, until you come to the fields that 
none know here; and find the Princess Lirazel who is gone to the haunts 
of men, and give her this rune and she shall read it and all shall be 
well.” 

And the troll scampered thence. 
And soon the troll was come with long leaps to the frontier of 

twilight. Then nothing moved in Elfland any more; and motionless on 
that splendid throne of which only song may speak sat the old King 
mourning in silence. 
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CHAPTER VII 

The Coming of the Troll 

When the troll came to the frontier of twilight he skipped nimbly 
through; yet he emerged cautiously into the fields we know, for he was 
afraid of dogs. Slipping quietly out of those dense masses of twilight he 
came so softly into our fields that no eye had seen him unless it were 
gazing already at the spot at which he appeared. There he paused for 
some instants, looking to left and right; and, seeing no dogs, he left the 
barrier of twilight. This troll had never before been in the fields we 
know, yet he knew well to avoid dogs, for the fear of dogs is so deep and 
universal amongst all that are less than Man, that it seems to have 
passed even beyond our boundaries and to have been felt in Elfland. 

In our fields it was now May, and the buttercups stretched away 
before the troll, a world of yellow mingled with the brown of the 
budding grasses. When he saw so many buttercups shining there the 
wealth of Earth astonished him. And soon he was moving through 
them, yellowing his shins as he went. 

He had not gone far from Elfland when he met with a hare, who was 
lying in a comfortable arrangement of grass, in which he had intended 
to pass the time till he should have things to see to. 

When the hare saw the troll he sat there without any movement 
wherever, and without any expression in his eyes, and did nothing at all 
but think. 

When the troll saw the hare he skipped nearer, and lay down before 
it in the buttercups, and asked it the way to the haunts of men. And the 
hare went on thinking. 

“Thing of these fields,” repeated the troll, “where are the haunts of 
men?” 

The hare got up then and walked towards the troll, which made the 
hare look very ridiculous, for he had none of the grace while walking 
that he has when he runs or gambols, and was much lower in front than 
behind. He put his nose into the troll’s face and twitched foolish 
whiskers. 

“Tell me the way,” said the troll. 
When the hare perceived that the troll did not smell of anything like 

dog he was content to let the troll question him. But he did not 
understand the language of Elfland, so he lay still again and thought 
while the troll talked. 

And at last the troll wearied of getting no answer, so he leaped up 
and shouted “Dogs!” and left the hare and scampered away merrily 
over the buttercups, taking any direction that led away from Elfland. 
And though the hare could not quite understand elvish language, yet 
there was a vehemence in the tone in which the troll had shouted Dogs 
which caused apprehension to enter the thoughts of the hare, so that 
very soon he forsook his arrangement of grass, and lollopped away 
through the meadow with one scornful look after the troll; but he did 
not go very fast, going mostly on three legs, with one hind leg all ready 
to let down if there should really be dogs. And soon he paused and sat 
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up and put up his ears, and looked across the buttercups and thought 
deeply. And before the hare had ceased to ponder the troll’s meaning 
the troll was far out of sight and had forgotten what he had said. 

And soon he saw the gables of a farm-house rise up beyond a hedge. 
They seemed to look at him with little windows up under red tiles. “A 
haunt of man,” said the troll. And yet some elvish instant seemed to tell 
him that it was not here that Princess Lirazel had come. Still, he went 
nearer the farm and began to gaze at its poultry. But just at that 
moment a dog saw him, one that had never seen a troll before, and it 
uttered one canine cry of astonished indignation, and keeping all the 
rest of its breath for the chase, sped after the troll. 

The troll began at once to rise and dip over the buttercups as though 
he had almost borrowed its speed from the swallow and were riding the 
lower air. Such speed was new to the dog, and he went in a long curve 
after the troll, leaning over as he went, his mouth open and silent, the 
wind rippling all the way from his nose to his tail in one wavy current. 
The curve was made by the dog’s baffled hopes to catch the troll as he 
slanted across. Soon he was straight behind; and the troll toyed with 
speed; breathing the flowery air in long fresh draughts above the tops 
of the buttercups. He thought no more of the dog, but he did not cease 
in the flight that the dog had caused, because of the joy of the speed. 
And this strange chase continued over those fields, the troll driven on 
by joy and the dog by duty. For the sake of novelty then the troll put his 
feet together as he leaped over the flowers and, alighting with rigid 
knees, fell forwards on to his hands and so turned over; and, 
straightening his elbows suddenly as he turned, shot himself into the air 
still turning over and over. He did this several times, increasing the 
indignation of the dog, who knew well enough that that was no way to 
go over the fields we know. But for all his indignation the dog had seen 
clear enough that he would never catch that troll, and presently he 
returned to the farm, and found his master there and went up to him 
wagging his tail. So hard he wagged it that the farmer was sure he had 
done some useful thing, and patted him, and there the matter ended. 

And it was well enough for the farmer that his dog has chased that 
troll from his farm; for had it communicated to his livestock any of the 
wonder of Elfland they would have mocked at Man, and that farmer 
would have lost the allegiance of all but his staunch dog. 

And the troll went on gaily over the tips of the buttercups. 
Presently he saw rising up all white over the flowers a fox that was 

facing him with his white chest and chin, and watching the troll as it 
went. The troll went near to him and took a look. And the fox went on 
watching him, for the fox watches all things. 

He had come back lately to those dewy fields from slinking by night 
along the boundary of twilight that lies between here and Elfland. He 
even prowls inside the very boundary, walking amongst the twilight; 
and it is in the mystery of that heavy twilight that lies between here and 
there that there clings to him some of that glamour that he brings with 
him to our fields. 

“Well, Noman’s Dog,” said the troll. For they know the fox in Elfland, 
from seeing him often go dimly along their borders; and this is the 
name they give him. 
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“Well, Thing-over-the-Border,” said the fox when he answered at all. 
For he knew troll-talk. 

“Are the haunts of men near here?” said the troll. 
The fox moved his whiskers by slightly wrinkling his lip. Like all liars 

he reflected before he spoke, and sometimes even let wise silences do 
better than speech. 

“Men live here and men live there,” said the fox. 
“I want their haunts,” said the troll. 
“What for?” said the fox. 
“I have a message from the King of Elfland.” 
The fox showed no respect or fear at the mention of that dread 

name, but slightly moved his head and eyes to conceal the awe that he 
felt. 

“If it is a message,” he said, “their haunts are over there.” And he 
pointed with his long thin nose towards Erl. 

“How shall I know when I get there?” said the troll. 
“By the smell,” said the fox. “It is a big haunt of men, and the smell is 

dreadful.” 
“Thanks, Noman’s Dog,” said the troll. And he seldom thanked 

anyone. 
“I should never go near them,” said the fox, “but for . . .” And he 

paused and reflected silently. 
“But for what?” said the troll. 
“But for their poultry.” And he fell into a grave silence. 
“Good-bye, Noman’s Dog,” said the troll and turned head-over-heels, 

and was off on his way to Erl. 
Passing over the buttercups all through the dewy morning the troll 

was far on his way by the afternoon, and saw before evening the smoke 
and the towers of Erl. It was all sunk in a hollow; and gables and 
chimneys and towers peered over the lip of the valley, and smoke hung 
over them on the dreamy air. “The haunts of men,” said the troll. Then 
he sat down amongst the grasses and looked at it. 

Presently he went nearer and looked at it again. He did not like the 
look of the smoke and that crowd of gables: certainly it smelt 
dreadfully. There had been some legend in Elfland of the wisdom of 
Man; and whatever respect that legend had gained for us in the light 
mind of the troll now all blew lightly away as he looked at the crowded 
houses. And as he looked at them there passed a child of four, a small 
girl on a footpath over the fields, going home in the evening to Erl. 
They looked at each other with round eyes. 

“Hullo,” said the child. 
“Hullo, Child of Men,” said the troll. 
He was not speaking troll-talk now, but the language of Elfland, that 

grander tongue that he had had to speak when he was before the King: 
for he knew the language of Elfland although it was never used in the 
homes of the trolls, who preferred troll-talk. This language was spoken 
in those days also by men, for there were fewer languages then, and the 
elves and the people of Erl both used the same. 

“What are you?” said the child. 
“A troll of Elfland,” answered the troll. 
“So I thought,” said the child. 
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“Where are you going, child of men?” the troll asked. 
“To the houses,” the child replied. 
“We don’t want to go there,” said the troll. 
“N-no,” said the child. 
“Come to Elfland,” the troll said. 
The child thought for awhile. Other children had gone, and the elves 

always sent a changeling in their place, so that nobody quite missed 
them and nobody really knew. She thought awhile of the wonder and 
wildness of Elfland, and then of her own home. 

“N-no,” said the child. 
“Why not?” said the troll. 
“Mother made a jam roll this morning,” said the child. And she 

walked on gravely home. Had it not been for that chance jam roll she 
had gone to Elfland. 

“Jam!” said the troll contemptuously and thought of the tarns of 
Elfland, the great lily-leaves lying flat upon their solemn waters, the 
huge blue lilies towering into the elf-light above the green deep tarns: 
for jam this child had forsaken them! 

Then he thought of his duty again, the roll of parchment and the Elf 
King’s rune for his daughter. He had carried the parchment in his left 
hand when he ran, in his mouth when he somersaulted over the 
buttercups. Was the Princess here he thought? Or were there other 
haunts of men? As evening drew in he crept nearer and nearer the 
homes, to hear without being seen. 

CHAPTER VIII 

The Arrival of the Rune 

On a sunny May morning in Erl the witch Ziroonderel sat in the castle 
nursery by the fire, cooking a meal for the baby. The boy was now three 
years old, and still Lirazel had not named him; for she feared lest some 
jealous spirit of Earth or air should hear the name, and if so she would 
not say what she feared then. And Alveric had said he must be named. 

And the boy could bowl a hoop; for the witch had gone one misty 
night to her hill and had brought him a moon-halo which she got by 
enchantment at moonrise, and had hammered it into a hoop, and had 
made him a little rod of thunderbolt-iron with which to beat it along. 

And now the boy was waiting for his breakfast; and there was a spell 
across the threshold to keep the nursery song, which Ziroonderel had 
put there with a wave of her ebon stick, and it kept out rats and mice 
and dogs, nor could bats sail across it, and the watchful nursery cat it 
kept at home: no lock that blacksmiths made was any stronger. 

Suddenly over the threshold and over the spell the troll jumped 
somersaulting through the air and came down sitting. The crude 
wooden nursery-clock hanging over the fire stopped its loud tick as he 
came; for he bore with him a little charm against time, with strange 
grass round one of his fingers, that he might not be withered away in 
the fields we know. For well the Elf King knew the flight of our hours: 
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four years had swept over these fields of ours while he had boomed 
down his brazen steps and sent for his troll and given him that spell to 
bind round one of his fingers. 

“What’s this?” said Ziroonderel. 
That troll knew well when to be impudent, but looking in the witch’s 

eyes saw something to be afraid of; and well he might, for those eyes 
had looked in the Elf King’s own. Therefore he played, as we say in 
these fields, his best card, and answered: “A message from the King of 
Elfland.” 

“Is that so?” said the old witch. “Yes, yes,” she added more slowly to 
herself, “that would be for my lady. Yes, that would come.” 

The troll sat still on the floor fingering the roll of parchment inside of 
which was written the rune of the King of Elfland. Then over the end of 
his bed, as he waited for breakfast, the baby saw the troll, and asked 
him who he was and where he came from and what he was able to do. 
When the baby asked him what he was able to do the troll jumped up 
and skipped about the room like a moth on a lamp-lit ceiling. From 
floor to shelves and back and up again he went with leaps like flying; 
the baby clapped his hands, the cat was furious; the witch raised her 
ebon stick and made a charm against leaping, but it could not hold the 
troll. He leaped and bounced and bounded, while the cat hissed all the 
curses that the feline language knows, and Ziroonderel was wrath not 
only because her magic was thwarted, but because with mere human 
alarm she feared for her cups and saucers; and the baby shouted all the 
while for more. And all at once the troll remembered his errand and 
the dread parchment he bore. 

“Where is the Princess Lirazel?” he said to the witch. 
And the witch pointed the way to the princess’s tower; for she knew 

that there were no means nor power she had by which to hinder a rune 
from the King of Elfland. And as the troll turned to go Lirazel entered 
the room. He bowed all low before this great lady of Elfland and, with 
all his impudence in a moment lost, kneeled on one knee before the 
blaze of her beauty and presented the Elf King’s rune. The boy was 
shouting to his mother to demand more leaps from the troll, as she took 
the scroll in her hand; the cat with her back to a box was watching 
alertly; Ziroonderel was all silent. 

And then the troll thought of the weed-green turns of Elfland in the 
woods that the trolls knew; he thought of the wonder of the unwither¬ 
ing flowers that time has never touched; the deep, deep colour and the 
perpetual calm: his errand was over and he was weary of Earth. 

For a moment nothing moved there but the baby, shouting for new 
troll antics and waving his arms: Lirazel stood with the elfin scroll in her 
hand, the troll knelt before her, the witch never stirred, the cat stood 
watching fiercely, even the clock was still. Then the Princess moved and 
the troll rose to his feet, the witch sighed and the cat gave up her 
watchfulness as the troll scampered away. And though the baby 
shouted for the troll to return it never heeded, but twisted down the 
long spiral stairs, and slipping out through a door was off towards 
Elfland. As the troll passed over the threshold the wooden clock ticked 
again. 

Lirazel looked at the scroll and looked at her boy, and did not unroll 
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the parchment, but turned and carried it away, and came to her 
chamber and locked the scroll in a casket, and left it there unread. For 
her fears told her well the most potent rune of her father, that she had 
dreaded so much as she fled from his silver tower and heard his feet go 
booming up the brass, had crossed the frontier of twilight written upon 
the scroll, and would meet her eyes the moment she unrolled it and 
waft her thence. 

When the rune was safe in the casket she went to Alveric to tell him of 
the peril that had come near her. But Alveric was troubled because she 
would not name the baby, and asked her at once about this. And so she 
suggested a name at last to him; and it was one that no one in these 
fields could pronounce, an elvish name full of wonder, and made of 
syllables like birds’ cries at night: Alveric would have none of it. And 
her whim in this came, as all the whims she had, from no customary 
thing of these fields of ours, but sheer over the border from Elfland, 
sheer over the border with all wild fancies that rarely visit our fields. 
And Alveric was vexed with these whims, for there had been none like 
them of old in the Castle of Erl: none could interpret them to him and 
none advise him. He looked for her to be guided by old customs; she 
looked only for some wild fancy to come from the south-east. He 
reasoned with her with the human reason that folks set much store by 
here, but she did not want reason. And so when they parted she had 
not after all told anything of the peril that had sought her from Elfland, 
which she had come to Alveric to tell. 

She went instead to her tower and looked at the casket, shining there 
in the low late light; and turned from it and often looked again; while 
the light went under the fields and the gloaming came, and all 
glimmered away. She sat then by the casement open towards eastern 
hills, above whose darkening curves she watched the stars. She watched 
so long that she saw them change their places. For more than all things 
else that she had seen since she came to these fields of ours she had 
wondered at the stars. She loved their gentle beauty; and yet she was 
sad as she looked wistfully to them, for Alveric had said that she must 
not worship them. 

How if she might not worship them could she give them their due, 
could she thank them for their beauty, could she praise their joyful 
calm? And then she thought of her baby: then she saw Orion: then she 
defied all jealous spirits of air, and, looking toward Orion, whom she 
must never worship, she offered her baby’s days to that belted hunter, 
naming her baby after those splendid stars. 

And when Alveric came to the tower she told him of her wish, and he 
was willing the boy should be named Orion, for all in that valley set 
much store by hunting. And the hope came back to Alveric, which he 
would not put away, that being reasonable at last in this, she would now 
be reasonable in all other things, and be guided by custom, and do what 
others did, and forsake wild whims and fancies that came over the 
border from Elfland. And he asked her to worship the holy things of 
the Freer. For never had she given any of these things their due, and 
knew not which was the holier, his candlestick or his bell, and never 
would learn for ought that Alveric told her. 

And now she answered him pleasantly and her husband thought all 
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was well, but her thoughts were far with Orion; nor did they ever tarry 
with grave things long, nor could tarry longer amongst them than 
butterflies do in the shade. 

All that night the casket was locked on the rune of the King of 
Elfland. 

And next morning Lirazel gave little thought to the rune, for they 
went with the boy to the holy place of the Freer; and Ziroonderel came 
with them but waited without. And the folk of Erl came too, as many as 
could leave the affairs of man with the fields; and all were there of 
those that had made the parliament, when they went to Alveric’s sire in 
the long red room. And all of these were glad when they saw the boy 
and marked his strength and growth; and, muttering low together as 
they stood in the holy place, they foretold how all should be as they had 
planned. And the Freer came forth and, standing amongst his holy 
things, he gave to the boy before him the name of Orion, though he 
sooner had given some name of those that he knew to be blessed. And 
he rejoiced to see the boy and to name him there; for by the family that 
dwelt in the Castle of Erl all these folk marked the generations, and 
watched the ages pass, as sometimes we watch the seasons go over some 
old known tree. And he bowed himself before Alveric, and was full 
courteous to Lirazel, yet his courtesy to the princess came not from his 
heart, for in his heart he held her in no more reverence than he held a 
mermaid that had forsaken the sea. 

And the boy came even so by the name of Orion. And all the folk 
rejoiced as he came out with his parents and rejoined Ziroonderel at the 
edge of the holy garden. And Alveric, Lirazel, Ziroonderel and Orion 
all walked back to the castle. 

And all that day Lirazel did nothing that caused anybody to wonder, 
but let herself be governed by custom and the ways of the fields we 
know. Only, when the stars came out and Orion shone, she knew that 
their splendour had not received its due, and her gratitude to Orion 
yearned to be said. She was grateful for his bright beauty that cheered 
our helds, and grateful for his protection, of which she felt sure for her 
boy, against jealous spirits of air. And all her unsaid thanks so burned 
in her heart that all of a sudden she rose and left her tower and went 
out to the open starlight, and lifted her face to the stars and the place of 
Orion, and stood all dumb though her thanks were trembling upon her 
lips; for Alveric had told her one must not pray to the stars. With face 
upturned to all that wandering host she stood long silent, obedient to 
Alveric: then she lowered her eyes, and there was a small pool 
glimmering in the night, in which all the faces of the stars were shining. 
“To pray to the stars,” she said to herself in the night, “is surely wrong. 
These images in the water are not the stars. I will pray to their images, 
and the stars will know.” 

And on her knees amongst the iris leaves she prayed at the edge of 
the pool, and gave thanks to the images of the stars for the joy she had 
had of the night, when the constellations shone in their myriad majesty, 
and moved like an army dressed in silver mail, marching from 
unknown victories to conquer in distant wars. She blessed and thanked 
and praised those bright reflections shimmering down in the pool, and 
bade them tell her thanks and her praise to Orion, to whom she might 



The King of Elfland’s Daughter 577 

not pray. It was thus that Alveric found her, kneeling, bent down in the 
dark, and reproached her bitterly. She was worshipping the stars, he 
said, which were there for no such purpose. And she said she was only 
supplicating their images. 

We may understand his feelings easily: the strangeness of her, her 
unexpected acts, her contrariness to all established things, her scorn for 
custom, her wayward ignorance, jarred on some treasured tradition 
every day. The more romantic she had been far away over the frontier, 
as told of by legend and song, the more difficult it was for her to fill any 
place once held by the ladies of that castle who were versed in all the 
lore of the fields we know. And Alveric looked for her to fulfil duties 
and follow customs which were all as new to her as the twinkling stars. 

But Lirazel felt only that the stars had not their due, and that custom 
or reason or whatever men set store by should demand that thanks be 
given them for their beauty; and she had not thanked them even, but 
had supplicated only their images in the pool. 

That night she thought of Elfland, where all things were matched with 
her beauty, where nothing changed and there were no strange customs, 
and no strange magnificences like these stars of ours to whom none 
gave their due. She thought of the elfin lawns and the towering banks 
of the flowers, and the palace that may not be told of but only in song. 

Still locked in the dark of the casket the rune bided its time. 

CHAPTER IX 

Lirazel Blows Away 

And the days went by, the Summer passed over Erl, the sun that had 
travelled northward fared South again, it was near to the time when the 
swallows left those eaves, and Lirazel had not learnt anything. She had 
not prayed to the stars again, or supplicated their images, but she had 
learned no human customs, and could not see why her love and 
gratitude must remain unexpressed to the stars. And Alveric did not 
know that the time must come when some simple trivial thing would 
divide them utterly. 

And then one day, hoping still, he took her with him to the house of 
the Freer to teach her how to worship his holy things. And gladly the 
good man brought his candle and bell, and the eagle of brass that held 
up his book when he read, and a little symbolic bowl that had scented 
water, and the silver snuffers that put his candle out. And he told her 
clearly and simply, as he had told her before, the origin, meaning and 
mystery of all these things, and why the bowl was of brass and the 
snuffer of silver, and what the symbols were that were carved on the 
bowl. With fitting courtesy he told her these things, even with kindness; 
and yet there was something in his voice as he told, a little distant from 
her; and she knew that he spoke as one that walked safe on shore 
calling far to a mermaid amid dangerous seas. 

As they came back to the castle the swallows were grouped to go, 
sitting in lines along the battlements. And Lirazel had promised to 
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worship the holy things of the Freer, like the simple bell-fearing folk of 
the valley of Erl: and a late hope was shining in Alveric’s mind that even 
yet all was well. And for many days she remembered all that the Freer 
had told her. 

And one day walking late from the nursery, past tall windows to her 
tower, and looking out on the evening, remembering that she must not 
worship the stars, she called to mind the holy things of the Freer, and 
tried to remember all she was told of them. It seemed so hard to 
worship them just as she should. She knew that before many hours the 
swallows would all be gone; and often when they left her mood would 
change; and she feared that she might forget, and never remember 
more, how she ought to worship the holy things of the Freer. 

So she went out into the night again over the grasses to where a thin 
brook ran, and drew out some great flat pebbles that she knew where to 
find, turning her face away from the images of the stars. By day the 
stones shone beautifully in the water, all ruddy and mauve; now they 
were all dark. She drew them out and laid them in the meadow: she 
loved these smooth flat stones, for somehow they made her remember 
the rocks of Elfland. 

She laid them all in a row, this for the candlestick, this for the bell, 
that for the holy bowl. “If I can worship these lovely stones as things 
ought to be worshipped,” she said, “I can worship the things of the 
Freer.” 

Then she kneeled down before the big flat stones and prayed to them 
as though they were Christom things. 

And Alveric seeking her in the wide night, wondering what wild 
fancy had carried her whither, heard her voice in the meadow, 
crooning such prayers as are offered to holy things. 

When he saw the four flat stones to which she prayed, bowed down 
before them in the grass, he said that no worse than this were the 
darkest ways of the heathen. And she said “I am learning to worship the 
holy things of the Freer.” 

“It is the art of the heathen,” he said. 
Now of all things that men feared in the valley of Erl they feared 

most the arts of the heathen, of whom they knew nothing but that their 
ways were dark. And he spoke with the anger which men always used 
when they spoke there of the heathen. And his anger went to her heart, 
for she was but learning to worship his holy things to please him, and 
yet he had spoken like this. 

And Alveric would not speak the words that should have been said, to 
turn aside anger and soothe her; for no man, he foolishly thought 
should compromise in matters touching on heathenesse. So Lirazel 
went alone all sadly back to her tower. And Alveric stayed to cast the 
four flat stones afar. 

And the swallows left, and unhappy days went by. And one day 
Alvaric bade her worship the holy things of the Freer, and she had 
quite forgotten how. And he spoke again of the arts of heathenesse. 
The day was shining and the poplars golden and all the aspens red. 

Then Lirazel went to her tower and opened the casket, that shone in 
the morning with the clear autumnal light, and took in her hand the 
rune of the King of Elfland, and carried it with her across the high 
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vaulted hall, and came to another tower and climbed its steps to the 
nursery. 

And there all day she stayed played with her child, with the scroll still 
tight in her hand: and, merrily though she played at whiles, yet there 
were strange calms in her eyes, which Ziroonderel watched while she 
wondered. And when the sun was low and she had put the child to bed 
she sat beside him all solemn as she told him childish tales. And 
Ziroonderel, the wise witch, watched; and for all her wisdom only 
guessed how it would be, and knew not how to make it otherwise. 

And before sunset Lirazel kissed the boy and unrolled the Elf King’s 
scroll. It was but a petulance that had made her take it from the coffer 
in which it lay, and the petulance might have passed and she might not 
have unrolled the scroll, only that it was there in her hand. Partly 
petulance, partly wonder, partly whims too idle to name, drew her eyes 
to the Elf King’s words in their coal-black curious characters. 

And whatever magic there was in the rune of which I cannot tell (and 
dreadful magic there was), the rune was written with love that was 
stronger than magic, till those mystical characters glowed with the love 
that the Elf King had for his daughter, and there were blended in that 
mighty rune two powers, magic and love, the greatest power there is 
beyond the boundary of twilight with the greatest power there is in the 
fields we know. And if Alveric’s love could have held her he should 
have trusted alone to that love, for the Elf King’s rune was mightier 
than the holy things of the Freer. 

No sooner had Lirazel read the rune on the scroll than fancies from 
Elfland began to pour over the border. Some came that would make a 
clerk in the City to-day leave his desk at once to dance on the sea-shore; 
and some would have driven all the men in a bank to leave doors and 
coffers open and wander away till they came to green open land and 
the heathery hills; and some would have made a poet of a man, all of a 
sudden as he sat at his business. They were mighty fancies that the Elf 
King summoned by the force of his magical rune. And Lirazel sat there 
with the rune in her hand, helpless amongst this mass of tumultuous 
fancies from Elfland. And as the fancies raged and sang and called, 
more and more over the border, all crowding on one poor mind, her 
body grew lighter and lighter. Her feet half rested half floated, upon 
the floor; Earth scarcely held her down, so fast was she becoming a 
thing of dreams. No love of hers for Earth, or of the children of Earth 
for her, had any longer power to hold her there. 

And now came memories of her ageless childhood beside the tarns of 
Elfland, by the deep forest’s border, by those delirious lawns, or in the 
palace that may not be told of except only in song. She saw those things 
as clearly as we see small shells in water, looking through clear ice down 
to the floor of some sleeping lake, a little dimmed in that other region 
across the barrier of ice; so too her memories shone a little dimly from 
across the frontier of Elfland. Little queer sounds of elfin creatures 
came to her, scents swam from those miraculous flowers that glowed by 
the lawns she knew, faint sounds of enchanted songs blew over the 
border and reached her seated there, voices and melodies and memo¬ 
ries came floating through the twilight, all Elfland was calling. Then 
measured and resonant, and strangely near, she heard her father’s voice. 
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She rose at once, and now Earth had lost on her the grip that it only 
has on material things, and a thing of dreams and fancy and fable and 
phantasy she drifted from the room; and Ziroonderel had no power to 
hold her with any spell, nor had she herself the power even to turn, 
even to look at her boy as she drifted away. 

And at that moment a wind came out of the northwest, and entered 
the woods and bared the golden branches, and danced on over the 
downs, and led a company of scarlet and golden leaves, that had 
dreaded this day but danced now it had come; and away with a riot of 
dancing and glory of colour, high in the light of the sun that had set 
from the sight of the fields, went wind and leaves together. With them 
went Lirazel. 

CHAPTER X 

The Ebbing of Elfland 

Next morning Alveric came up the tower to the witch Ziroonderel, 
weary and frantic from searching all night long in strange places for 
Lirazel. All night he had tried to guess what fancy had beckoned her 
out and whither it might have led her; he had searched by the stream by 
which she had prayed to the stones, and the pool where she prayed to 
the stars; he had called her name up every tower, and had called it wide 
in the dark, and had had no answer but echo; and so he had come at 
last to the witch Ziroonderel. 

“Whither?” he said, saying no more than that, that the boy might not 
know his fears. Yet Orion knew. 

And Ziroonderel all mournfully shook her head. “The way of the 
leaves,” she said. “The way of all beauty.” 

But Alveric did not stay to hear her say more than her first five 
words; for he went with the restlessness with which he had come, 
straight from the room and hastily down the stair, and out at once into 
the windy morning, to see which way those glorious leaves were gone. 

And a few leaves that had clung to cold branches longer, when the 
gay company of their comrades had gone, were now too on the air, 
going lonely and last: and Alveric saw they were going south-east 
towards Elfland. 

Hurriedly then he donned his magical sword in its wide scabbard of 
leather; and with scanty provisions hastened over the fields, after the 
last of the leaves, whose autumnal glory led him, as many a cause in its 
latter days, all splendid and fallen, leads all manner of men. 

And so he came to the upland fields with their grass all grey with 
dew; and the air was all sparkling with sunlight, and gay with the last of 
the leaves, but a melancholy seemed to dwell with the sound of the 
lowing of cattle. 

In the calm bright morning with the north-west wind roaming 
through it Alveric came by no calm, and never gave up the haste of one 
who has lost something suddenly: he had the swift movements of such, 
and the frantic air. He watched all day over clear wide horizons, south- 
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east where the leaves were leading; and at evening he looked to see the 
Elfin Mountains, severe and changeless, unlit by any light we know, the 
colour of pale forget-me-nots. He held on restlessly to see their 
summits, but never they came to view. 

And then he saw the house of the old leather-worker who had made 
the scabbard for his sword; and the sight of it brought back to him the 
years that were gone since the evening when first he had seen it, 
although he never knew how many they were, and could not know, for 
no one has ever devised any exact calculation whereby to estimate the 
action of time in Elfland. Then he looked once more for the pale-blue 
Elfin Mountains, remembering well where they lay, in their long grave 
row past a point of one of the leather-worker’s gables, but he saw never 
a line of them. Then he entered the house and the old man still was 
there. 

The leather-worker was wonderfully aged; even the table on which 
he worked was much older. He greeted Alveric, remembering who he 
was, and Alveric enquired for the old man’s wife. “She died long ago,” 
he said. And again Alveric felt the baffling flight of those years, which 
added a fear to Elfland whither he went, yet he neither thought to turn 
back nor reined for a moment his impatient haste. He said a few formal 
things of the old man’s loss that had happened so long ago. Then 
“Where are the Elfin Mountains,” he asked, “the pale-blue peaks?” 

A look came slowly over the old man’s face as though he had never 
seen them, as though Alveric being learned spoke of something that the 
old leather-worker could not know. No, he did not know, he said. And 
Alveric found that to-day as all those years ago, this old man still 
refused to speak of Elfland. Well, the boundary was only a few yards 
away; he would cross it and ask the way of elfin creatures, if he could 
not see the mountains to guide him then. The old man offered him 
food, and he had not eaten all day; but Alveric in his haste only asked 
him once more of Elfland, and the old man humbly said that of such 
things he knew nothing. Then Alveric strode away and came to the field 
he knew, which he remembered to be divided by the nebulous border 
of twilight. And indeed he had no sooner come to the field than he saw 
all the toadstools leaning over one way, and that the way he was going; 
for just as thorn trees all lean away from the sea, so toadstools and every 
plant that has any touch of mystery, such as foxgloves, mulleins and 
certain kinds of orchis, when growing anywhere near it, all lean towards 
Elfland. By this one may know before one has heard a murmur of 
waves, or before one has guessed an influence of magical things, that 
one comes, as the case may be, to the sea or the border of Elfland. And 
in the air above him Alveric saw golden birds, and guessed that there 
had been a storm in Elfland blowing them over the border from the 
south-east, though a north-west wind blew over the fields we know. And 
he went on but the boundary was not there, and he crossed the field as 
any field we know, and still he had not come to the fells of Elfland. 

Then Alveric pressed on with a new impatience, with the north-west 
wind behind him. And the Earth began to grow bare and shingly and 
dull, without flowers, without shade, without colour, with none of those 
things that there are in remembered lands, by which we build pictures 
of them when we are there no more; it was all disenchanted now. 
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Alveric saw a golden bird high up, rushing away to the south-east; and 
he followed his flight hoping soon to see the mountains of Elfland, 
which he supposed to be merely concealed by some magical mist. 

But still the autumnal sky was bright and clear, and all the horizon 
plain, and still there came never a gleam of the Elfin Mountains. And 
not from this did he learn that Elfland had ebbed. But when he saw on 
that desolate shingly plain, untorn by the north-west wind but blooming 
fair in the Autumn, a may tree that he remembered a long while since, 
all white with blossom that once rejoiced a Spring day far in his 
childhood, then he knew that Elfland had been there and must have 
receded, although he knew not how far. For it is true, and Alveric 
knew, that just as the glamour that brightens much of our lives 
especially in early years, comes from rumours that reach us from 
Elfland by various messengers (on whom be blessings and peace), so 
there returns from our fields to Elfland again, to become a part of its 
mystery, all manner of little memories that we have lost and little 
devoted toys that were treasured once. And this is part of the law of ebb 
and flow that science may trace in all things; thus light grew the forest 
of coal, and the coal gives back light; thus rivers fill the sea, and the sea 
sends back to the rivers; thus all things give that receive; even Death. 

Next Alveric saw lying there on the flat dry ground a toy that he yet 
remembered, which years and years ago (how could he say how many?) 
had been a childish joy to him, crudely carved out of wood; and one 
unlucky day it had been broken, and one unhappy day it had been 
thrown away. And now he saw it lying there not merely new and 
unbroken, but with a wonder about it, a splendour and a romance the 
radiant transfigured thing that his young fancy had known. It lay there 
forsaken of Elfland as wonderful things of the sea lie sometimes 
desolate on wastes of sand, when the sea is a far blue bulk with a border 
of foam. 

Dreary with lost romance was the plain from which Elfland had gone, 
though here and there Alveric saw again and again those little forsaken 
things that had been lost from his childhood, dropping through time to 
the ageless and hourless region of Elfland to be a part of its glory, and 
now left forlorn by this immense withdrawal. Old tunes, old songs, old 
voices, hummed there too, growing fainter and fainter, as though they 
could not live long in the fields we know. 

And, when the sun set, a mauve-rose glow in the East, that Alveric 
fancied a little too gorgeous for Earth, led him onward still; for he 
deemed it to be the reflection cast on the sky by the glow of the 
splendour of Elfland. So he went on hoping to find it, horizon after 
horizon; and night came on with all Earth’s comrade stars. And only 
then Alveric put aside at last that frantic restlessness that had driven 
him since the morning; and, wrapping himself in a loose cloak that he 
wore, ate such food as he had in a satchel, and slept a troubled sleep 
alone with other forsaken things. 

At the earliest moment of dawn his impatience awoke him, although 
one of October’s mists hid all glimpses of light. He ate the last of his 
food and then pushed on through the greyness. 

No sound from the things of our fields came to him now; for men 
never went that way when Elfland was there, and none but Alveric went 
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now to that desolate plain. He had travelled beyond the sound of cock¬ 
crow from the comfortable houses of men and was now marching 
through a curious silence, broken only now and then by the small dim 
cries of the lost songs that had been left by the ebb of Elfland and were 
fainter now than they had been the day before. And when dawn shone 
Alveric saw again so great a splendour in the sky, glowing all green low 
down in the south-east, that he thought once more he saw a reflection 
from Elfland, and pressed on hoping to And it over the next horizon. 
And he passed the next horizon; and still that shingly plain, and never a 
peak of the pale-blue Elfin Mountains. 

Whether Elfland always lay over the next horizon, brightening the 
clouds with its glow, and moved away just as he came, or whether it had 
gone days or years before, he did not know but still kept on and on. 
And he came at last to a dry and grassless ridge on which his eyes and 
his hopes had been set for long, and from it he looked far over the 
desolate flatness that stretched to the rim of the sky, and saw never a 
sign of Elfland, never a slope of the mountains: even the little treasures 
of memory that had been left behind by the ebb were withering into 
things of our every day. Then Alveric drew his magical sword from its 
sheath. But though that sword had power against enchantment it had 
not been given the power to bring again an enchantment that was gone; 
and the desolate land remained the same, for all that he waved his 
sword, stony, deserted, unromantic and wide. 

For a little while he went on; but in that flat land the horizon moved 
imperceptibly with him, and never a peak appeared of the Elfin 
Mountains; and on that dreary plain he soon discovered, as sooner or 
later many a man must, that he had lost Elfland. 

CHAPTER XI 

The Deep of the Woods 

In those days Ziroonderel would amuse the boy by charms and by 
little wonders, and he was content for a while. And then he began to 
guess for himself, all in silence, where his mother was. He listened to all 
things said, and thought long about them. And days passed thus and he 
only knew she had gone, and still he said never a word of the thing with 
which his thoughts were busy. And then he came to know from things 
said or unsaid, or from looks or glances or wagging of heads; that there 
was a wonder about his mother’s going. But what the wonder was he 
could not find, for all the marvels that crossed his mind when he 
guessed. And at last one day he asked Ziroonderel. 

And stored though her old mind was with ages and ages of wisdom, 
and though she had feared this question, yet she did not know it had 
dwelt in his mind for days, and could find no better answer out of her 
wisdom than that his mother had gone to the woods. When the boy 
heard this he determined to go to the woods to find her. 

Now in his walks abroad with Ziroonderel through the little hamlet of 
Erl, Orion would see the villagers walking by and the smith at his open 
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forge, and folk in their doorways, and men that came in to the market 
from distant fields; and he knew them all. And most of all he knew 
Threl with his quiet feet, and Oth with his lithe limbs; for both of these 
would tell him tales when they met of the uplands, and the deep woods 
over the hill; and Orion on little journeys with his nurse loved to hear 
tales of far places. 

There was an ancient myrtle tree by a well, where Ziroonderel would 
sit in the Summer evenings while Orion played on the grass; and Oth 
would cross the grass with his curious bow, going out in the evening, 
and sometimes Threl would come; and every time that one of them 
came Orion would stop him and ask for a tale of the woods. And if it 
were Oth he would bow to Ziroonderel with a look of awe as he bowed, 
and would tell some tale of what the deer did, and Orion would ask him 
why. Then a look would come over Oth’s face as though he were 
carefully remembering things that had happened very long ago, and 
after some moments of silence he would give the ancient cause of 
whatever the deer did, which explained how they came by the custom. 

If it were Threl that came across the grass he would appear not to see 
Ziroonderel and would tell his tale of the woods more hastily in a low 
voice and pass on, leaving the evening, as Orion felt, full of mystery 
behind him. He would tell tales of all manner of creatures; and the tales 
were so strange that he told them only to young Orion, because, as he 
explained, there were many folk that were unable to believe the truth, 
and he did not wish his tales to come to the ears of such. Once Orion 
had gone to his house, a dark hut full of skins: all kinds of skins hung 
on the wall, foxes, badgers, and martens; and there were smaller ones 
in heaps in the corners. To Orion Threl’s dark hut was more full of 
wonder than any other house he had ever seen. 

But now it was Autumn and the boy and his nurse saw Oth and Threl 
more seldom; for in the misty evenings with the threat of frost in the air 
they sat no longer by the myrtle tree. Yet Orion watched on their short 
walks; and one day he saw Threl going away from the village with his 
face to the uplands. And he called to Threl, and Threl stood still with a 
certain air of confusion, for he deemed himself of too little account to 
be clearly seen and noticed by the nurse at the castle, be she witch or 
woman. And Orion ran up to him and said “Show me the woods.” And 
Ziroonderel perceived that the time had come when his thoughts were 
roaming beyond the lip of the valley, and knew that no spell of hers 
would hold him long from following after them. And Threl said, “No, 
my Master,” and looked uneasily at Ziroonderel, who came after the 
boy and led him away from Threl. And Threl went on alone to his work 
in the deep of the woods. 

And it was not otherwise than the witch had foreseen. For first Orion 
wept, and then he dreamed of the woods, and next day he slipped away 
alone to the house of Oth and asked him to take him with him when he 
went to hunt the deer. And Oth, standing on a wide deer-skin in front 
of blazing logs, spoke much of the woods, but did not take him then. 
Instead he brought Orion back to the Castle. And Ziroonderel regret¬ 
ted too late that she had idly said his mother was gone to the woods, for 
those words of hers had called up too soon that spirit of roving which 
was bound to come to him, and she saw that her spells could bring 
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content no more. So in the end she let him go to the woods. But not 
until by lifting of wand and saying an incantation she had called the 
glamour of the woods down to the nursery hearth, and had made it 
haunt the shadows that went from the fire and creep with them all 
about the room, till the nursery was all as mysterious as the forest. 
When this spell would not soothe him and keep his longing at home she 
let him go to the woods. 

He stole away once more to the house of Oth, over crisp grass one 
morning; and the old witch knew he had gone but did not call him back, 
for she had no spell to curb the love of roving in man, whether it came 
early or late. And she would not hold back his limbs when his heart was 
gone to the woods, for it is ever the way of witches with any two things 
to care for the more mysterious of the two. So the boy came alone to the 
house of Oth, through his garden where dead flowers hung on brown 
stalks, and the petals turned to slime if he fingered them, for November 
was come and the frosts were abroad all night. And this time Orion just 
met with a mood in Oth, which in less than an hour would have gone, 
that was favourable to the boy’s longing. Oth was taking down his bow 
from the wall as Orion went in, and Oth’s heart was gone to the woods; 
and when the boy came yearning to go to the woods too the hunter in 
that mood could not refuse him. 

So Oth took Orion on his shoulder and went up out of the valley. 
Folk saw them go thus, Oth with his bow and his soft noiseless sandals, 
and his brown garments of leather, Orion on his shoulder, wrapped in 
the skin of a fawn which Oth had thrown round him. And as the village 
fell behind them Orion rejoiced to see the houses further and further 
away, for he had never been so far from them before. And when the 
uplands opened their distances to his eyes he felt that he was now upon 
no mere walk, but a journey. And then he saw the solemn gloom of the 
wintry woods far off, and that filled him at once with a delighted awe. 
To their darkness, their mystery and their shelter Oth brought him. 

So softly Oth entered the wood that the blackbirds that guarded it, 
sitting watchful on branches, did not flee at his coming, but only uttered 
slowly their warning notes, and listened suspiciously till he passed, and 
were never sure if a man had broken the charm of the wood. Into that 
charm and the gloom and the deep silence Oth moved gravely; and a 
solemness came on his face as he entered the wood; for to go on quiet 
feet through the wood was the work of his life, and he came to it as men 
come to their heart’s desire. And soon he put the boy down on the 
brown bracken and went on for a while alone. Orion watched him go 
with his bow in his left hand, till he disappeared in the wood, like a 
shadow going to a gathering of shadows and merging amongst its 
fellows. And although Orion might not go with him now, he had great 
joy from this, for he knew by the way Oth went and the air he had that 
this was serious hunting and no mere amusement made to please a 
child; and it pleased him more than all the toys he had had. And quiet 
and lonely the great wood loomed round him while he waited for Oth 
to return. 

And after a long while he heard a sound, all in the wonder of the 
wood, that was less loud than the sound that a blackbird made 
scattering dead leaves to find insects, and Oth had come back again. 
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He had not found a deer; and for a while he sat by Orion and shot 
arrows into a tree; but soon he gathered his arrows and took the boy on 
his shoulder again and turned homewards. And there were tears in 
Orion’s eyes when they left the great wood; for he loved the mystery of 
the huge grey oaks, which we may pass by unnoticed or with but a 
momentary feeling of something forgotten, some message not quite 
given; but to him their spirits were playmates. So he came back to Erl as 
from new companions with his mind full of hints that he had from the 
wise old trunks, for to him each hole had a meaning. And Ziroonderel 
was waiting at the gateway when Oth brought Orion back; and she 
asked little of his time in the woods, and answered little when he told 
her of it, for she was jealous of them whose spell had lured him from 
hers. And all that night his dreams hunted deer in the deeps of the 
wood. 

Next day he stole away again to the house of Oth. But Oth was away 
hunting, for he was in need of meat. So he went to the house of Threl. 
And there was Threl in his dark house amongst manifold skins. “Take 
me to the woods,” said Orion. And Threl sat down in a wide wooden 
chair by his fire to think about it and to talk of the woods. He was not 
like Oth, speaking of a few simple things which he knew, of the deer, of 
the ways of the deer, and of the approach of the seasons; but he spoke 
of the things that he guessed in the deep of the wood and in the dark of 
time, the fables of men and of beasts; and especially he cared to tell the 
fables of the foxes and badgers, which he had come by from watching 
their ways at the falling of dusk. And as he sat there gazing into the fire, 
telling reminiscently of the ancient ways of the dwellers in bracken and 
bramble, Orion forgot his longing to go to the woods, and sat there on a 
small chair warm with skins, content. And to Threl he told what he had 
not said to Oth, how he thought that his mother might come one day 
round the trunk of one of the oak-trees, for she had gone for a while to 
the woods. And Threl thought that that might be; for there was nothing 
wonderful told of the woods that Threl thought unlikely. 

And then Ziroonderel came for Orion and took him back to the 
Castle. And the next day she let him go to Oth again; and this time Oth 
took him once more to the wood. And a few days later he went again to 
Threl’s dark house, in whose cobwebs and corners seemed to lurk the 
mystery of the forest, and heard Threl’s curious tales. 

And the branches of the forest grew black and still against the blaze 
of fierce sunsets, and Winter began to lay its spell on the uplands, and 
the wiser ones of the village prophesied snow. And one day Orion out 
in the woods with Oth saw the hunter shoot a stag. He watched him 
prepare it and skin it and cut it into pieces and tie them up in the skin, 
with the head and horns hanging down. Then Oth fastened up the 
horns to the rest of the bundle and heaved it on to his shoulder, and 
with his great strength carried it home. And the boy rejoiced more than 
the hunter. 

And that evening Orion went to tell the story to Threl, but Threl had 
more wonderful stories. 

And so the days went by, while Orion drew from the forest and from 
the tales of Threl a love of all things that pertain to a hunter’s calling, 
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and a spirit grew in him that was well-matched with the name he bore; 
and nothing showed in him, yet, of the magical part of his lineage. 

CHAPTER XII 

The Unenchanted Plain 

When Alveric understood that he had lost Elfland it was already 
evening and he had been gone two days and a night from Erl. For the 
second time he lay down for the night on that shingly plain whence 
Elfland had ebbed away: and at sunset the eastern horizon showed clear 
against turquoise sky, all black and jagged with rocks, without any sign 
of Elfland. And the twilight glimmered, but it was Earth’s twilight, and 
not that dense barrier for which Alveric looked, which lies between 
Elfland and Earth. And the stars came out and were the stars we know, 
and Alveric slept below their familiar constellations. 

He awoke in the birdless dawn very cold, hearing old voices crying 
faintly far off, as they slowly drifted away, like dreams going back to 
dreamland. He wondered if they would come to Elfland again, or if 
Elfland had ebbed too far. He searched all the horizon eastwards, and 
still saw nothing but the rocks of that desolate land. So he turned again 
toward the fields we know. 

He walked back through the cold with all his impatience gone; and 
gradually some warmth came to him from walking, and later a little 
from the autumnal sun. He walked all day, and the sun was growing 
huge and red when he came again to the leather-worker’s cottage. He 
asked for food, and the old man made him welcome: his pot was 
already simmering for his own evening meal: and it was not long before 
Alveric was sitting at the old table before a dish full of squirrels’ legs, 
hedge-hogs and rabbit’s meat. The old man would not eat till Alveric 
had eaten, but waited on him with such solititude that Alveric felt that 
the moment of his opportunity was come, and turned to the old man as 
he offered him a piece of the back of a rabbit, and approached the 
subject of Elfland. 

“The twilight is further away,” said Alveric. 
“Yes, yes,” said the old man without any meaning in his voice, 

whatever he had in his mind. 
“When did it go?” said Alveric. 
“The twilight, master?” said his host. 
“Yes,” said Alveric. 
“Ah, the twilight,” the old man said. 
“The barrier,” said Alveric, and he lowered his voice, although he 

knew not why, “between here and Elfland.” 
At the word Elfland all comprehension faded out of the old man’s 

eyes. 
“Ah,” he said. 
“Old man,” said Alveric, “you know where Elfland has gone.” 
“Gone?” said the old man. 
That innocent surprise, thought Alveric, must be real; but at least he 
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knew where it had been; it used to be only two fields away from his 
door. 

“Elfland was in the next held once,” said Alveric. 
And the old man’s eyes roved back into the past, and he gazed as it 

were on old days awhile, then he shook his head. And Alveric fixed him 
with his eye. 

“You knew Elfland,” he exclaimed. 
Still the old man did not answer. 
“You knew where the border was,” said Alveric. 
“I am old,” said the leather-worker, “and I have no one to ask.” 
When he said that, Alveric knew that he was thinking of his old wife, 

and he knew too that had she been alive and standing there at that 
moment yet he would have had no news of Elfland: there seemed little 
more to say. But a certain petulance held him to the subject after he 
knew it to be hopeless. 

“Who lives to the East of here?” he said. 
“To the East?” the old man replied. “Master, are there not North and 

South and West that you needs must look to the East?” 
There was a look of entreaty in his face but Alveric did not heed it. 

“Who lives to the East?” he said. 
“Master, no one lives to the East,” he answered. And that indeed was 

true. 
“What used to be there?” said Alveric. 
And the old man turned away to see to the stewing of his pot, and 

muttered as he turned, so that one hardly heard him. 
“The past,” he said. 
No more would the old man say, nor explain what he had said. So 

Alveric asked him if he could have a bed for the night, and his host 
showed him the old bed he remembered across that vague number of 
years. And Alveric accepted the bed without more ado so as to let the 
old man go to his own supper. And very soon Alveric was deep asleep, 
warm and resting at last, while his host turned over slowly in his mind 
many things of which Alveric had supposed he knew nothing. 

When the birds of our fields woke Alveric, singing late in the last of 
October, on a morning that reminded them of Spring, he rose and went 
out of doors, and went to the highest part of the little field that lay on 
the windowless side of the old man’s house toward Elfland. There he 
looked eastward and saw all the way to the curved line of the sky the 
same barren, desolate, rocky plain that had been there yesterday and 
the day before. Then the leather-worker gave him breakfast, and 
afterwards he went out and looked again at the plain. And over his 
dinner, which his host timidly shared, Alveric neared once more the 
subject of Elfland. And something in the old man’s sayings or silences 
made Alveric hopeful that even yet he would have some news of the 
whereabouts of the pale-blue Elfin Mountains. So he brought the old 
man out and turned to the East, to which his companion looked with 
reluctant eyes; and pointing to one particular rock, the most noticeable 
and near, said, hoping for definite news of a definite thing, “How long 
has that rock been there?” 

And the answer came to his hopes like hail to apple-blossom: “It is 
there and we must make the best of it.” 
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The unexpectedness of the answer dazed Alveric; and when he saw that 
reasonable questions about definite things brought him no logical answer 
he despaired of getting practical information to guide his fantastic journey. 
So he walked on the eastward side of the cottage all the afternoon, 
watching the dreary plain, and it never changed or moved: no pale-blue 
mountains appeared, no Elfland came flooding back: and evening came 
and the rocks glowed dully with the low rays of the sun, and darkened 
when it set, changing with all Earth’s changes, but with no enchantment of 
Elfland. Then Alveric decided on a great journey. 

He returned to the cottage and told the leather-worker that he 
needed to buy much provisions, as much as he could carry. And over 
supper they planned what he should have. And the old man promised 
to go next day amongst the neighbours; telling of all the things he 
would get from each, and somewhat more if God should prosper his 
snaring. For Alveric had determined to travel eastward till he found the 
lost land. 

And Alveric slept early, and slept long, till the last of his fatigue was 
gone which came from his pursuit of Elfland: the old man woke him as 
he came back from his snaring. And the creatures that he had snared 
the old man put in his pot and hung it over his fire, while Alveric ate his 
breakfast. And all the morning the leather-worker went from house to 
house amongst his neighbours, dwelling on little farms at the edge of 
the fields we know; and he got salted meats from some, bread from one, 
a cheese from another, and came back burdened to his house in time to 
prepare dinner. 

And all the provender that burdened the old man Alveric shouldered 
in a sack, and some he put in his wallet; and he filled his water-bottle 
and two more besides that his host had made from large skins, for he 
had seen no streams at all in the desolate land; and thus equipped he 
walked some way from the cottage, and looked again at the land from 
which Elfland had ebbed. He came back satisfied that he could carry 
provisions for a fortnight. 

And in the evening while the old man prepared pieces of squirrels’ 
meat Alveric stood again on the windowless side of the cottage, gazing 
still across the lonely land, hoping always to see emerge from the clouds 
that were colouring at sunset, those serene pale-blue mountains; and 
seeing never a peak. And the sun set, and that was the last of October. 

Next morning Alveric made a good meal in the cottage; then took his 
heavy burden of provisions, and paid his host and started. The door of 
the cottage opened toward the West and the old man cordially saw him 
away from his door with godspeed and farewells, but he would not 
move round his house to watch him going eastward; nor would he 
speak of that journey: it was as though to him there were only three 
points of the compass. 

The bright autumnal sun was not yet high when Alveric went from 
the fields we know to the land that Elfland had left and that nothing 
else went near, with his big sack over his shoulder and his sword at his 
side. The may trees of memory that he had seen were all withered now, 
and the old songs and voices that had haunted that land were all now 
faint as sighs; and there seemed to be fewer of them, as though some 
had already died or had struggled back to Elfland. 
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All that day Alveric travelled, with the vigour that waits at the 
beginning of journeys, which helped him on though he was burdened 
with so much provisions, and a big blanket that he wore like a heavy 
cloak round his shoulders; and he carried besides a bundle of firewood, 
and a stave in his right hand. He was an incongruous figure with his 
stave and his sack and his sword; but he followed one idea, one 
inspiration, one hope; and so shared something of the strangeness that 
all men have who do this. 

Halting at noon to eat and rest he went slowly on again and walked 
till evening: even then he did not rest as he had intended, for when 
twilight fell and lay heavy along the eastern sky he continually rose 
from his resting and went a little further to see if it might not be that 
dense deep twilight that made the frontier of the fields we know, 
shutting them off from Elfland. But it was always earthly twilight, until 
the stars came out, and they were all the familiar stars that look on 
Earth. Then he lay down among those unrounded and mossless rocks, 
and ate bread and cheese and drank water; and as the cold of night 
began to come over the plain he lit a small fire with his scanty bundle of 
wood and lay close to it with his cloak and his blanket round him; and 
before the embers were black he was sound asleep. 

Dawn came without sound of bird or whisper of leaves or grasses, 
dawn came in dead silence and cold; and nothing on all that plain gave 
a welcome back to the light. 

If darkness had lain forever upon those angular rocks it were better, 
Alveric thought, as he saw their shapeless companies sullenly glowing; 
darkness were better now that Elfland was gone. And though the 
misery of that disenchanted place entered his spirit with the chill of the 
dawn, yet his fiery hope still shone, and gave him little time to eat by the 
cold black circle of his lonely fire before it hurried him onward easterly 
over the rocks. And all that morning he travelled on without the 
comradeship of a blade of grass. The golden birds that he had seen 
before had long since fled back to Elfland, and the birds of our fields 
and all living things we know shunned all that empty waste. Alveric 
travelled as much alone as a man who goes back in memory to revisit 
remembered scenes, and instead of remembered scenes he was in a 
place from which every glamour had gone. He travelled somewhat 
lighter than on the day before, but he went more wearily, for he felt 
more heavily now the fatigue of the previous day. He rested long at 
mid-day and then went on. The myriad rocks stretched on and slightly 
jagged the horizon, and all day there came no glimpse of the pale-blue 
mountains. That evening from his dwindling provision of wood Alveric 
made another fire; its little flame going up alone in that waste seemed 
somehow to reveal the monstrous loneliness. He sat by his fire and 
thought of Lirazel and would not give up hope, though a glance at 
those rocks might have warned him not to hope, for something in their 
chaotic look partook of the plain that bred them, and they hinted it to 
be infinite. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

391 

The Reticence of the Leather-Worker 

It was many days before Alveric learned from the monotony of the 
rocks that one day’s journey was the same as another, and that by no 
number of journeys would he bring any change to his rugged horizons, 
which were all drearily like the ones they replaced and never brought a 
view of the pale-blue mountains. He had gone, while his fortnight’s 
provisions grew lighter and lighter, for ten days over the rocks: it was 
now evening and Alveric understood at last that if he travelled further 
and failed soon to see the peaks of the Elfin Mountains he would starve. 
So he ate his supper sparingly in the darkness, his bundle of firewood 
having long since been used, and abandoned the hope that had led him. 
And as soon as there was any light at all to show him where the East was 
he ate a little of what he had saved from his supper, and started his long 
tramp back to the fields of men, over rocks that seemed all the harsher 
because his back was to Elfland. All that day he ate and drank little, and 
by nightfall he still had left full provisions for four more days. 

He had hoped to travel faster during these last days, if he should 
have to turn back, because he would travel lighter: he had given no 
thought to the power of those monotonous rocks to weary and to 
depress with their desolation when the hope that had somewhat 
illumined their grimness was gone: he had thought little of turning 
back at all, till the tenth evening came and no pale-blue mountains, and 
he suddenly looked at his provisions. And all the monotony of his 
homeward journey was broken only by occasional fears that he might 
not be able to come to the fields we know. 

The myriad rocks lay larger and thicker than tomb-stones and not so 
carefully shaped, yet the waste had the look of a graveyard stretching 
over the world with unrecording stones above nameless heads. Chilled 
by the bitter nights, guided by blazing sunsets, he went on through the 
morning mists and the empty noons and weary birdless evenings. More 
than a week went by since he had turned, and the last of his water was 
gone, and still he saw no sign of the fields we know, or anything more 
familiar than rocks that he seemed to remember and which would have 
misled him northward, southward, or eastward, were it not for the red 
November sun that he followed and sometimes some friendly star. And 
then at last, just as the darkness fell blackening that rocky multitude, 
there showed westward over the rocks, pale at first against remnants of 
sunset, but growing more and more orange, a window under one of the 
gables of man. Alveric rose and walked towards it till the rocks in the 
darkness and weariness overcame him and he lay down and slept; and 
the little yellow window shone into his dreams and made forms of hope 
as fair as any that came from Elfland. 

The house that he saw in the morning when he woke seemed 
impossible to be the one whose tiny light had held out hope and help to 
him in the loneliness; it seemed now too plain and common. He 
recognized it for a house not far from the one of the leather-worker. 
Soon he came to a pool and drank. He came to a garden in which a 
woman was working early, and she asked him whence he had come. 
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“From the East,” he said, and pointed, and she did not understand. 
And so he came again to the cottage from which he had started, to ask 
once more for hospitality from the old man who had housed him twice. 

He was standing in his doorway as Alveric came, walking wearily, and 
again he made him welcome. He gave him milk and then food. And 
Alveric ate, and then rested all the day: it was not till evening he spoke. 
But when he had eaten and rested and he was at the table again, and 
supper was now before him and there was light and warmth, he felt all 
at once the need of human speech. And then he poured out the story of 
that great journey over the land where the things of man ceased, and 
where yet no birds or little beasts had come, or even flowers, a chronicle 
of desolation. And the old man listened to the vivid words and said 
nothing, making some comments of his own only when Alveric spoke of 
the fields we know. He heard with politeness but said never a word of 
the land from which Elfland had ebbed. It was indeed as though all the 
land to the East were delusion, and as though Alveric had been restored 
from it or had awoken from dream, and were now among reasonably 
daily things, and there was nothing to say of the things of dream. 
Certainly never a word would the old man say in recognition of Elfland, 
or of anything eighty yards East of his cottage door. Then Alveric went 
to his bed and the old man sat alone till his hre was low, thinking of 
what he had heard and shaking his head. And all the next day Alveric 
rested there or walked in the old man’s autumn-smitten garden, and 
sometimes he tried again to speak with his host of his great journey in 
the desolate land, but got from him no admission that such lands were, 
checked always by his avoidance of the topic, as though to speak of 
these lands might bring them nearer. 

And Alveric pondered on many reasons for this. Had the old man 
been to Elfland in his youth and seen something he greatly feared, 
perhaps barely escaping from death or an age-long love? Was Elfland a 
mystery too great to be troubled by human voices? Did these folk 
dwelling there at the edge of our world know well the unearthly beauty 
of all the glories of Elfland, and fear that even to speak of them might 
be a lure to draw them whither their resolution, barely perhaps, held 
them back? Or might a word said of the magical land bring it nearer, to 
make fantastic and elvish the fields we know? To all these ponderings of 
Alveric there was no answer. 

And yet one more day Alveric rested, and after that he set out to 
return to Erl. He set out in the morning, and his host came with him out 
of his doorway, saying farewell and speaking of his journey home and 
of the affairs of Erl, which were food for gossip over many farmlands. 
And great was the contrast between the good man’s approval that he 
showed thus for the fields we know, over which Alveric journeyed now, 
and his disapproval for those other lands whither Alveric’s hopes still 
turned. And they parted, and the old man’s farewells dwindled, and 
then he turned back into his house, rubbing his hands contentedly as he 
slowly went, for he was glad to see one who had looked toward the 
fantastic lands turn now to a journey across the fields we know. 

In those fields the frost was master, and Alveric walked over the crisp 
grey grass and breathed the clear fresh air thinking little of his home or 
his son, but planning how even yet he might come to Elfland; for he 
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thought that further North there might be a way, coming round 
perhaps behind the pale-blue mountains. That Elfland had ebbed too 
far for him to overtake it there he felt despairingly sure, but scarcely 
believed it had gone along the entire frontier of twilight, where Elfland 
touches Earth as far as poet has sung. Further North he might find the 
frontier, unmoved, lying sleepy with twilight, and come under the pale- 
blue mountains and see his wife again: full of these thoughts he went 
over the misty mellow fields. 

And full of his dreams and plans about that phantasmal land he came 
in the afternoon to the woods that brood above Erl. He entered the 
wood, and deep though he was amongst thoughts that were far from 
there, he soon saw the smoke of a fire a little way off, rising grey among 
the dark oak-boles. He went towards it to see who was there, and there 
were his son and Ziroonderel warming their hands at the fire. 

“Where have you been?” called Orion as soon as he saw him. 
“Upon a journey,” said Alveric. 
“Oth is hunting,” Orion said, and he pointed in the direction whence 

the wind was fanning the smoke. And Ziroonderel said nothing, for she 
saw more in Alveric’s eyes than any questions of hers would have drawn 
from his tongue. Then Orion showed him a deer-skin on which he was 
sitting. “Oth shot it,” he said. 

There seemed to be a magic all round that fire of big logs quietly 
smouldering in the woods upon Autumn’s discarded robe that lay 
brilliant there; and it was not the magic of Elfland, nor had Ziroonderel 
called it up with her wand: it was only a magic of the wood’s very own. 

And Alveric stood there for a while in silence, watching the boy and 
the witch by their fire in the woods, and understanding that the time 
was come when he must tell Orion things that were not clear to himself 
and that were puzzling him even now. Yet he did not speak of them 
then, but saying something of the affairs of Erl, turned and walked on 
toward his castle, while Ziroonderel and the boy came back later with 
Oth. 

And Alveric commanded supper when he came to his gateway, and 
ate it alone in the great hall that there was in the Castle of Erl, and all 
the while he was pondering words to say. And then he went in the 
evening up to the nursery and told the boy how his mother was gone 
for a while to Elfland, to her father’s palace (which may only be told of 
in song). And, unheeding any words of Orion then, he held on with the 
brief tale that he had come to tell, and told how Elfland was gone. 

“But that cannot be,” said Orion, “for I hear the horns of Elfland 
every day.” 

“You can hear them?” Alveric said. 
And the boy replied, “I hear them blowing at evening.” 

CHAPTER XIV 

The Quest for the Elhn Mountains 

Winter descended on Erl and gripped the forest, holding the small 
twigs stiff and still: in the valley it silenced the stream; and in the fields 
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of the oxen the grass was brittle as earthenware, and the breath of the 
beasts went up like the smoke of encampments. And Orion still went to 
the woods whenever Oth would take him, and sometimes he went with 
Threl. When he went with Oth the wood was full of glamour of the 
beasts that Oth hunted, and the splendour of the great stags seemed to 
haunt the gloom of far hollows; but when he went with Threl a mystery 
haunted the wood, so that one could not say what creature might not 
appear, nor what haunted and hid by every enormous bole. What beasts 
there were in the wood even Threl did not know: many kinds fell to his 
subtlety, but who knew if these were all? 

And when the boy was late in the wood, on happy evenings, he would 
always hear as the sun went blazing down, rank on rank of the elfin 
horns blowing far away eastwards in the chill of the coming dusk, very 
far and faint, like reveille heard in dreams. From beyond the woods 
they sounded, all those ringing horns, from beyond the downs, far over 
the furthest curve of them; and he knew them for the silver horns of 
Elfland. In all other ways he was human, and but for his power to hear 
those horns of Elfland, whose music rings but a yard beyond human 
hearing, and his knowledge of what they were; but for these two things 
he was as yet not more than a human child. 

And how the horns of Elfland blew over the barrier of twilight, to be 
heard by any ear in the fields we know, I cannot understand; yet 
Tennyson speaks of them as heard “faintly blowing” even in these fields 
of ours, and I believe that by accepting all that the poets say while duly 
inspired our errors will be fewest. So, though Science may deny or 
confirm it, Tennyson’s line shall guide me here. 

Alveric in those days went through the village of Erl, with his 
thoughts far from there, moodily; and he stopped at many doors, and 
spoke and planned, with his eyes always fixed as it seemed on things no 
one else could see. He was brooding on far horizons, and the last, over 
which was Elfland. And from house to house he gathered a little band 
of men. 

It was Alveric’s dream to find the frontier further North, to travel on 
over the fields we know, always searching new horizons, till he came to 
some place from which Elfland had not ebbed; to this he determined to 
dedicate his days. 

When Lirazel was with him amongst the fields we know, his thoughts 
had ever been to make her more earthly; but now that she was gone the 
thoughts of his own mind were becoming daily more elvish, and folk 
began to look sideways at his fantastic mien. Dreaming always of Elfland 
and of elvish things he gathered horses and provender and made for 
his little band so huge a store of provisions that those who saw it 
wondered. Many men he asked to be of that curious band, and few 
would go with him to haunt horizons, when they heard whither he 
went. And the first that he found to be of that band was a lad that was 
crossed in love; and then a young shepherd, well used to lonely spaces; 
then one that had heard a curious song that someone sang one evening: 
it had set his thoughts roving away to impossible lands, and so he was 
well content to follow his fancies. One huge full moon one summer had 
shone all a warm night long on a lad as he lay in the hay, and after that 
he had guessed or seen things that he said the moon showed him: 
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whatever they were none else saw any such things in Erl: he also joined 
Alveric’s band as soon as he asked him. It was many days before Alveric 
found these four; and more he could not find but a lad that was quite 
witless, and he took him to tend the horses, for he understood horses 
well, and they understood him, though no human man or woman could 
make him out at all, except his mother, who wept when Alveric had his 
promise to go; for she said that he was the prop and support of her age, 
and knew what storms would come and when the swallows would fly, 
and what colours the flowers would come up from seeds she sowed in 
her garden, and where the spiders would build their webs, and the 
ancient fables of flies: she wept and said that there would be more 
things lost by his going than ever folk guessed in Erl. But Alveric took 
him away: many go thus. 

And one morning six horses heaped and hung with provisions all 
round their saddles waited at Alveric’s gateway, with the five men that 
were to roam with him as far as the world’s edge. He had taken long 
counsel with Ziroonderel, but she said that no magic of hers had power 
to charm Elfland or to cross the dread will of its King; he therefore 
commended Orion to her care, knowing well that though hers was but 
simple or earthly magic, yet no magic likely to cross the fields we know, 
nor curse nor rune directed against his boy, would be able to thwart her 
spell; and for himself he trusted to the fortune that waits at the end of 
long weary journeys. To Orion he spoke long, not knowing how long 
that journey might be before he again found Elfland, nor how easily he 
might return across the frontier of twilight. He asked the boy what he 
desired of life. 

“To be a hunter,” said he. 
“What will you hunt while I am over the hills?” said his father. 
“Stags, like Oth,” said Orion. 
Alveric commended that sport, for he himself loved it. 
“And some day I will go a long way over the hills and hunt stranger 

things,” said the boy. 
“What kind of things,” asked Alveric. But the boy did not know. 
His father suggested different kinds of beasts. 
“No, stranger than them,” said Orion. “Stranger even than bears.” 
“But what will they be?” asked his father. 
“Magic things,” said the boy. 
But the horses moved restlessly down below in the cold, so that there 

was no time for more idle talk, and Alveric said farewell to the witch 
and his son and strode away thinking little of the future, for all was too 
vague for thought. 

Alveric mounted his horse over the heaps of provisions, and all the 
band of six men rode away. The villagers stood in the street to see them 
go. All knew their curious quest; and when all had saluted Alveric and 
all had called their farewells to the last of the riders, a hum of talk 
arose. And in the talk was contempt of Alveric’s quest, and pity, and 
ridicule; and sometimes affection spoke and sometimes scorn; yet in the 
hearts of all there was envy; for their reason mocked the lonely roving 
of that outlandish adventure, but their hearts would have gone. 

And away rode Alveric out of the village of Erl with his company of 
adventurers behind him; a moonstruck man, a madman, a lovesick lad, 
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a shepherd boy and a poet. And Alveric made Vand, the young 
shepherd, the master of his encampment, for he deemed him to be the 
sanest amongst his following; but there were disputes at once as they 
rode, before they came to make any encampment; and Alveric, hearing 
or feeling the discontent of his men, learned that on such a quest as his 
it was not the sanest but the maddest that should be given authority. So 
he named Niv, the witless lad, the master of his encampment; and Niv 
served him well till a day that was far thence, and the moonstruck man 
stood by Niv, and all were content to do the bidding of Niv, and all 
honoured Alveric’s quest. And many men in numerous lands do saner 
things with less harmony. 

They came to the uplands and rode over the fields, and rode till they 
came to the furthest hedges of men, and to the houses that they have 
built at the verge, beyond which even their thoughts refuse to fare. 
Through this line of houses at the edge of those fields, four or five in 
every mile, Alveric went with his queer company. The leather-worker’s 
hut was far to the South. Now he turned northward to ride past the 
backs of the houses, over fields through which once the barrier of 
twilight had run, till he should find some place where Elfland might 
seem not to have ebbed so far. He explained this to his men, and the 
leading spirits, Niv, and Zend who was moonstruck, applauded at once; 
and Thyl, the young dreamer of songs, said the scheme was a wise one 
too; and Vand was carried away by the keen zeal of these three; and it 
was all one to Rannok the lover. And they had not gone far along the 
backs of the houses when the red sun touched the horizon, and they 
hastened to make an encampment by what remained of the light of that 
short winter’s day. And Niv said they would build a palace like those of 
kings, and the idea bred Zend to work like three men, and Thyl helped 
eagerly; and they set up stakes and stretched blankets upon them and 
made a wall of brushwood, for they were but just outside the 
hedgerows, and Vand helped too with rough hurdles and Rannok 
toiled on wearily; and when all was finished Niv said that it was a palace. 
And Alveric went in and rested, while they lit a fire outside. And Vand 
cooked a meal for them all, which he did every day for himself upon 
lonely downs; and none could have cared for the horses better than 
Niv. 

And as the gloaming faded away the cold of winter grew; and by the 
time that the first star shone there seemed nothing in all the night but 
bitter cold, yet Alveric’s men lay down by their fire in their leathers and 
furs and slept, all but Rannok the lover. 

To Alveric lying on furs in his shelter, watching red embers glowing 
beyond dark shapes of his men, the quest promised well: he would go 
far North watching every horizon for any sign of Elfland: he would go 
by the border of the fields we know, and always be near provisions: and 
if he got no glimpse of the pale-blue mountains he would go on till he 
found some field from which Elfland had not ebbed, and so come 
round behind them. And Niv and Zend and Thyl had all sworn to him 
that evening that before many days were gone they would surely all find 
Elfland. Upon this thought he slept. 
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CHAPTER XV 

The Retreat of the Elf King 

When Lirazel blew away with the splendid leaves they dropped one 
by one from their dance in the gleaming air, and ran on over fields for a 
while, and then gathered by hedgerows and rested; but Earth that pulls 
all things down had no hold on her, for the rune of the King of Elfland 
had crossed its borders, calling her home. So she rode carelessly the 
great north-west wind, looking down idly on the fields we know, as she 
swept over them homewards. No grip had Earth on her any longer at 
all; for with her weight (which is where Earth holds us) were gone all 
her earthly cares. She saw without grief old fields wherein she and 
Alveric walked once: they drifted by; she saw the houses of men: these 
also passed; and deep and dense and heavy with colour, she saw the 
border of Elfland. 

A last cry Earth called to her with many voices, a child shouting, 
rooks cawing, the dull lowing of cows, a slow cart heaving home; then 
she was into the dense barrier of twilight, and all Earth’s sounds 
dimmed suddenly: she was through it and they ceased. Like a tired 
horse falling dead our north-west wind dropped at the frontier; for no 
winds blow in Elfland that roam over the fields we know. And Lirazel 
slanted slowly onward and sat down, till her feet were back again on the 
magical soil of her home. She saw full fair the peaks of the Elfin 
Mountains, and dark underneath them the forest that guarded the Elf- 
King’s throne. Above this forest were glimmering even now great spires 
in the elfin morning, which glows with more sparkling splendour than 
do our most dewy dawns, and never passes away. 

Over the elfin land the elfin lady passed with her light feet, touching 
the grasses as thistledown touches them when it comes down to them 
and brushes their crests while a languid wind rolls it slowly over the 
fields we know. And all the elvish and fantastic things, and the curious 
aspect of the land, and the odd flowers and the haunted trees, and the 
ominous boding of magic that hung in the air, were all so full of 
memories of her home that she flung her arms about the first gnarled 
gnome-like trunk and kissed its wrinkled bark. 

And so she came to the enchanted wood; and the sinister pines that 
guarded it, with the watchful ivy leaning over their branches, bowed to 
Lirazel as she passed. Not a wonder in that wood, not a grim hint of 
magic, but brought back the past to her as though it had scarcely gone. 
It was, she felt, but yesterday morning that she had gone away; and it 
was yesterday morning still. As she passed through the wood the gashes 
of Alveric’s sword were yet fresh and white on the trees. 

And now a light began to glow through the wood, then flash upon 
flash of colours, and she knew they shone from the glory and splendour 
of flowers that girdled the lawns of her father. To these she came again; 
and her faint footprints that she had made as she left her father’s 
palace, and wondered to see Alveric there, were not yet gone from the 
bended grass and the spiders’ webs and the dew. There the great 
flowers glowed in the elfin light; while beyond them there twinkled and 



398 The King of Elfland’s Daughter 

flashed, with the portal through which she had left it still open wide to 
the lawns, the palace that may not be told of but only in song. Thither 
Lirazel returned. And the Elf King, who heard by magic the tread of 
her soundless feet, was before his door to meet her. 

His great beard almost hid her as they embraced: he had sorrowed 
for her long through that elfin morning. He had wondered, despite his 
wisdom; he had feared, for all his runes; he had yearned for her as 
human hearts may yearn, for all that he was of magic stock dwelling 
beyond our fields. And now she was home again and the elfin morning 
brightened over leagues of Elfland with the old Elf-King’s joy, and even 
a glow was seen upon slopes of the Elfin Mountains. 

And through the flash and glimmer of the vast doorway they 
passed into the palace once more; the knight of the Elf-King’s guard 
saluted with his sword as they went, but dared not turn his head 
after Lirazel’s beauty; they came again to the hall of the Elf-King’s 
throne, which is made of rainbows and ice; and the great King seated 
himself and took Lirazel on his knee; and a calm came down upon 
Elfland. 

And for long through the endless elfin morning nothing troubled 
that calm; Lirazel rested after the cares of Earth, the Elf King sat there 
keeping the deep content in his heart, the knight of the guard 
remained at the salute, his sword’s point downwards still, the palace 
glowed and shone: it was like a scene in some deep pool beyond the 
sound of a city, with green reeds and gleaming fishes and myriads of 
tiny shells all shining in the twilight on deep water, which nothing has 
disturbed through all the long summer’s day. And thus they rested 
beyond the fret of time, and the hours rested around them, as the little 
leaping waves of a cataract rest when the ice calms the stream: the 
serene blue peaks of the Elfin Mountains above them stood like 
unchanging dreams. 

Then like the noise of some city heard amongst birds in woods, like a 
sob heard amongst children that are all met to rejoice, like laughter 
amongst a company that weep, like a shrill wind in orchards amongst 
the early blossom, like a wolf coming over the downs where the sheep 
are asleep, there came a feeling into the Elf King’s mood that one was 
coming towards them across the fields of Earth. It was Alveric with his 
sword of thunderbolt-iron which somehow the old King sensed by its 
flavour of magic. 

Then the Elf King rose, and put his left arm about his daughter, and 
raised his right to make a mighty enchantment, standing up before his 
shining throne which is the very centre of Elfland. And with clear 
resonance deep down in his throat he chaunted a rhythmic spell, all 
made of words that Lirazel never had heard before, some age-old 
incantation, calling Elfland away, drawing it further from Earth. And 
the marvelous flowers heard as their petals drank in the music, and the 
deep notes flooded the lawns; and all the palace thrilled, and quivered 
with brighter colours; and a charm went over the plain as far as the 
frontier of twilight, and a trembling went through the enchanted wood. 
Still the Elf-King chaunted on. The ringing ominous notes came now to 
the Elfin Mountains, and all their line of peaks quivered as hills in haze, 
when the heat of summer beats up from the moors and visibly dances in 
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air. All Elfland heard, all Elfland obeyed that spell. And now the King 
and his daughter drifted away, as the smoke of the nomads drifts over 
Sahara away from their camefs-hair tents, as dreams drift away at 
dawn, as clouds over the sunset; and like the wind with the smoke, night 
with the dreams, warmth with the sunset, all Elfland drifted with them. 
All Elfland drifted with them and left the desolate plain, the dreary 
deserted region, the unenchanted land. So swiftly that spell was 
uttered, so suddenly Elfland obeyed, that many a little song, old 
memory, garden or may tree of remembered years, was swept but a 
little way by the drift and heave of Elfland, swaying too slowly eastwards 
till the elfin lawns were gone, and the barrier of twilight heaved over 
them and left them among the rocks. 

And whither Elfland went I cannot say, nor even whether it followed 
the curve of the Earth or drifted beyond our rocks out into twilight: 
there had been an enchantment near to our fields and now there was 
none: wherever it went it was far. 

Then the Elf King ceased to chaunt and all was accomplished. As 
silently as, in a moment that none can determine, the long layers over 
the sunset turn from gold to pink, or from a glowing pink to a listless 
unlit colour, all Elfland left the edges of those fields by which its wonder 
had lurked for long ages of men, and was away now whither I know 
not. And the Elf King seated himself again on his throne of mist and 
ice, in which charmed rainbows were, and took Lirazel his daughter 
again on his knee, and the calm that his chaunting had broken came 
back heavy and deep over Elfland. Heavy and deep it fell on the lawns, 
heavy and deep on the flowers; each dazzling blade of grass was still in 
its little curve as though Nature in a moment of mourning said “Hush” 
at the sudden end of the world; and the flowers dreamed on in their 
beauty, immune from Autumn or wind. Far over the moors of the trolls 
slept the calm of the King of Elfland, where the smoke from their queer 
habitations hung stilled in the air; and in a forest wherein it quieted the 
trembling of myriads of petals or roses, it stilled the pools where the 
great lilies towered, till they and their reflections slept on in one 
gorgeous dream. And there below motionless fronds of dream-gripped 
trees, on the still water dreaming of the still air, where the huge lily- 
leaves floated green in the calm, was the troll Lurulu, sitting upon a 
leaf. For thus they named in Elfland the troll that had gone to Erl. He 
sat there gazing into the water at a certain impudent look that he had 
on. He gazed and gazed and gazed. 

Nothing stirred, nothing changed. All things were still, reposing in 
the deep content of the King. The Knight of the Guard brought his 
sword back to the carry, and afterwards stood as still at his perpetual 
post as some suit of armour whose owner is centuries dead. And still the 
King sat silent with his daughter upon his knee, his blue eyes unmoving 
as the pale-blue peaks, which through wide windows shone from the 
Elfin Mountains. 

And the Elf King stirred not, nor changed; but held to that moment 
in which he had found content; and laid its influence over all his 
dominions, for the good and welfare of Elfland; for he had what all our 
troubled world with all its changes seeks, and finds so rarely and must at 
once cast it away. He had found content and held it. 
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And in that calm that settled down upon Elfland there passed ten 
years over the fields we know. 

CHAPTER XVI 

Orion Hunts the Stag 

There passed ten years over the fields we know; and Orion grew and 
learned the art of Oth, and had the cunning of Threl, and knew the 
woods and the slopes and vales of the downs, as many another boy 
knows how to multiply figures by other figures or to draw the thoughts 
from a language not his own and to set them down again in words of his 
own tongue. And little he knew of the things that ink may do, how it 
can mark a dead man’s thought for the wonder of later years, and tell of 
happenings that are gone clean away, and be a voice for us out of the 
dark of time, and save many a fragile thing from the pounding of heavy 
ages; or carry to us, over the rolling centuries, even a song from lips 
long dead on forgotten hills. Little knew he of ink; but the touch of a 
roe deer’s feet on dry ground, gone three hour, was a clear path to him, 
and nothing went through the woods but Orion read its story. And all 
the sounds of the wood were as full of clear meaning to him as are to 
the mathematician the signs and figures he makes when he divides his 
millions by tens and elevens and twelves. He knew by sun and moon 
and wind what birds would enter the wood, he knew of the coming 
seasons whether they would be mild or severe, only a little later than the 
beasts of the wood themselves, which have not human reason or soul 
and that know so much more than we. 

And so he grew to know the very mood of the woods, and could enter 
their shadowy shelter like one of the woodland beasts. And this he 
could do when he was barely fourteen years; and many a man lives all 
his years and can never enter a wood without changing the whole mood 
of its shadowy ways. For men enter a wood perhaps with the wind 
behind them, they brush against branches, step on twigs; speak, smoke, 
or tread heavily; and jays cry out against them, pigeons leave the trees, 
rabbits pad off to safety, and far more beasts than they know slip on soft 
feet away from their coming. But Orion moved like Threl, in shoes of 
deer-skin with the tread of a hunter. And none of the beasts of the 
wood knew when he was come. 

And he came to have a pile of skins like Oth, that he won with his bow 
in the wood; and he hung great horns of stags in the hall of the castle, 
high up among old horns where the spider had lived for ages. And this 
was one of the signs whereby the people of Erl came to know him now 
for their lord, for no news came of Alveric, and all the old lords of Erl 
had been hunters of deer. And another sign was the departing of the 
witch Ziroonderel when she went back to her hill; and Orion lived in 
the castle now by himself, and she dwelt in her cottage again where her 
cabbages grew on the high land near to the thunder. 

And all that Winter Orion hunted the stags in the wood, but when 
Spring came he put his bow away. Yet all through the season of song 
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and flowers his thoughts were still with the chase; and he went from 
house to house wherever a man had one of the long thin dogs that 
hunt. And sometimes he bought the dog, and sometimes the man 
would promise to lend it on days of hunting. Thus Orion formed a pack 
of brown long-haired hounds and yearned for the Spring and Summer 
to go by. And one Spring evening when Orion was tending his hounds, 
when villagers were mostly at their doors to notice the length of the 
evening, there came a man up the street whom nobody knew. He came 
from the uplands, wrapped in the most aged of clothes, which clung to 
him as though they had clung forever, and were somehow a part of him 
and yet part of the Earth, for they were mellowed by the clay of the 
high fields to its own deep brown. And folk noticed the easy stride of a 
mighty walker, and a weariness in his eyes: and none knew who he was. 

And then a woman said “It is Vand that was only a lad.” And they all 
crowded about him then, for it was indeed Vand who had left the sheep 
more than ten years ago to ride with Alveric no one in Erl knew 
whither. “How fares our master?” they said. And a look of weariness 
came in the eyes of Vand. 

“He follows the quest,” he said. 
“Whither?” they asked. 
“To the North,” he said. “He seeks for Elfland still.” 
“Why have you left him?” they asked. 
“I lost the hope,” he said. 
They questioned him no more then, for all men knew that to seek for 

Elfland one needed a strong hope, and without it one saw no gleam of 
the Elfin Mountains, serene with unchanging blue. And then the 
mother of Niv came running up. “Is it indeed Vand?” she said. And 
they all said “Yes, it is Vand.” 

And while they murmured together about Vand, and of how years 
and wandering had changed him, she said to him, “Tell me of my son.” 
And Vand replied “He leads the quest. There is none whom my master 
trusts more.” And they all wondered, and yet they had no cause for 
wonder, for it was a mad quest. 

But Niv’s mother alone did not wonder. “I knew he would,” she said. 
“I knew he would.” And she was filled with a great content. 

There are events and seasons to suit the mood of every man, though 
few indeed could have suited the crazed mood of Niv, yet there came 
Alveric’s quest of Elfland, and so Niv found his work. 

And talking in the late evening with Vand the folk of Erl heard tales 
of many camps, many matches, a tale of profitless wandering where 
Alveric haunted horizons year after year like a ghost. And sometimes 
out of Vand’s sadness that had come from those profitless years a smile 
would shine as he told of some foolish happening that had taken place 
in the camp. But all was told by one that had lost hope in the quest. This 
was not the way to tell of it, not with doubts, not with smiles. For such a 
quest may only be told of by those who are fired by its glory: from the 
mad brain of Niv or the moonstruck wits of Zend we might have news 
of that quest which could light our minds with some gleam of its 
meaning; but never from the story, be it made out of facts or scoffs, told 
by one whom the quest itself was able to lure no longer. The stars stole 
out and still Vand was telling his stories, and one by one the people 
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went back to their houses, caring to hear no more of the hopeless quest. 
Had the tale been told by one who clung yet to the faith that still was 
leading Alveric’s wanderers on, the stars would have weakened before 
those folk left the teller, the sky would have brightened so widely before 
they left him that one would have said at last “Why! It is morning.” Not 
till then would they have gone. 

And the next day Vand went back to the downs and the sheep and 
troubled himself with romantic quests no more. 

And during that Spring men spoke of Alveric again, wondering 
awhile at his quest, speaking awhile of Lirazel, and guessing where she 
had gone, and guessing why; and where they could not guess telling 
some tale to explain all, which went from mouth to mouth till they came 
to believe it. And Spring went by and they forgot Alveric and obeyed 
the will of Orion. 

And then one day as Orion was waiting for the Summer to go by, with 
his heart on frosty days and his dreams with his hounds on the uplands, 
Rannok the lover came over the downs by the path by which Vand had 
come, and walked down into Erl. Rannok with his heart free at last, with 
all his melancholy gone, Rannok without woe, careless, care-free, 
content, looking only for rest after his long wandering, sighing no 
more. And nothing but this would have made Vyria care to have him, 
the girl he had sought once. So the end of this was that she married 
him, and he too went roaming no more on fantastic quests. 

And though some looked to the uplands through many an evening, 
till the long days wore away and a strange wind touched the leaves, and 
some peered over the further curves of the downs, yet they saw none 
more of the followers of Alveric’s quest coming back by the path that 
Vand and Rannok had trod. And by the time that the leaves were a 
wonder of scarlet and gold men spoke no more of Alveric but obeyed 
Orion his son. 

And in this season Orion arose one day before dawn and took his 
horn and his bow and went to his hounds, who wondered to hear his 
step before light was come: they heard it all in their sleep and awoke 
and clamoured to him. And he loosed them and calmed them and led 
them away to the downs. And to the lonely magnificence of the downs 
they came when the stags are feeding on dewy grasses, before men are 
awake. All in the wild wet morning they ran over the gleaming slopes, 
Orion and his hounds, all rejoicing together. And the scent of the 
thyme came heavy with the air that Orion breathed, as he trod its wide 
patches blooming late in the year. To the hounds there came all the 
wandering scents of the morning. And what wild creatures had met on 
the hill in the dark and what had crossed it going upon their journeys, 
and whither all had gone when the day grew bright, bringing the threat 
of man, Orion guessed and wondered; but to the hounds all was clear. 
And some of the scents they noted with careful noses, and some they 
scorned, and for one they sought in vain, for the great red deer were 
not on the downs that morning. 

And Orion led them far from the Vale of Erl but saw no stag that day, 
and never a wind brought the scent that the anxious hounds were 
seeking, nor could they find it hidden in any grass or leaves. And 
evening came on him bringing his hounds home, calling on stragglers 



The King of Elfland’s Daughter 403 

with his horn, while the sun turned huge and scarlet; and fainter than 
echoes of his horn, and far beyond downs and mist, but clear each silver 
note, he heard the elfin horns that called to him always at evening. 

With the great comradeship of a common weariness he and his 
hounds came home dark in the starlight. The windows of Erl at last 
flashed to them the glow of their welcome. Hounds came to their 
kennels and ate, and lay down to contented sleep: Orion went to his 
castle. He too ate, and afterwards sat thinking of the downs and his 
hounds and the day, his mind lulled by fatigue to that point at which it 
rests beyond care. 

And many a day passed thus. And then one dewy morning, coming 
over a ridge of the downs, they saw a stag below them feeding late when 
all the rest were gone. The hounds all broke into one joyous cry, the 
heavy stag moved nimbly over the grass, Orion shot an arrow and 
missed; all these things happened in a moment. And then the hounds 
streamed away, and the wind went over the backs of th£m with a ripple, 
and the stag went away as though every one of his feet were on little 
dancing springs. And at first the hounds were swifter than Orion, but 
he was as tireless as they, and by taking sometimes shorter ways than 
theirs he stayed near them till they came to a stream and faltered and 
began to need the help of human reason. And such help as human 
reason can give in such a matter Orion gave them, and soon they were 
on again. And the morning passed as they went from hill to hill, and 
they had not seen the stag a second time; and the afternoon wore away, 
and still the hounds followed every step of the stag with a skill as 
strange as magic. And towards evening Orion saw him, going slowly, 
along the slope of a hill, over coarse grass that was shining in the rays of 
the low sun. He cheered on his hounds and they ran over him three 
more small valleys, but down at the bottom of the third he turned 
round amongst the pebbles of a stream and waited there for the 
hounds. And they came baying round him, watching his brow antlers. 
And there they tore him down and killed him at sunset. And Orion 
wound his horn with a great joy in his heart: he wanted no more than 
this. And with a note like that of joy, as though they also rejoiced, or 
mocking his rejoicing, over hills that he knew not, perhaps from the far 
side of the sunset, the horns of Elfland answered. 

CHAPTER XVII 

The Unicorn Comes in the Starlight 

And winter came, and whitened the roofs of Erl, and all the forest 
and uplands. And when Orion took his hounds afield in the morning 
the world lay like a book that was newly written by Life; for all the story 
of the night before lay in long lines in the snow. Here the fox had gone 
and there the badger, and here the red deer had gone out of the wood; 
the tracks led over the downs and disappeared from sight, as the deeds 
of statesmen, soldiers, courtiers and politicians appear and disappear 
on the pages of history. Even the birds had their record on those white 
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downs, where the eye could follow each step of their treble claws, till 
suddenly on each side of the track would appear three little scars where 
the tips of their longest feathers had flicked the snow, and there the 
track faded utterly. They were like some popular cry, some vehement 
fancy, that comes down on a page of history for a day, and passes, 
leaving no other record at all except those lines on one page. 

And amongst all these records left of the story of night Orion would 
choose the track of some great stag not too long gone, and would follow 
it with his hounds away over the downs until even the sound of his horn 
could be heard no longer in Erl. And over a ridge with his hounds, he 
and they all black against red remnants of sunset, the folk of Erl would 
see him coming home; and often it was not until all the stars were 
glowing through the frost. Often the skin of a red deer hung over his 
shoulders and the huge horns bobbed and nodded above his head. 

And at this time there met one day in the forge of Nari, all unknown 
to Orion, the men of the parliament of Erl. They met after sunset when 
all were home from their work. And gravely Narl handed to each the 
mead that was brewed from the clover honey; and when all were come 
they sat silent. And then Narl broke the silence, saying that Alveric 
ruled over Erl no more and his son was Lord of Erl, and telling again 
how once they had hoped for a magic lord to rule over the valley and to 
make it famous, and saying that this should be he. “And where now,” he 
said, “is the magic for which we hoped? For he hunts the deer as all his 
forefathers hunted, and nothing of magic has touched him from over 
there; and there is no new thing.” 

And Oth stood up to defend him. “He is as fleet as his hounds,” he 
said, “and hunts from dawn to sunset, and crosses the furthest downs 
and comes home untired.” 

“It is but youth,” said Guhic. And so said all but Threl. 
And Threl stood up and said: “He has a knowledge of the ways of the 

woods, and the lore of the beasts, beyond the learning of man.” 
“You taught him,” said Guhic. “There is no magic here.” 
“Nothing of this,” said Narl, “is from over there.” 

Thus they argued awhile lamenting the loss of the magic for which 
they had hoped: for never a valley but history touches it once, never a 
village but once its name is awhile on the lips of men; only the village of 
Erl was utterly unrecorded; never a century knew it beyond the round 
of its downs. And now all their plans seemed lost which they made so 
long ago, and they saw no hope except in the mead that was brewed 
from the clover honey. To this they turned in silence. Now it was a 
goodly brew. 

And in a while new plans flashed clear in their minds, new schemes, 
new devices; and debates in the parliament of Earl flowed proudly on. 
And they would have made a plan and a policy; but Oth arose from his 
seat. There was in a flint-built house in the village of Erl an ancient 
Chronicle, a volume bound in leather, and in it at certain seasons folk 
wrote all manner of things, the wisdom of farmers concerning the time 
to sow, the wisdom of hunters concerning the tracking of stags, and the 
wisdom of prophets that told of the way of Earth. From this Oth quoted 
now, two lines that he remembered on one of the aged pages; and all 



The King of Elfland’s Daughter 405 

the rest of that page told of hoeing; these lines he said to the parliament 
of Erl as they sat with the mead before them at their table: 

“Hooded, and veiled with their night-like tresses, 
The Fates shall bring what no prophet guesses.” 

And then they planned no more, for either their minds were calmed 
by a certain awe that they seemed to find in the lines, or it may be the 
mead was stronger than anything written in books. However it be they 
sat silent over their mead. And in early starlight while the West still 
glowed they passed away from Narl’s house back to their own homes 
grumbling as they went that they had no magic lord to rule over Erl, 
and yearning for magic, to save from oblivion the village and valley they 
loved. They parted one by one as they came to their houses. And three 
or four that dwelt near the end of the village on the side that was under 
the downs were not yet come to their doors, when, white and clear in 
the starlight and what remained of the gloaming, they saw hard-pressed 
and wearied a hunted unicorn coming across the downs. They stopped 
and gazed and shaded their eyes and stroked their beards and 
wondered. And still it was a white unicorn galloping wearily. And then 
they heard drawing nearer the cry of Orion’s hounds. 

CHAPTER XVIII 

The Grey Tent in the Evening 

On the day that the hunted unicorn crossed the valley of Erl Alveric 
had wandered for over eleven years. For more than ten years, a 
company of six, they went by the backs of the houses by the edge of the 
fields we know, and camped at evenings with their queer material hung 
greyly on poles. And whether or not the strange romance of their quest 
mirrored itself in all the things about them, those camps of theirs 
seemed always the strangest thing in the landscape; and as evening 
grew greyer around them their romance and mystery grew. 

And for all the vehemence of Alveric’s ambition they travelled 
leisurely and lazily: sometimes in a pleasant camp they stayed for three 
days; then they went strolling on. Nine or ten miles they would march 
and then they would camp again. Someday, Alveric felt sure in his 
heart, they would see that border of twilight, someday they would enter 
Elfland. And in Elfland he knew that time was not as here: he would 
meet Lirazel unaged in Elfland, with never one smile lost to the raging 
years, never a furrow worn by the ruin of time. This was his hope; and 
it led his queer company on from camp to camp, and cheered them 
round the fire in the lonely evenings, and brought them far to the 
North, travelling all along the edge of the fields we know, where all 
men’s faces turned the other way, and the six wanderers went unseen 
and unheeded. Only the mind of Vand hung back from their hope, and 
more and more every year his reason denied the lure that was leading 
the rest. And then one day he lost his faith in Elfland. After that he only 
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followed until a day when the wind was full of rain, and all were cold 
and wet and the horses weary; he left them then. 

And Rannok followed because he had no hope in his heart and 
wished to wander from sorrow; until one day when all the blackbirds 
were singing in trees of the fields we know, and his hopelessness left 
him in the glittering sunshine, and he thought of the cosy homes and 
the haunts of men. And soon he too passed out of the camp one 
evening and set off for the pleasant lands. 

And now the four that were left were all of one mind, and under the 
wet coarse cloth that they hung on poles there was deep content in the 
evenings. For Alveric clung to his hope with all the strength of his race, 
that had once won Erl in old battles and held it for centuries long, and 
in the vacant minds of Niv and Zend this idea grew strong and big, like 
some rare flower that a gardener may plant by chance in a wild 
untended place. And Thyl sung of the hope; and all his wild fancies 
that roamed after song decked Alveric’s quest with more and more of 
glamour. So all were of one mind. And greater quests whether mad or 
sane have prospered when this was so, and greater quests have failed 
when it was otherwise. 

They had gone northwards for years along the backs of those houses; 
and then one day they would turn eastwards, wherever a certain look in 
the sky or a touch of weirdness at evening, or a mere prophecy of Niv’s, 
seemed to suggest a proximity of Elfland. Upon such occasions they 
would travel over the rocks, that for all those years lay bordering the 
fields we know, until Alveric saw that provisions for men and horses 
would barely bring them back to the houses of men. Then he would 
turn again, but Niv would have led them still onward over the rocks, for 
his enthusiasm grew as they went; and Thyl sang to them prophesying 
success; and Zend would say that he saw the peaks and the spires of 
Elfland; only Alveric was wise. And so they would come to the houses of 
men again, and buy more provisions. And Niv and Zend and Thyl 
would babble of the quest, pouring out the enthusiasm that burned in 
their hearts; but Alveric did not speak of it, for he had learned that men 
in those fields neither speak of nor look towards Elfland, although he 
had not learned why. 

Soon they were on again, and the folk that had sold them the 
produce of fields we know gazed curiously after them as they went, as 
though they thought that from madness alone or from dreams inspired 
by the moon came all the talk they had heard from Niv and Zend and 
Thyl. 

Thus they always travelled on, always seeking new points from which 
to discover Elfland; and on the left of them blew scents from the fields 
we know, the scent of lilac from cottage gardens in May, and then the 
scent of the white-thorn and then of roses, till all the air was heavy with 
new-mown hay. They heard the low of cattle away on their left, heard 
human voices, heard partridges calling; heard all the sounds that go up 
from happy farms; and on their right was always the desolate land, 
always the rocks and never grass nor a flower. They had the compan¬ 
ionship of men no more, and yet they could not find Elfland. In such a 
case they needed the songs of Thyl and the sure hope of Niv. 

And the talk of Alveric’s quest spread through the land and overtook 
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his wanderings, till all men that he passed by knew his story; and from 
some he had the contempt that some men give to those who dedicate all 
their days to a quest, and from others he had honour; but all he asked 
for was provender, and this he bought when they brought it. So they 
went on. Like legendary things they passed along the backs of the 
houses, putting up their grey shapeless tent in the grey evenings. They 
came as quietly as rain, and went away like mists drifting. There were 
jests about them and songs. And the songs outlasted the jests. At last 
they became a legend, which haunted those farms for ever: they were 
spoken of when men told of hopeless quests, and held up to laughter or 
glory, whichever men had to give. 

And all the while the King of Elfland watched; for he knew by magic 
when Alveric’s sword drew near: it had troubled his kingdom once, and 
the King of Elfland knew well the flavour of thunderbolt iron when he 
felt it loom on the air. From this he had withdrawn his frontiers far, 
leaving all that ragged land deserted of Elfland; and though he knew 
not the length of human journeys, he had left a space that to cross 
would weary the comet, and rightly deemed himself safe. 

But when Alveric with his sword was far to the North the Elf King 
loosened the grip with which he had withdrawn Elfland, as the Moon 
that withdraws the tide lets it flow back again, and Elfland came racing 
back as the tide over flat sands. With a long ribbon of twilight at its edge 
it floated back over the waste of rocks; with old songs it came, with old 
dreams, and with old voices. And in a while the frontier of twilight lay 
flashing and glimmering near the fields we know, like an endless 
Summer evening that lingered on out of the golden age. But bleak and 
far to the North where Alveric wandered the limitless rocks still heaped 
the desolate land; only to fields from which he and his sword and his 
adventurous band were remotely gone that mighty inlet of Elfland 
came lapping back. So that close again to the leather-worker’s cottage 
and to the farms of his neighbours, a bare three fields away, lay the land 
that was heaped and piled with all the wonder for which poets seek so 
hard, the very treasury of all romantic things; and the Elfin Mountains 
gazed over the border serenely, as though their pale-blue peaks had 
never moved. And here the unicorns fed along the border as it was 
their custom to do, feeding sometimes in Elfland, which is the home of 
all fabulous things, cropping lilies below the slopes of the Elfin 
Mountains, and sometimes slipping through the border of twilight at 
evening when all our fields are still, to feed upon earthly grass. It is 
because of this craving for earthly grass that comes on them now and 
then, as the red deer in Highland mountains crave once a year for the 
sea, that, fabulous though they are on account of their birth in Elfland, 
their existence is nevertheless known among men. The fox, which is 
born in our fields, also crosses the frontier, going into the border of 
twilight at certain seasons; it is thence that he gets the romance with 
which he comes back to our fields. He also is fabulous, but only in 
Elfland, as the unicorns are fabulous here. 

And seldom the folk on those farms saw the unicorns, even dim in 
the gloaming, for their faces were turned forever away from Elfland. 
The wonder, the beauty, the glamour, the story of Elfland were for 
minds that had leisure to care for such things as these; but the crops 
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needed these men, and the beasts that were not fabulous, and the 
thatch, and the hedges and a thousand things: barely at the end of each 
year they won their fight against Winter: they knew well that if they let 
a thought of theirs turn but for a moment towards Elfland, its glory 
would grip them soon and take all their leisure away, and there would 
be no time left to mend thatch or hedge or to plough the fields we 
know. But Orion lured by the sound of the horns that blew from 
Elfland at evening, and that some elvish attuning of his ears to magical 
things caused him alone in all those fields to hear, came with his hounds 
to a field across which ran the frontier of twilight, and found the 
unicorns there late on an evening. And, slipping along a hedge of the 
little held with his hounds padding behind him, he came between a 
unicorn and the frontier and cut if off from Elfland. This was the 
unicorn that with flashing neck, covered with flecks of foam that shone 
silvery in the starlight, panting, harried and weary, came across the 
valley of Erl, like an inspiration, like a new dynasty to a custom-weary 
land, like news of a happier continent found far-off by suddenly 
returned sea-faring men. 

CHAPTER XIX 

Twelve Old Men Without Magic 

Now few things pass by a village and leave no talk behind them. Nor 
did this unicorn. For the three that saw it going by in the starlight 
immediately told their families, and many of these ran from their 
houses to tell the good news to others, for all strange news was 
accounted good in Erl, because of the talk that it made; and talk was 
held to be needful when work was over to pass the evenings away. So 
they talked long of the unicorn. 

And, after a day or two, in the forge of Narl the parliament of Erl was 
met again, seated by mugs of mead, discussing the unicorn. And some 
rejoiced and said that Orion was magic, because unicorns were of magic 
stock and came from beyond our fields. 

“Therefore,” said one, “he has been to lands of which it does not 
become us to speak, and is magic, as all things are which dwell over 
there.” 

And some agreed and held that their plans had come to fruition. 
But others said that the beast went by in the starlight, if beast it were, 

and who could say it was a unicorn? And one said that in the starlight it 
was hard to see it at all, and another said unicorns were hard to 
recognize. And then they began to discuss the size and shape of these 
beasts, and all the known legends that told of them, and came no nearer 
to agreeing together whether or not their lord had hunted a unicorn. 
Till at last Narl seeing that they would not thus come by the truth, and 
deeming it necessary that the fact should be established one way or the 
other forever, rose up and told them that the time had come for the 
vote. So by a method they had of casting shells of various colours into a 
horn that was passed from man to man, they voted about the unicorn as 
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Narl had commanded. And a hush fell, and Narl counted. And it was 
seen to have been established by vote that there had been no unicorn. 

Sorrowfully then that parliament of Erl saw that their plans to have a 
magic lord had failed; they were all old men, and the hope that they 
had had for so long being gone they turned less easily to newer plans 
than they had to the plan that they made so long ago. What should they 
do now, they said? How come by magic? What could they do that the 
world should remember Erl? Twelve old men without magic. They sat 
there over their mead, and it could not lighten their sadness. 

But Orion was away with his hounds near that great inlet of Elfland 
where it lay as it were at high tide, touching the very grass of the fields 
we know. He went there at evening when the horns blew clear to guide 
him, and waited there all quiet at the edge of those fields for the 
unicorns to steal across the border. For he hunted stags no more. 

And as he went over those fields in the late afternoon folk working on 
the farms would greet him cheerily; but when still he went eastwards 
they spoke to him less and less, till at last when he neared the border 
and still kept on they looked his way no more, but left him and his 
hounds to their own devices. 

And by the time the sun set he would be standing quiet by a hedge 
that ran right down into the frontier of twilight, with his hounds all 
gathered close in under the hedge, with his eye on them all lest one of 
them dared to move. And the pigeons would come home to trees of the 
fields we know, and twittering starlings; and the elfin horns would blow, 
clear silver magical music thrilling the chilled air, and all the colours of 
clouds would go suddenly changing; it was then in the failing light, in 
the darkening of colours, that Orion would watch for a dim white shape 
stepping out of the border of twilight. And this evening just as he 
hushed a hound with his hand, just as all our fields went dim, there 
slipped a great white unicorn out of the border, still munching lilies 
such as never grew in any fields of ours. He came, a whiteness on 
perfectly silent feet, four or five yards into the fields we know, and 
stood there still as moonlight, and listened and listened and listened. 
Orion never moved, and he kept his hounds silent by some power he 
had or by some wisdom of theirs. And in five minutes the unicorn made 
a step or two forward, and began to crop the long sweet earthly grasses. 
And as soon as he moved there came others through the deep blue 
border of twilight, and all at once there were five of them feeding there. 
And still Orion stood with his hounds and waited. 

Little by little the unicorns moved further away from the border, 
lured further and further into the fields we know by the deep rich 
earthly grasses, on which all five of them browsed in the silent evening. 
If a dog barked, even if a late cock crew, up went all their ears at once 
and they stood watchful, not trusting anything in the fields of men, or 
venturing into them far. 

But at last the one that had come first through the twilight got so far 
from his magical home that Orion was able to run between him and the 
frontier, and his hounds came behind him. And then had Orion been 
toying with the chase, then had he hunted but for an idle whim, and not 
for that deep love of the huntsman’s craft that only huntsmen know, 
then had he lost everything: for his hounds would have chased the 
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nearest unicorns, and they would have been in a moment across the 
frontier and lost, and if the hounds had followed they would have been 
lost too, and all that day’s work would have gone for nothing. But Orion 
led his hounds to chase the furthest, watching all the while to see if any 
hound would try to pursue the others; and only one began to, but 
Orion’s whip was ready. And so he cut his quarry off from its home, 
and his hounds for the second time were in full cry after a unicorn. 

As soon as the unicorn heard the feet of the hounds, and saw with 
one flash of his eye that he could not get to his enchanted home, he shot 
forward with a sudden spring of his limbs and went like an arrow over 
the fields we know. When he came to hedges he did not seem to gather 
his limbs to leap but seemed to glide over them with motionless muscles, 
galloping again when he touched the grass once more. 

In that first rush the hounds drew far ahead of Orion, and this 
enabled him to head the unicorn off whenever it tried to turn to the 
magical land; and at such turnings he came near his hounds again. And 
the third time that Orion turned the unicorn it galloped straight away, 
and so continued over the fields of men. The cry of the hounds went 
through the calm of the evening like a long ripple across a sleeping lake 
following the unseen way of some strange diver. In that straight gallop 
the unicorn gained so much on the hounds that soon Orion only saw 
him far off, a white spot moving along a slope in the gloaming. Then it 
reached the top of a valley and passed from view. But that strong queer 
scent that led the hounds like a song remained clear on the grass, and 
they never checked or faltered except for a moment at streams. Even 
there their ranging noses picked up the magical scent before Orion 
came up to give them his aid. 

And as the hunt went on the daylight faded away, till the sky was all 
prepared for the coming of stars. And one or two stars appeared, and a 
mist came up from streams and spread all white over fields, till they 
could not have seen the unicorn if he had been close before them. The 
very trees seemed sleeping. They passed by little houses, lonely, 
sheltered by elms; shut off by high hedges of yew from those that 
roamed the fields; houses that Orion had never seen or known till the 
chance course of this unicorn brought him suddenly past their doors. 
Dogs barked as they passed, and continued barking long, for that 
magical scent on the air and the rush and the voice of the pack told 
them something strange was afoot; and at first they barked because they 
would have shared in what was afoot, and afterwards to warn their 
masters about the strangeness. They barked long through the evening. 

And once, as they passed a little house in a cluster of old thorns, a 
door suddenly opened, and a woman stood gazing to see them go by: 
she could have seen no more than grey shapes, but Orion in the 
moment as he passed saw all the glow of the house, and the yellow light 
streaming out into the cold. The merry warmth cheered him and he 
would have rested awhile in that little oasis of man in the lonely fields, 
but the hounds went on and he followed; and those in the houses heard 
their cry go past like the sound of a trumpet whose echoes go fading 
away amongst the furthest hills. 

A fox heard them coming, and stood quite still and listened: at first 
he was puzzled. Then he caught the scent of the unicorn, and all was 
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clear to him, for he knew by the magic flavour that it was something 
coming from Elfland. 

But when sheep caught the scent they were terrified, and ran all 
huddled together until they could run no more. 

Cattle leaped up from their sleep, gazed dreamily, and wondered; 
but the unicorn went through them and away, as some rose-scented 
breeze that has strayed from valley gardens into the streets of a city slips 
through the noisy traffic and is gone. 

Soon all the stars were looking on those quiet fields through which 
the hunt went with its exultation, a line of vehement life cleaving 
through sleep and silence. And now the unicorn, far out of sight 
though he was, no longer gained a little at every hedge. For at first he 
lost no more pace at any hedge than a bird loses passing clear of a 
cloud, while the great hounds struggled through what gaps they could 
find, or lay on their sides and wriggled between the stems of the bushes. 
But now he gathered his strength with more effort at every hedge, and 
sometimes hit the top of the hedge and stumbled. He was galloping 
slower too; for this was a journey such as no unicorn made through the 
deep calm of Elfland. And something told the tired hounds they were 
drawing nearer. And a new joy entered their voices. 

They crossed a few more black hedges, and then there loomed before 
them the dark of a wood. When the unicorn entered the wood the 
voices of the hounds were clear in his ears. A pair of foxes saw him 
going slowly, and they ran along beside him to see what would befall the 
magic creature coming weary to them from Elfland. One on each side 
they ran, keeping his slow pace and watching him, and they had no fear 
of the hounds though they heard their cry, for they knew that nothing 
that followed that magical scent would turn aside after any earthly 
thing. So he went labouring through the wood, and the foxes watched 
him curiously all the way. 

The hounds entered the wood and the great oaks rang with the 
sound of them, and Orion followed with an enduring speed that he 
may have got from our fields or that may have come to him over the 
border from Elfland. The dark of the wood was intense but he followed 
his hounds’ cry, and they did not need to see with that wonderful scent 
to guide them. They never wavered as they followed that scent, but 
went on through gloaming and starlight. It was not like any hunt of fox 
or stag; for another fox will cross the line of a fox, or a stag may pass 
through a herd of stags and hinds; even a flock of sheep will bewilder 
hounds by crossing the line, they follow; but this unicorn was the only 
magical thing in all our fields that night, and his scent lay unmistakable 
over the earthly grass, a burning pungent flavour of enchantment 
among the things of every day. They hunted him clear through the 
wood and down to a valley, the two foxes keeping with him and 
watching still: he picked his feet carefully as he went down the hill, as 
though his weight hurt them while he descended the slope, yet his pace 
was as fast as that of the hounds going down: then he went a little way 
along the trough of the valley, turning to his left as soon as he came 
down the hill, but the hounds gained on him then and he turned for 
the opposite slope. And then his weariness could be concealed no 
longer, the thing that all wild creatures conceal to the last; he toiled 
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over every step as though his legs dragged his body heavily. Orion saw 
him from the opposite slope. 

And when the unicorn got to the top the hounds were close behind 
him , so that he suddenly whipped round his great single horn and 
stood before them threatening. Then the hounds bayed about him, but 
the horn waved and bowed with such swift grace that no hound got a 
grip; they knew death when they saw it, and eager though they were to 
fasten upon him they leaped back from that flashing horn. Then Orion 
came up with his bow, but he would not shoot, perhaps because it was 
hard to put an arrow safely past his pack of hounds, perhaps because of 
a feeling such as we have to-day, and which is no new thing among us, 
that it was unfair to the unicorn. Instead he drew an old sword that he 
was wearing, and advanced through his hounds and engaged that 
deadly horn. And the unicorn arched his neck, and the horn flashed at 
Orion; and, weary though the unicorn was, yet a mighty force remained 
in that muscular neck to drive the blow that he aimed, and Orion barely 
parried. He thrust at the unicorn’s throat, but the great horn tossed the 
sword aside from its aim and again lunged at Orion. Again he parried 
with the whole weight of his arm, and had but an inch to spare. He 
thrust again at the throat, and the unicorn parried the sword-thrust 
almost contemptuously. Again and again the unicorn aimed fair at 
Orion’s heart; the huge white beast stepped forward pressing Orion 
back. That graceful bowing neck, with its white arch of hard muscle 
driving the deadly horn, was wearying Orion’s arm. Once more he 
thrust and failed; he saw the unicorn’s eye flash wickedly in the 
starlight, he saw all white before him the fearful arch of its neck, he 
knew he could turn aside its heavy blows no more; and then a hound 
got a grip in front of the right shoulder. No moments passed before 
many another hound leaped on to the unicorn, each with a chosen grip, 
for all that they looked like a rabble rolling and heaving by chance. 
Orion thrust no more, for many hounds all at once were between him 
and his enemy’s throat. Awful groans came from the unicorn, such 
sounds as are not heard in the fields we know; and then there was no 
sound but the deep growl of the hounds that roared over the wonderful 
carcase as they wallowed in fabulous blood. 

CHAPTER XX 

A Historical Fact 

Amongst the weary hounds refreshed with fury and triumph, Orion 
stepped with his whip and drove them away from the monstrous dead 
body, and sent the lash quivering round in a wide circle, while in his 
other hand he took his sword and cut off the unicorn’s head. He also 
took the skin of the long white neck and brought it away dangling 
empty from the head. All the while the hounds bayed and made eager 
rushes one by one at that magical carcase whenever one saw a chance of 
eluding the whip; so that it was long before Orion got his trophy, for he 
had to work as hard with his whip as with his sword. But at last he had it 
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slung by a leather thong over his shoulders, the great horn pointing 
upwards past the right side of his head, and the smeared skin hanging 
down along his back. And while he arranged it thus he allowed his 
hounds to worry the body again and taste that wonderful blood. Then 
he called to them and blew a note on his horn and turned slowly home 
towards Erl, and they all followed behind him. And the two foxes stole 
up to taste the curious blood, for they had sat and waited for this. 

While the unicorn was climbing his last hill Orion felt such fatigue 
that he could have gone little further, but now that the heavy head 
hung from his shoulders all his fatigue was gone and he trod with a 
lightness such as he had in the mornings, for it was his first unicorn. 
And his hounds seemed refreshed as though the blood they had lapped 
had some strange power in it, and they came home riotously, gamboll¬ 
ing and rushing ahead as when newly loosed from their kennels. 

Thus Orion came home over the downs in the night, till he saw the 
valley before him full of the smoke of Erl, where one late light was 
burning in a window of one of his towers. And, coming down the slopes 
by familiar ways, he brought his hounds to their kennels; and just 
before dawn had touched the heights of the downs he blew his horn 
before his postern door. And the aged guardian of the door when he 
opened it to Orion saw the great horn of the unicorn bobbing over his 
head. 

This was the horn that was sent in later years as a gift from the Pope 
to King Francis. Benvenuto Cellini tells of it in his memoirs. He tells 
how Pope Clement sent for him and a certain Tobbia, and ordered 
them to make designs for the setting of a unicorn’s horn, the finest ever 
seen. Judge then of Orion’s delight when the horn of the first unicorn 
he ever took was such as to be esteemed generations later the finest ever 
seen, and in no less a city than Rome, with all her opportunities to 
acquire and compare such things. For a number of these curious horns 
must have been available for the Pope to have selected for the gift the 
finest ever seen; but in the simpler days of my story the rarity of the 
horn was so great that unicorns were still considered fabulous. The year 
of the gift to King Francis would be about 1530, the horn being 
mounted in gold; and the contract went to Tobbia and not to 
Benvenuto Cellini. I mention the date because there are those who care 
little for a tale if it be not here and there supported by history, and who 
even in history care more for fact than philosophy. If any such reader 
have followed the fortunes of Orion so far he will be hungry by now for 
a date or a historical fact. As for the date, I give him 1530. While for the 
historical fact I select that generous gift recorded by Benvenuto Cellini, 
because it may well be that just where he came to unicorns such a reader 
may have felt furthest away from history and have felt loneliest just at 
this point for want of historical things. How the unicorn’s horn found 
its way from the Castle of Erl, and in what hands it wandered, and how 
it came at last to the City of Rome, would of course make another book. 

But all that I need say now about that horn is that Orion took the 
whole head to Threl, who took off the skin and washed it and boiled the 
skull for hours, and replaced the skin and stuffed the neck with straw; 
and Orion set it in the midmost place among all the heads that hung in 
the high hall. And the rumour went all through Erl, as &wift as unicorns 
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gallop, telling of this fine horn that Orion had won. So that the 
parliament of Erl met again in the forge of Narl. They sat at the table 
there debating the rumour; and others besides Threl had seen the 
head. And at first, for the sake of old divisions, some held to their 
opinion that there had been no unicorn. They drank Narks goodly 
mead and argued against the monster. But after a while, whether 
Threl’s argument convinced them, or whether as is more likely, they 
yielded from generosity, which arose like a beautiful flower out of the 
mellow mead, whatever it was the debate of those that opposed the 
unicorn languished, and when the vote was put it was declared that 
Orion had killed a unicorn, which he had hunted hither from beyond 
the fields we know. 

And at this they all rejoiced; for they saw at last the magic for which 
they had longed, and for which they had planned so many years ago, 
when all were younger and had had more hope in their plans. And as 
soon as the vote was taken Narl brought out more mead, and they 
drank again to mark the happy occasion: for magic at last, said they, 
had come on Orion, and a glorious future surely awaited Erl. And the 
long room and the candles and the friendly men and the deep comfort 
of mead made it easy to look a little way forward into time and to see a 
year or so that had not yet come, and to see coming glories glowing a 
little way off. And they told again of the days, but nearer now, when the 
distant lands should hear of the vale they loved: they told again of the 
fame of the fields of Erl going from city to city. One praised its castle, 
another its huge high downs, another the vale itself all hidden from 
every land, another the dear quaint houses built by an olden folk, 
another the deep of the woods that lay over the sky-line; and all spoke 
of the time when the wide world should hear of it all, because of the 
magic that there was in Orion; for they knew that the world has a quick 
ear for magic, and always turns toward the wonderful even though it be 
nearly asleep. Their voices were high, praising magic, telling again of 
the unicorn, glorying in the future of Erl, when suddenly in the 
doorway stood the Freer. He was there in his long white robe with its 
trimming of mauve, in the door with the night behind him. As they 
looked, in the light of their candles, they could see he was wearing an 
emblem, on a chain of gold round his neck. Narl bade him welcome, 
some moved a chair to the table; but he had heard them speak of the 
unicorn. He lifted his voice from where he stood, and addressed them. 
“Cursed be unicorns,” he said, “and all their ways, and all things that be 
magic.” 

In the awe that suddenly changed the mellow room one cried: 
“Master! Curse not us!” 

“Good Freer,” said Narl, “we hunted no unicorn.” 
But the Freer raised up his hand against unicorns and cursed them 

yet. “Curst be their horn,” he cried, “and the place where they dwell, 
and the lilies whereon they feed, curst be all songs that tell of them. 
Curst be they utterly with everything that dwelleth beyond salvation.” 

He paused to allow them to renounce the unicorns, standing still in 
the doorway, looking sternly into the room. 

And they thought of the sleekness of the unicorn’s hide, his swiftness, 
the grace of his neck, and his dim beauty cantering by when he came 
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past Erl in the evening. They thought of his stalwart and redoubtable 
horn; they remembered old songs that told of him. They sat in uneasy 
silence and would not renounce the unicorn. 

And the Freer knew what they thought and he raised his hand again, 
clear in the candle-light with the night behind him. “Curst be their 
speed,” he said, “and their sleek white hide; curst be their beauty and 
all that they have of magic, and everything that walks by enchanted 
streams.” 

And still he saw in their eyes a lingering love for those things that he 
forbade, and therefore he ceased not yet. He lifted his voice yet louder 
and continued, with his eye sternly upon those troubled faces: “And 
curst be trolls, elves, goblins and fairies upon the Earth, and hypogriffs 
and Pegasus in the air, and all the tribes of the mer-folk under the sea. 
Our holy rites forbid them. And curst be all doubts, all singular dreams, 
all fancies. And from magic may all true folk be turned away. Amen.” 

He turned round suddenly and was into the night. A wind loitered 
about the door, then flapped it to. And the large room in the forge of 
Narl was as it had been but a few moments before, yet the mellow mood 
of it seemed dulled and dim. And then Narl spoke, rising up at the 
table’s end and breaking the gloom of the silence. “Did we plan our 
plans,” he said, “so long ago, and put our faith in magic, that we should 
now renounce magical things and curse our neighbours, the harmless 
folk beyond the fields we know, and the beautiful things of the air, and 
dead mariners’ lovers dwelling beneath the sea?” 

“No, no,” said some. And they quaffed their mead again. 
And then one rose with his horn of mead held high, then another 

and then another, till all were standing upright all round the light of 
the candles. “Magic!” one cried. And the rest with one accord took up 
his cry till all were shouting “Magic.” 

The Freer on his homeward way heard that cry of Magic, he gathered 
his sacred robe more closely around him and clutched his holy things, 
and said a spell that kept him from sudden demons and the doubtful 
things of the mist. 

CHAPTER XXI 

On the Verge of Earth 

And on that day Orion rested his hounds. But the next day he rose 
early and went to his kennels and loosened the joyous hounds in the 
shining morning, and led them out of the valley and over the downs 
toward the frontier of twilight again. And he took his bow with him no 
more, but only his sword and his whip; for he had come to love the joy 
of his fifteen hounds when they hunted the one-horned monster, and 
felt that he shared the joy of every hound; while to shoot one with an 
arrow would be but a single joy. 

All day he went over the fields, greeting some farmer here and there, 
or worker in the held, and gaining greetings in return, and good wishes 
for sport. But when evening came and he was near the frontier, fewer 
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and fewer greeted him as he passed, for he was manifestly travelling 
where none went, whence even their thoughts held back. So he went 
lonely, yet cheered by his eager thoughts, and happy in the comrade¬ 
ship of his hounds; and both his thoughts and his hounds were all for 
the chase. 

And so he came to the barrier of twilight again, where the hedges ran 
down to it from the fields of men and turned strange and dim in a glow 
that is not of our Earth and disappeared in the twilight. He stood with 
his hounds close in against one of these hedges just where it touched 
the barrier. The light just there on the hedge, if like anything of our 
Earth, was like the misty dimness that flashes upon a hedge, seen only 
across one field, when touched by the rainbow: in the sky the rainbow is 
clear, but close across one wide field the rainbow’s end scarcely shows, 
yet a heavenly strangeness has touched and altered the hedge. In some 
such light as that glowed the last of the hawthorns that grew in the 
fields of men. And just beyond it, like a liquid opal, all full of wandering 
lights, lay the barrier through which no man can see, and no sound 
come but the sound of the elfin horns, and only that to the ears of very 
few. The horns were blowing now, piercing that barrier of dim light 
and silence with the magical resonance of their silver note, that seemed 
to beat past all things intervening to come to Orion’s ear, as the sunlight 
beats through ether to illumine the vales of the moon. 

The horns died down, and nothing whispered from Elfland; and all 
the sounds thenceforth were the sounds of an earthly evening. Even 
these grew few, and still no unicorns came. 

A dog barked far away: a cart, the sole sound on an empty road, went 
homeward wearily: someone spoke in a lane and then left the silence 
unbroken, for words seemed to offend the hush that was over all our 
fields. And in the hush Orion gazed at the frontier, watching for the 
unicorns that never came, expecting each moment to see one step 
through the twilight. But he had done unwisely in coming to the same 
spot at which he had found the five unicorns only two days before. For 
of all creatures the unicorns are the wariest, guarding their beauty from 
the eye of man with never ceasing watchfulness; dwelling all day 
beyond the fields we know, and only entering them rarely at evening, 
when all is still, and with the utmost vigilance, and venturing even then 
scarcely beyond the edges. To come on such animals twice at the same 
spot within two days with hounds, after hunting and killing one of 
them, was more unlikely than Orion thought. But his heart was full of 
the triumph of his hunt, and the scene of it lured him back to it in the 
way that such scenes have. And now he gazed at the frontier, waiting 
for one of these great creatures to come proudly through, a great 
tangible shape out of the dim opalescence. And no unicorn came. 

And standing gazing there so long, that curious boundary began to 
lure him till his thoughts went roaming with its wandering lights and he 
desired the peaks of Elfland. And well they knew that lure who dwelt on 
those farms lying all along the edge of the fields we know, and wisely 
kept their eyes turned ever away from that wonder that lay with its 
marvel of colours so near to the backs of their houses. For there was a 
beauty in it such as is not in all our fields; and it is told those farmers in 
youth how, if they gaze upon those wandering lights, there will remain 



418 The King of Elfland's Daughter 

no joy for them in the goodly fields, the fine, brown furrows or the 
waves of wheat, or in any things of ours; but their hearts will be far 
from here with elfin things, yearning always for unknown mountains 
and for folk not blessed by the Freer. 

And standing now, while our earthly evening waned, upon the very 
edge of that magical twilight, the things of Earth rushed swiftly from 
his remembrance, and suddenly all his care was for elfin things. Of all 
the folk that trod the paths of men he remembered only his mother, 
and suddenly knew, as though the twilight had told him, that she was 
enchanted and he of a magical line. And none had told him this, but he 
knew it now. 

For years he had wondered through many an evening and guessed 
where his mother was gone: he had guessed in lonely silence; none 
knew what the child was guessing: and now an answer seemed to hang 
in the air; it seemed as though she were only a little way off across the 
enchanted twilight that divided those farms from Elfland. He moved 
three steps and came to the frontier itself; his foot was the furthest that 
stood in the fields we know: against his face the frontier lay like a mist, 
in which all the colours of pearls were dancing gravely. A hound stirred 
as he moved, the pack turned their heads and eyed him; he stood, and 
they rested again. He tried to see through the barrier, but saw nothing 
but wandering lights that were made by the massing of twilights from 
the ending of thousands of days, which had been preserved by magic to 
build that barrier there. Then he called to his mother across that mighty 
gap, those few preserved by magic to build that barrier there. Then he 
upon one side Earth and the haunts of men, and the time that we 
measure by minutes and hours and years, and upon the other Elfland 
and another way of time. He called to her twice and listened, and called 
again; and never a cry or a whisper came out of Elfland. He felt then 
the magnitude of the gulf that divided him from her, and knew it to be 
vast and dark and strong, like the gulfs that set apart our times from a 
bygone day, or that stand between daily life and the things of dream, or 
between folk tilling the Earth and the heroes of song, or between those 
living yet and those they mourn. And the barrier twinkled and sparkled 
as though so airy a thing never divided lost years from that fleeing hour 
called Now. 

He stood there with the cries of Earth faint in the late evening, 
behind him, and the mellow glow of the soft earthly twilight; and 
before him, close to his face, the utter silence of Elfland, and the barrier 
that made the silence, gleaming with its strange beauty. And now he 
thought no more of earthly things, but only gazed into that wall of 
twilight, as prophets tampering with forbidden lore gaze into cloudy 
crystals. And to all that was elvish in Orion’s blood, to all that he had of 
magic from his mother, the little lights of the twilight-builded boundary 
lured and tempted and beckoned. He thought of his mother dwelling in 
lonely ease beyond the rage of Time, he thought of the glories of 
Elfland, dimly known by magical memories that he had had from his 
mother. The little cries of the earthly evening behind him he heeded no 
more nor heard. And with all these little cries were lost to him also the 
ways and the needs of men, the things they plan, the things they toil for 
and hope for, and all the little things their patience achieves. In the new 
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knowledge that had come to him beside this glittering boundary that he 
was of magical blood he desired at once to cast off his allegiance to 
Time, and to leave the lands that lay under Time’s dominion and were 
ever scourged by his tyranny, to leave them with no more than five 
short paces, and to enter the ageless land where his mother sat with her 
father while he reigned on his misty throne in that hall of bewildering 
beauty at which only song has guessed. No more was Erl his home, no 
more were the ways of man his ways: their fields to his feet no more! 
But the peaks of the Elfin Mountains were to him now what welcoming 
eaves of straw are to earthly labourers at evening; the fabulous, the 
unearthly, were to Orion home. Thus had that barrier of twilight, too 
long seen, enchanted him; so much more magical was it than any 
earthly evening. 

And there are those that might have gazed long at it and even yet 
turned away; but not easily Orion; for though magic has power to 
charm worldly things they respond to enchantment heavily and slowly, 
while all that was magic in Orion’s blood flashed answer to the magic 
that shown in the rampart of Elfland. It was made of the rarest lights 
that wander in air, and the fairest flashes of sunlight that astonish our 
fields through storm, and the mists of little streams, and the glow of 
flowers in moonlight, and all the ends of our rainbows with all their 
beauty and magic, and scraps of the gloaming of evenings long 
treasured in aged minds. Into this enchantment he stepped to have 
done with mundane things; but as his foot touched the twilight a hound 
that had sat behind him under the hedge, held back from the chase so 
long, stretched its body a little and uttered one of those low cries of 
impatience that amongst the ways of man most nearly resembles a 
yawn. And old habit, at that sound made Orion turn his head, and he 
saw the hound and went up to him for a moment, and patted him and 
would have said farewell; but all the hounds were around him then, 
nosing his hands and looking up at his face. And standing there 
amongst his eager hounds, Orion, who but a moment before was 
dreaming of fabulous things with thoughts that floated over the magical 
lands and scaled the enchanted peaks of the Elfin Mountains, was 
suddenly at the call of his earthly lineage. It was not that he cared more 
to hunt than to be with his mother beyond the fret of time, in the lands 
of her father lovelier than anything song hath said; it was not that he 
loved his hounds so much that he could not leave them; but his fathers 
had followed the chase age after age, as his mother’s line had timelessly 
followed magic; and the call towards magic was strong while he looked 
on magical things, and the old earthly line was as strong to beckon him 
to the chase. The beautiful boundary of twilight had drawn his desires 
towards Elfland, next moment his hounds had turned him another way: 
it is hard for any of us to avoid the grip of external things. 

For some moments Orion stood thinking among his hounds, trying to 
decide which way to turn, trying to weigh the easy lazy ages, that hung 
over untroubled lawns and the listless glories of Elfland, with the good 
brown plough and the pasture and the little hedges of Earth. But the 
hounds were around him, nosing, crying, looking into his eyes, 
speaking to him if tails and paws and large brown eyes can speak, saying 
“Away! Away!” To think amongst all that tumult was impossible; he 
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could not decide, and the hounds had it in their way, and he and they 
went, together, home over the fields we know. 

CHAPTER XXII 

Orion Appoints a Whip 

And many times again, while the winter wore away, Orion went back 
again with his hounds to that wonderful boundary, and waited there 
while the earthly twilight faded; and sometimes saw the unicorns come 
through, craftily, silently, when our fields were still, great beautiful 
shapes of white. But he brought back no more horns to the castle of Erl, 
nor hunted again across the fields we know; for the unicorns when they 
came moved into our fields no more than a few bare paces, and Orion 
was not able to cut one off again. Once when he tried he nearly lost all 
his hounds, some being already within the boundary when he beat them 
back with his whip; another two yards and the sound of his earthly horn 
could never more have reached them. It was this that taught him that 
for all the power that he had over his hounds, and even though in that 
power was something of magic, yet one man without help could not 
hunt hounds, so near to that edge over which if one should stray it 
would be lost forever. 

After this Orion watched the lads at their games in evenings at Erl, till he 
had marked three that in speed and strength seemed to excel the rest; and 
two of these he chose to be whippers-in. He went to the cottage of one of 
them when the games were over, just as the lights were lit, a tall lad with 
great speed of limb; the lad and his mother were there and both rose from 
the table as the father opened the door and Orion came in. And cheerily 
Orion asked the lad if he would come with the hounds and carry a whip 
and prevent any from straying. And a silence fell. All knew that Orion 
hunted strange beasts and took his hounds to strange places. None there 
had ever stepped beyond the fields we know. The lad feared to pass 
beyond them. His parents were full loth to let him go. At length the silence 
was broken by excuses and muttered sentences and unfinished things, and 
Orion saw that the lad would not come. 

He went then to the house of the other. There too the candles were lit 
and a table spread. There were two old women there and the lad at 
their supper. And to them Orion told how he needed a whipper-in, and 
asked the lad to come. Their fear in that house was more marked. The 
old women cried out together that the lad was too young, that he could 
not run so well as he used to, that he was not worthy of so great an 
honour, that dogs never would trust him. And much more than this 
they said, till they became incoherent. Orion left them and went to the 
house of the third. It was the same here. The elders had desired magic 
for Erl, but the actual touch of it, or the mere thought of it, perturbed 
the folk in their cottages. None would spare their sons to go whither 
they knew not, to have dealings with things that rumour, like a large 
and sinister shadow, had so grimly magnified in the hamlet of Erl. So 
Orion went alone with his hounds when he took them up from the 
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valley and went eastwards over our fields where Earth’s folk would not 
go. 

It was late in the month of March, and Orion slept in his tower, when 
there came up to him from far below, shrill and clear in the early 
morning, the sound of his peacocks calling. The bleat of sheep far up 
on the downs came to wake him too, and cocks were crowing 
clamourously, for Spring was singing through the sunny air. He rose 
and went to his hounds; and soon early labourers saw him go up the 
steep side of the valley with all his hounds behind him, tan patches 
against the green. And so he passed over the fields we know. And so he 
was come, before the sun had set, to that strip of land from which all 
men turned away, where westward stood men’s houses among fields of 
fat brown clay and eastward the Elfin Mountains shone over the 
boundary of twilight. 

He went with his hounds along the last hedge, down to the boundary. 
And no sooner had he come there than he saw a fox quite close slip out 
of the twilight between Earth and Elfland, and run a few yards along 
the edge of our fields and then slip back again. And of this Orion 
thought nothing, for it is the way of the fox thus to haunt the edge of 
Elfland and to return again to our fields: it is thus that he brings us 
something of which none of our cities guess. But soon the fox appeared 
again out of the twilight and ran a litle way and was back in the 
luminous barrier once more. Then Orion watched to see what the fox 
was doing. And yet again it appeared in the held we know, and dodged 
back into the twilight. And the hounds watched too, and showed no 
longing to hunt it, for they had tasted fabulous blood. 

Orion walked along beside the twilight in the direction in which the 
fox was going, with his curiosity growing the more that the fox dodged 
in and out of our fields. The hounds followed him slowly and soon lost 
their interest in what the fox was doing. And all at once the curious 
thing was explained for Lurulu all of a sudden skipped through the 
twilight, and that troll appeared in our fields: it was with him that the 
fox was playing. 

“A man,” said Lurulu aloud to himself, or to his comrade the fox, 
speaking in troll-talk. And all at once Orion remembered the troll that 
had come into his nursery with his little charm against time, and had 
leaped from shelf to shelf and across the ceiling and enraged Ziroon- 
derel who had feared for her crockery. 

“The troll!” he said, also in troll-talk; for his mother had murmured it 
to him as a child when she told him tales of the trolls and their age-old 
songs. 

“Who is this that knows troll-talk?” said Lurulu. 
And Orion told his name, and this meant nothing to Lurulu. But he 

squatted down and rummaged a little while in what answers in trolls to 
our memory; and during his ransacking of much trivial remembrance 
that had eluded the destruction of time in the fields we know, and the 
listless apathy of unchanging ages in Elfland, he came all at once on his 
remembrance of Erl; and looked at Orion again and began to cogitate. 
And at this same moment Orion told to the troll the august name of his 
mother. At once Lurulu made what is known amongst the trolls of 
Elfland as the abasement of the five points; that is to say he bowed 
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himself to the ground on his two knees, his two hands and his forehead. 
Then he sprang up again with a high leap into the air; for reverence 
rested not on his spirit long. 

“What are you doing in men’s fields?” said Orion. 
“Playing” said Lurulu. 
“What do you do in Elfland?” 
“Watch time” said Lurulu. 
“That would not amuse me” said Orion. 
“You’ve never done it,” said Lurulu. “You cannot watch time in the 

fields of men.” 
“Why not?” asked Orion. 
“It moves too fast.” 
Orion pondered awhile on this but could make nothing of it; because, 

never having gone from the fields we know, he knew only one pace of 
time, and so had no means of comparison. 

“How many years have gone over you,” asked the troll, “since we 
spoke in Erl?” 

“Years?” said Orion. 
“A hundred?” guessed the troll. 
“Nearly twelve,” said Orion. “And you?” 
“It is still to-day” said the troll. 
And Orion would not speak any more of time, for he cared not for 

the discussion of a subject of which he appeared to know less than a 
common troll. 

“Will you carry a whip,” he said, “and run with my hounds when we 
hunt the unicorn over the fields we know.” 

Lurulu looked searchingly at the hounds, watching their brown eyes: 
the hounds turned doubtful noses towards the troll and sniffed 
enquiringly. 

“They are dogs,” said the troll, as though that were against them. 
“Yet they have pleasant thoughts.” 

“You will carry the whip then,” said Orion. 
“M, Yes. Yes,” said the troll. 
So Orion gave him his own whip there and then, and blew his horn 

and went away from the twilight, and told Lurulu to keep the hounds 
together and to bring them on behind him. 

And the hounds were uneasy at the sight of the troll, and sniffed and 
sniffed again, but could not make him human, and were loth to obey a 
creature no larger than them. They ran up to him through curiosity, 
and ran away in disgust, and straggled through disobedience. But the 
boundless resources of that nimble troll were not thus easily thwarted, 
and the whip went suddenly up, looking three times as large in that tiny 
hand, and the lash flew forward and cracked on the tip of a hound’s 
nose. The hound yelped, then looked astonished, and the rest were 
uneasy still: they must have thought it an accident. But again the lash 
shot forward and cracked on another nose-tip; and the hounds saw 
then that it was not chance that guided those stinging shots, but a 
deadly unerring eye. And from that time on they reverenced Lurulu, 
although he never smelt human. 

So went Orion and his pack of hounds in the late evening home¬ 
wards, and no sheep-dog kept the flock on wolf-haunted wold safer or 
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closer than Lurulu kept the pack: he was on each flank or behind them, 
wherever a straggler was, and could leap right over the pack from side 
to side. And the pale-blue Elfin Mountains faded from view before 
Orion had gone from the frontier as much as a hundred paces, for their 
gloomless peaks were hid by the earthly darkness that was deepening 
wide over the fields we know. 

Homeward they went, and soon there appeared above them the 
wandering multitude of our earth-seen stars. Lurulu now and then 
looked up to marvel at them, as we have all done at some time; but for 
the most part he fixed his attention on the hounds, for now that he was 
in earthly fields he was concerned with the things of Earth. And never 
one hound loitered but that Lurulu’s whip would touch him, with its 
tiny explosion, perhaps on the tip of its tail, scattering a little dust of 
fragments of hair and whipcord; and the hound would yelp and run in 
to the others, and all the pack would know that another of those 
unerring shots had gone home. 

A certain grace with a whip, a certain sureness of aim, comes when a 
life is devoted to the carrying of a whip amongst hounds; comes, say, in 
twenty years. And sometimes it runs in families; and that is better than 
years of practice. But neither years of practice nor the wont of the whip 
in the blood can give the certain aim that one thing can; and that one 
thing is magic. The hurl of the lash, as immediate as the sudden turn of 
an eye, its flash to a chosen spot as direct as sight, were not of this Earth. 
And though the cracks of that whip might have seemed to passing men 
to be no more than the work of an earthly huntsman, yet not a hound 
but knew that there was in it more than this, a thing from beyond our 
fields. 

There was a touch of dawn in the sky when Orion saw again the 
village of Erl, sending up pillars of smoke from early fires below him, 
and came with his hounds and his new whipper-in down the side of the 
valley. Early windows winked at him as he went down the street and 
came in the silence and chill to the empty kennels. And when the 
hounds were all curled up on their straw he found a place for Lurulu, a 
mouldering loft in which were sacks and a few heaps of hay: from a 
pigeon-loft just beyond it some of the pigeons had strayed, and dwelt all 
along the rafters. There Orion left Lurulu, and went to his tower, cold 
with the want of sleep and food; and weary as he would not have been if 
he had found a unicorn, but the noise of the troll’s chatter when he had 
found him on the frontier had made it useless to watch for those wary 
beasts that evening. Orion slept. But the troll in the mouldering loft sat 
long on his bundle of hay observing the ways of time. He saw through 
cracks in old shutters the stars go moving by; he saw them pale: he saw 
the other light spread; he saw the wonder of sunrise: he felt the gloom 
of the loft all full of the coo of the pigeons; he watched their restless 
ways: he heard wild birds stir in near elms, and men abroad in the 
morning, and horses and carts and cows; and everything changing as 
the morning grew. A land of change! The decay of the boards in the 
loft, and the moss outside in the mortar, and old lumber mouldering 
away all seemed to tell the same story. Change and nothing abiding. He 
thought of the age-old calm that held the beauty of Elfland. And then 
he thought of the tribe of trolls he had left, wondering what they would 
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think of the ways of Earth. And the pigeons were suddenly terrified by 
wild peals of Lurulu’s laughter. 

CHAPTER XXIII 

Lurulu Watches the Restlessness of Earth 

As the day wore on and still Orion slept heavily, and even the hounds 
lay silent in their kennels a little way off, and the coming and going of 
men and carts below had nothing to do with the troll, Lurulu began to feel 
lonely. So thick are the brown trolls in the dells they inhabit that none 
feels lonely there. They sit there silent, enjoying the beauty of Elfland 
or their own impudent thoughts, or at rare moments when Elfland is 
stirred from its deep natural calm their laughter floods the dells. They 
were no more lonely there than rabbits are. But in all the fields of Earth 
there was only one troll; and that troll felt lonely. The door of the 
pigeon loft was open some ten feet from the door of the hayloft, and 
some six feet higher. A ladder led to the hayloft, clamped to the wall 
with iron; but nothing at all communicated with the pigeon-loft lest cats 
should go that way. From it came the murmur of abundant life, which 
attracted the lonely troll. The jump from door to door was nothing to 
him, and he landed in the pigeon-loft in his usual attitude, with a look 
of impudent welcome upon his face. But the pigeons poured away on a 
roar of wings through their windows, and the troll was still lonely. 

He liked the pigeon-loft as soon as he looked at it. He liked the signs 
that he saw of teeming life, the hundred little houses of slate and 
plaster, the myriad feathers, and the musty smell. He liked the age-old 
ease of the sleepy loft, and the huge spiders-webs that draped the 
corners, holding years and years of dust. He did not know what 
cobwebs were, never having seen them in Elfland, but he admired their 
workmanship. 

The age of the pigeon-loft that had filled the corners with cobwebs, 
and broken patches of plaster away from the wall, shewing ruddy bricks 
beneath, and laid bare the laths in the roof and even the slates beyond, 
gave to the dreamy place an air not unlike to the calm of Elfland; but 
below it and all around Lurulu noted the restlessness of Earth. Even the 
sunlight through the little ventilation-holes that shone on the wall 
moved. 

Presently there came the roar of the pigeons’ returning wings and the 
crash of their feet on the slate roof above him, but they did not yet 
come in again to their homes. He saw the shadow of this roof cast on 
another roof below him, and the restless shadows of the pigeons along 
the edge. He observed the grey lichen covering most of the lower roof, 
and the neat round patches of newer yellow lichen on the shapeless 
mass of the grey. He heard a duck call out slowly six or seven times. He 
heard a man come into a stable below him and lead a horse away. A 
hound woke and cried out. Some jackdaws, disturbed from some tower, 
passed over high in the air with boisterous voices. He saw big clouds go 
hurrying along the tops of far hills. He heard a wild pigeon call from a 



The King of Elfland’s Daughter 425 

neighbouring tree. Some men went by talking. And after a while he 
perceived to his astonishment what he had had no leisure to notice on 
his previous visit to Erl, that even the shadows of houses moved; for he 
saw that the shadow of the roof under which he sat had moved a little 
on the roof below, over the grey and yellow lichen. Perpetual move¬ 
ment and perpetual change! He contrasted it, in wonder, with the deep 
calm of his home, where the moment moved more slowly than the 
shadows of houses here, and did not pass until all the content with 
which a moment is stored had been drawn from it by every creature in 
Elfland. 

And then with a whirring and whining of wings the pigeons began to 
come back. They came from the tops of the battlements of the highest 
tower of Erl, on which they had sheltered awhile, feeling guarded by its 
great height and its hoary age from this strange new thing that they 
feared. They came back and sat on the sills of their little windows and 
looked in with one eye at the troll. Some were all white, but the grey 
ones had rainbow-coloured necks that were scarce less lovely than those 
colours that made the splendour of Elfland; and Lurulu as they 
watched him suspiciously where he sat still in a corner longed for their 
dainty companionship. And, when these restless children of a restless 
air and Earth still would not enter, he tried to soothe them with the 
restlessness to which they were accustomed and in which he believed all 
folk that dwelt in our fields delighted. He leaped up suddenly; he 
sprang on to a slate-built house for a pigeon high on a wall; he darted 
across to the next wall and back to the floor; but there was an outcry of 
wings and the pigeons were gone. And gradually he learned that the 
pigeons preferred stillness. 

Their wings roared back soon to the roof; their feet thumped and 
clicked on the slates again; but not for long did they return to their 
homes. And the lonely troll looked out of their windows observing the 
ways of Earth. He saw a water-wagtail light on the roof below him: he 
watched it until it went. And then two sparrows came to some corn that 
had been dropped on the ground: he noted them too. Each was an 
entirely new genus to the troll, and he showed no more interest as he 
watched every movement of the sparrows than should we if we met with 
an utterly unknown bird. When the sparrows were gone the duck 
quacked again, so deliberately that another ten minutes passed while 
Lurulu tried to interpret what it was saying, and although he desisted 
then because other interests attracted him he felt sure it was something 
important. Then the jackdaws tumbled by again, but their voices 
sounded frivolous, and Lurulu did not give them mucjh attention. To 
the pigeons on the roof that would not come home he listened long, not 
trying to interpret what they were saying, yet satisfied with the case as 
the pigeons put it; feeling that they told the story of life, and that all was 
well. And he felt as he listened to the low talk of the pigeons that Earth 
must have been going on for a long time. 

Beyond the roofs the tall trees rose up, leafless except for evergreen 
oaks and some laurels and pines and yews, and the ivy that climbed up 
trunks, but the buds of the beech were getting ready to burst: and the 
sunlight glittered and flashed on the buds and leaves, and the ivy and 
laurel shone. A breeze passed by and some smoke drifted from some 
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near chimney. Far away Lurulu saw a huge grey wall of stone that 
circled a garden all asleep in the sun; and clear in the sunlight he saw a 
butterfly sail by, and swoop when it came to the garden. And then he 
saw two peacocks go slowly past. He saw the shadow of the roofs 
darkening the lower part of the shining trees. He heard a cock crow 
somewhere, and a hound spoke out again. And then a sudden shower 
rained on the roofs, and at once the pigeons wanted to come home. 
They alighted outside their little windows again and all looked sideways 
at the troll; Lurulu kept very still this time; and after a while the 
pigeons, though they saw that he was by no means one of themselves, 
agreed that he did not belong to the tribe of cat, and returned at last to 
the street of their tiny houses and there continued their curious age-old 
tale. And Lurulu longed to repay them with curious tales of the trolls, 
the treasured legends of Elfland, but found that he could not make 
them understand troll-talk. So he sat and listened to them talking, till it 
seemed to him they were trying to lull the restlessness of Earth, and 
thought that they might by drowsy incantation be putting some spell 
against time, through which it could not come to harm their nests; for 
the power of time was not made clear to him yet and he knew not yet 
that nothing in our fields has the strength to hold out against time. The 
very nests of the pigeons were built on the ruins of old nests, on a solid 
layer of crumbled things that time had made in that pigeon-loft, as 
outside it the strata are made from the ruins of hills. So vast and 
ceaseless a ruin was not yet clear to the troll, for his sharp understand¬ 
ing had only been meant to guide him through the lull and the calm of 
Elfland, and he busied himself with a tinier consideration. For seeing 
that the pigeons seemed now amicable he leapt back to his hayloft and 
returned with a bundle of hay, which he put down in a corner to make 
himself comfortable there. When the pigeons saw all this movement 
they looked at him sideways again, jerking their necks queerly, but in 
the end decided to accept the troll as a lodger; and he curled up on his 
hay and listened to the history of Earth, which he believed the tale of 
the pigeons to be,* though he did not know their language. 

But the day wore on and hunger came on the troll, far sooner than 
ever it did in Elfland, where even when he was hungry he had no more 
to do than to reach up and take the berries that hung low from the 
trees, that grew in the forest that bordered the dells of the trolls. And it 
is because the trolls eat them whenever hunger comes on them, which it 
rarely does, that these curious fruits are called trollberries. He leaped 
now from the pigeon-loft and scampered abroad, looking all around 
for trollberries. And there were no berries at all, for there is but one 
season for berries, as we know well; it is one of the tricks of time. But 
that all the berries on Earth should pass away for a period was to the 
troll too astounding to be comprehended at all. He was all amongfarm- 
buildings, and presently he saw a rat humping himself slowly along 
through a dark shed. He knew nothing of rat-talk; but it is a curious 
thing that when any two folk are after the same thing, each somehow 
knows what the other is after, at once, as soon as he sees him. We are all 
partially blind to other folks’ occupations, but when we meet anyone 
engaged in our own pursuit then somehow we soon seem to know 
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without being told. And the moment that Lurulu saw the rat in the shed 
he seemed to know that it was looking for food. So he followed the rat 
quietly. And soon the rat came up to a sack of oats, and to open that 
took him no longer than it does to shell a row of peas, and soon he was 
eating the oats. 

“Are they good?” said the troll in troll-talk. 
The rat looked at him dubiously, noting his resemblance to man, and 

on the other hand his unlikeness to dogs. But on the whole the rat was 
dissatisfied, and after a long look turned away in silence and went out of 
the shed. Then Lurulu ate the oats and found they were good. 

When he had had enough oats the troll returned to the pigeon-loft, 
and sat a long while there at one of the little windows looking out across 
the roofs at the strange new ways of time. And the shadow upon the 
trees went higher, and the glitter was gone from the laurels and all the 
lower leaves. And then the light of the ivy-leaves and the holm-oaks 
turned from silvery to pale gold. And the shadow went higher still. All 
the world full of change. 

An old man with a narrow long white beard came slowly to the 
kennels, and opened the door and went in and fed the hounds with 
meat that he brought from a shed. All the evening rang with the 
hounds’ outcry. And presently the old man came out again, and his 
slow departure seemed to the watchful troll yet more of the restlessness 
of Earth. 

And then a man came slowly leading a horse to the stable below the 
pigeon-loft; and went away again and left the horse eating. The 
shadows were higher now on walls and roofs and trees. Only the tree- 
tops and the tip of a high belfry had the light any longer. The ruddy 
buds on high beeches were glowing now like dull rubies. And a great 
serenity came in the pale blue sky, and small clouds leisurely floating 
there turned to a flaming orange, past which the rooks went home¬ 
wards to some clump of trees under the downs. It was a peaceful scene. 
And yet to the troll, as he watched in the musty loft amongst 
generations of feathers, the noise of the rooks and their multitude 
thronging the sky, the dull continual sound of the horse eating, the 
leisurely sound now and then of homeward feet, and the slow shutting 
of gates, seemed to be proof that nothing ever rested in all the fields we 
know; and the sleepy lazy village that dreamed in the Vale of Erl, and 
that knew no more of other lands than their folk knew of its story, 
seemed to that simple troll to be a vortex of restlessness. 

And now the sunlight was gone from the highest places, and a moon 
a few days old was shining over the pigeon-loft, out of sight of Lurulu’s 
window, but filling the air with a strange new tint. And all these changes 
bewildered him, so that he thought awhile of returning to Elfland, but 
the whim came again to his mind to astonish the other trolls; and while 
this whim was on him he slipped down from the loft, and went to find 
Orion. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 

Lurulu Speaks of Earth and the Ways of Men 

The troll had found Orion in his castle and had laid his plan before 
him. Briefly the plan was to have more whips for the pack. For one 
alone could not always guard every hound from straying when they 
went to the boundary of twilight, where but a few yards away lay spaces 
from which if a hound ever came home, as lost hounds do at evening, it 
would come home all worn and bedraggled with age for its half hour of 
straying. Each hound, said Lurulu, should have its troll to guide it, and 
to run with it when it hunted, and be its servant when it came home 
hungry and muddy. And Orion had seen at once the unequalled 
advantage of having each hound controlled by an alert if tiny intel¬ 
ligence, and had told Lurulu to go for the trolls. So now, while the 
hounds were sleeping on boards in a doggy mass in each of their 
kennels, for the dogs and the bitches dwelt each in a separate house, the 
troll was scurrying over the fields we know through twilight trembling 
on the verge of moonlight, with his face turned toward Elfland. 

He passed a white farm-house with a little window towards him that 
shone bright yellow out of a wall pale blue with a tint that it had from 
the moon. Two dogs barked at him and rushed out to chase him, and 
this troll would have tricked them and mocked them on any other day, 
but now his mind was full to the brim with his mission, and he heeded 
them no more than a thistledown would have heeded them on a windy 
day of September, and went on bouncing over the tips of the grasses till 
the pursuing dogs were far behind and panting. 

And long before the stars had paled from any touch of the dawn he 
came to the barrier that divides our fields from the home of such things 
as him, and leaping forward out of the earthly night, and high through 
the barrier of twilight, he arrived on all fours on his natal soil in the 
ageless day of Elfland. Through the gorgeous beauty of that heavy air 
that outshines our lakes at sunrise, and leaves all our colours pale, he 
scampered full of the news he had with which to astonish his kith. He 
came to the moors of the trolls where they dwell in their queer 
habitations, and uttered the squeaks as he went whereby the trolls 
summon their folk; and he came to the forest in which the trolls have 
made dwellings in boles of enormous trees; for there be trolls of the 
forest and trolls of the moor, two tribes that are friendly and kin; and 
there he uttered again the squeaks of the trolls’ summons. And soon 
there was a rustling of flowers throughout the deeps of the forest, as 
though all four winds were blowing, and the rustling grew and grew, 
and the trolls appeared, and sat down one by one near Lurulu. And still 
the rustling grew, troubling the whole wood, and the brown trolls 
poured on and sat down round Lurulu. From many a tree-hole, and 
hollows thick with fern, they came tumbling in; and from the high thin 
gomaks afar on the moors, to name as are named in Elfland those queer 
habitations for which there is no earthly name, the odd grey cloth-like 
material draped tent-wise about a pole. They gathered about him in the 
dim but glittering light that floated amongst the fronds of those magical 
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trees, whose soaring trunks out-distanced our eldest pines, and shone 
on the spikes of cacti of which our world little dreams. And when the 
brown mass of the trolls was all gathered there, till the floor of the 
forest looked as though an Autumn had come to Elfland, strayed out of 
the fields we know, and when all the rustling had ceased and the silence 
was heavy again as it had been for ages, Lurulu spoke to them telling 
them tales of time. 

Never before had such tales been heard in Elfland. Trolls had 
appeared before in the fields we know, and had come back wondering: 
but Lurulu amongst the house of Erl had been in the midst of men; and 
time, as he told the trolls, moved in the village with more wonderful 
speed than ever it did in the grass of the fields of Earth. He told how 
the light moved, he told of shadows, he told how the air was white and 
bright and pale; he told how for a little while Earth began to grow like 
Elfland, with a kinder light and the beginning of colours, and then just 
as one thought of home the light would blink away and the colours be 
gone. He told of stars. He told of cows and goats and the moon, three 
horned creatures that he found curious. He had found more wonder in 
Earth than we remember, though we also saw these things once for the 
first time; and out of the wonder he felt at the ways of the fields we 
know, he made many a tale that held the inquisitive trolls and gripped 
them silent upon the floor of the forest, as though they were indeed a 
fall of brown leaves in October that a frost had suddenly bound. They 
heard of chimneys and carts for the first time: with a thrill they heard of 
windmills. They listened spell-bound to the ways of men; and every 
now and then, as when he told of hats, there ran through the forest a 
wave of little yelps of laughter. 

Then he said that they should see hats and spades and dog-kennels, 
and look through casements and get to know the windmill; and a 
curiosity arose in the forest amongst that brown mass of trolls, for their 
race is profoundly inquisitive. And Lurulu stopped not here, relying on 
curiosity alone to draw them from Elfland into the fields we know; but 
he drew them also with another emotion. For he spoke of the haughty, 
reserved, high, glittering unicorns, who tarry to speak to trolls no more 
than cattle when they drink in pools of ours trouble to speak to frogs. 
They all knew their haunts, they should watch their ways and tell of 
these things to man, and the outcome of it would be that they should 
hunt the unicorns with nothing less than dogs. Now however slight 
their knowledge of dogs, the fear of dogs is—as I have said—universal 
amongst all creatures that run; and they laughed gustily to think of the 
unicorns being hunted with dogs. Thus Lurulu lured them toward 
Earth with spite and curiosity; and knew that he was succeeding; and 
inwardly chuckled till he was well warmed within. For amongst the 
trolls none goes in higher repute than one that is able to astound the 
others, or even to show them any whimsical thing, or to trick or perplex 
them humorously. Lurulu had Earth to show, whose ways are consid¬ 
ered, amongst those able to judge, to be fully as quaint and whimsical as 
the curious observer could wish. 

Then up spake a grizzled troll; one that had crossed too often Earth’s 
border of twilight to watch the ways of men; and, while watching their 
ways too long, time had grizzled him. 
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“Shall we go,” he said, “from our woods that all folk know, and the 
pleasant ways of the Land, to see a new thing, and be swept away by 
time?” And there was a murmur among the trolls, that hummed away 
through the forest and died out, as on Earth the sound of beetles going 
home. “Is it not to-day?” he said. “But there they call it to-day, yet none 
knows what it is: come back through the border again to look at it and it 
is gone. Time is raging there, like the dogs that stray over our frontier, 
barking, frightened and angry and wild to be home.” 

“It is even so,” said the trolls, though they did not know; but this was 
a troll whose words carried weight in the forest. “Let us keep to-day,” 
said that weighty troll, “while we have it, and not be lured where to-day 
is too easily lost. For every time men lose it their hair grows whiter, their 
limbs grow weaker and their faces sadder, and they are nearer still to 
to-morrow.” 

So gravely he spoke when he uttered that word “to-morrow” that the 
brown trolls were frightened. 

“What happens to-morrow?” one said. 
“They die,” said the grizzled troll. “And the others dig in their earth 

and put them in, as I have seen them do, and then they go to Heaven, 
as I have heard them tell.” And a shudder went through the trolls far 
over the floor of the forest. 

And Lurulu who had sat angry all this while to hear that weighty troll 
speak ill of Earth, where he would have them come, to astonish them 
with its quaintness, spoke now in defence of Heaven. 

“Heaven is a good place,” he blurted hotly, though any tales he had 
heard of it were few. 

“All the blessed are there,” the grizzled troll replied, “and it is full of 
angels. What chance would a troll have there? The angels would catch 
him, for they say on Earth that the angels all have wings; they would 
catch a troll and smack him forever and ever.” 

And all the brown trolls in the forest wept. 
“We are not so easily caught,” Lurulu said. 
“They have wings,” said the grizzled troll. 
And all were sorrowful and shook their heads, for they knew the 

speed of wings. 
The birds of Elfland mostly soared on the heavy air and eyed 

everlastingly that fabulous beauty which to them was food and nest, and 
of which they sometimes sang; but trolls playing along the border, 
peering into the fields we know, had seen the dart and the swoop of 
earthly birds, wondering at them as we wonder at heavenly things, and 
knew that if wings were after him a poor troll would scarcely escape. 
“Welladay,” said the trolls. 

The grizzled troll said no more, and had no need to, for the forest 
was full of their sadness as they sat thinking of Heaven and feared that 
they soon might come there if they dared to inhabit Earth. 

And Lurulu argued no more. It was not a time for argument, for the 
trolls were too sad for reason. So he spoke gravely to them of solemn 
things, uttering learned words and standing in reverend attitude. Now 
nothing rejoices the trolls as learning does and solemnity, and they will 
laugh for hours at a reverend attitude or any semblance of gravity. 
Thus he won them back again to the levity that is their natural mood. 
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And when this was accomplished he spoke again of Earth, telling 
whimsical stories of the ways of man. 

I do not wish to write the things that Lurulu said of man, lest I should 
hurt my reader’s self-esteem, and thereby injure him or her whom I 
seek only to entertain; but all the forest rippled and squealed with 
laughter. And the grizzled troll was able to say no more to check the 
curiosity which was growing in all that multitude to see who it was that 
lived in houses and had a hat immediately above him and a chimney 
higher up, and spoke to dogs and would not speak to pigs, and whose 
gravity was funnier than anything trolls could do. And the whim was on 
all those trolls to go at once to Earth, and see pigs and carts and 
windmills and laugh at man. And Lurulu who had told Orion that he 
would bring a score of trolls, was hard set to keep the whole brown mass 
from coming, so quickly change the moods and whims of the trolls: had 
he let them all have their way there were no trolls left in Elfland, for 
even the grizzled troll had changed his mind with the rest. Fifty he 
chose and led them towards Earth’s perilous frontier; and away they 
scurried out of the gloom of the forest, as a whirl of brown oak-leaves 
scurries on days of November’s worst. 

CHAPTER XXV 

Lirazel Remembers the Fields We Know 

As the trolls scurried earthwards to laugh at the ways of man, 
Lirazel stirred where she sat on her father’s knee, who grave and calm 
on his throne of mist and ice had hardly moved for twelve of our 
earthly years. She sighed and the sigh rippled over the fells of dream 
and lightly troubled Elfland. And the dawns and the sunsets and 
twilight and the pale blue glow of stars, that are blended together 
forever to be the light of Elfland, felt a faint touch of sorrow and all 
their radiance shook. For the magic that caught these lights and the 
spells that bound them together, to illumine forever the land that owes 
no allegiance to Time, were not so strong as a sorrow rising dark from a 
royal mood of a princess of the elvish line. She sighed, for through her 
long content and across the calm of Elfland there had floated a thought 
of Earth; so that in the midmost splendours of Elfland, of which song 
can barely tell, she called to mind common cowslips, and many a trivial 
weed of the fields we know. And walking in those fields she saw in fancy 
Orion, upon the other side of the boundary of twilight, remote from 
her by she knew not what waste of years. And the magical glories of 
Elfland and its beauty beyond our dreaming, and the deep deep calm in 
which ages slept, unhurt unhurried by time, and the art of her father 
that guarded the least of the lilies from fading, and the spells by which 
he made day-dreams and yearnings true, held her fancy no longer from 
roving nor contented her any more. And so her sigh blew over the 
magical land and slightly troubled the flowers. 

And her father felt her sorrow and knew that it troubled the flowers 
and knew that it shook the calm that lay upon Elfland, though no more 
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than a bird would shake a regal curtain, fluttering against its folds, 
when wandering lost upon a Summer’s night. And though he knew too 
it was but for Earth that she sorrowed, preferring some mundane way 
to the midmost glories of Elfland, as she sat with him on the throne that 
may only be told of in song, yet even this moved nothing in his magical 
heart but compassion; as we might pity a child who infanes that to us 
seemed sacred might be found to be sighing for some trivial thing. And 
the more that Earth seemed to him unworthy of sorrow, being soon 
come soon gone, the helpless prey of time, an evanescent appearance 
seen off the coasts of Elfland, too brief for the graver care of a mind 
weighted with magic, the more he pitied his child for her errant whim 
that had rashly wandered here, and become entangled—alas—with the 
things that pass away. Ah, well! she was not content. He felt no wrath 
against Earth that had lured her fancies away: she was not content with 
the innermost splendours of Elfland, but she sighed for something 
more: his tremendous art should give it. So he raised his right arm up 
from the thing whereon it rested, a part of his mystical throne that was 
made of music and mirage; he raised his right arm up and a hush fell 
over Elfland. 

The great leaves ceased from their murmur through the green deeps 
of the forest; silent as carven marble were fabulous bird and monster; 
and the brown trolls scampering earthwards all halted suddenly 
hushed. Then out of the hush rose little murmurs of yearning, little 
sounds as of longing for things that no songs can say, sounds like the 
voices of tears if each little salt drop could live, and be given a voice to 
tell of the ways of grief. Then all these little rumours danced gravely 
into a melody that the master of Elfland called up with his magical 
hand. And the melody told of dawn coming up over infinite marshes, 
far away upon Earth or some planet that Elfland did not know; growing 
slowly out of deep darkness and starlight and bitter cold; powerless, 
chilly and cheerless, scarce overcoming the stars; obscured by shadows 
of thunder and hated by all things dark; enduring, growing and 
glowing; until through the gloom of the marshes and across the chill of 
the air came all in a glorious moment the splendour of colour; and 
dawn went onward with this triumphant thing, and the blackest clouds 
turned slowly rose and rode in a sea of lilac, and the darkest rocks that 
had guarded night shone now with a golden glow. And when his 
melody could say no more of this wonder, that had forever been 
foreign to all the elvish dominions, then the King moved his hand 
where he held it high, as one might beckon to birds, and called up a 
dawn over Elfland, luring it from some planet of those that are nearest 
the sun. And fresh and fair though it came from beyond the bourn of 
geography, and out of an age long lost and beyond history’s ken, a 
dawn glowed upon Elfland that had known no dawn before. And the 
dewdrops of Elfland slung from the bended tips of the grasses gathered 
in that dawn to their tiny spheres and held there shining and wonderful 
that glory of skies such as ours, the first they had ever seen. 

And the dawn grew strangely and slowly over those unwonted lands, 
pouring upon them the colours that day after day our daffodils, and 
day after day our wild roses, through all the weeks of their season, 
drink deep with voluptuous assemblies in utterly silent riot. And a 
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gleam that was new to the forest appeared on the long strange leaves, 
and shadows unknown to Elfland slipped out from the monstrous tree- 
boles, and stole over grasses that had not dreamed of their advent; and 
the spires of that palace perceiving a wonder, less lovely indeed than 
they, yet knew that the stranger was magic, and uttered an answering 
gleam from their sacred windows, that flashed over elvish fells like an 
inspiration and mingled a flush of rose with the blue of the Elfin 
Mountains. And watchers on wonderful peaks that gazed from their 
crags for ages, lest from Earth or from any star should come a stranger 
to Elfland, saw the first blush of the sky as it felt the coming of dawn, 
and raised their horns and blew that call that warned Elfland against a 
stranger. And the guardians of savage valleys lifted horns of fabulous 
bulls and blew the call again in the dark of their awful precipices, and 
echo carried it on from the monstrous marble faces of rocks that 
repeated the call to all their barbarous company; so Elfland rang with 
the warning that a strange thing troubled her coasts. And to the land 
thus expectant, thus watchful, with magical sabres elate along lonely 
crags, summoned from blackened scabbards by those horns to repel an 
enemy, dawn came now wide now golden, the old old wonder we know. 
And the palace with every marvel and with all its charms and 
enchantments flashed out of its ice-blue radiance a glory of welcome or 
rivalry, adding to Elfland a splendour of which only song may say. 

It was then that the elfin King moved his hand again, where he held it 
high by the crystal spires of his crown, and waved a way through the 
walls of his magical palace, and showed to Lirazel the unmeasured 
leagues of his kingdom. And she saw by magic, for so long as his fingers 
made that spell; the dark green forests and all the fells of Elfland, and 
the solemn pale-blue mountains and the valleys that weird folk 
guarded, and all the creatures of fable that crept in the dark of huge 
leaves, and the riotous trolls as they scampered away towards Earth: she 
saw the watchers lift their horns to their lips, while there flashed a light 
on the horns that was the proudest triumph of the hidden art of her 
father, the light of a dawn lured over unthinkable spaces to appease his 
daughter and comfort her whims and recall her fancies from Earth. She 
saw the lawns whereon Time had idled for centuries, withering not one 
bloom of all the boundary of flowers; and the new light coming upon 
the lawns she loved, through the heavy colour of Elfland, gave them a 
beauty that they had never known until dawn made this boundless 
journey to meet the enchanted twilight; and all the while there glowed 
and flashed and glittered those palace spires of which only song may 
tell. From that bewildering beauty he turned his eyes away, and looked 
in his daughter’s face to see the wonder with which she would welcome 
her glorious home as her fancies came back from the fields of age and 
death, whither—alas—they had wandered. And though her eyes were 
turned to the Elfin Mountains, whose mystery and whose blue they 
strangely matched, yet as the Elf-King looked in those eyes for which 
alone he had lured the dawn so far from its natural courses, he saw in 
their magical deeps a thought of Earth! A thought of Earth, though he 
had lifted his arm and made a mystical sign with all his might to bring a 
wonder to Elfland that should content her with home. And all his 
dominions had exulted in this, and the watchers on awful crags had 
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blown strange calls, and monster and insect and bird and flower had 
rejoiced with a new joy, and there in the centre of Elfland his daughter 
thought of Earth. 

Had he shown her any wonder but dawn he might have lured home 
that fancy, but in bringing this exotic beauty to Elfland to blend with its 
ancient wonders, he awoke memories of morning coming over fields 
that he knew not, and Lirazel played in fancy in fields once more with 
Orion, where grew the unenchanted earthly flowers amongst the 
English grasses. 

“Is it not enough?” he said in his strange rich magical voice, and 
pointed across his wide lands with the fingers that summoned wonder. 

She sighed: it was not enough. 
And sorrow came upon that enchanted King: he had only his 

daughter, and she sighed for Earth. There had been once a queen that 
had reigned with him over Elfland; but she was mortal, and being 
mortal died. For she would often stray to the hills of Earth to see the 
may again, or to see the beechwoods in Autumn; and though she stayed 
but a day when she came to the fields we know, and was back in the 
palace beyond the twilight before our sun had set, yet Time found her 
whenever she came; and so she wore away, and soon she died in 
Elfland; for she was only a mortal. And wondering elves had buried 
her, as one buries the daughters of men. And now the King was all 
alone with his daughter, and she had just sighed for Earth. Sorrow was 
on him, but out of the dark of that sorrow arose, as often with men, and 
went up singing out of his mourning mind, an inspiration gleaming 
with laughter and joy. He stood up then and raised up both his arms 
and his inspiration broke over Elfland in music. And with the tide of 
that music there went like the strength of the sea an impulse to rise and 
dance which none in Elfland resisted. Gravely he waved his arms and 
the music floated from them; and all that stalked through the forest and 
all that crept upon leaves, all that leaped among craggy heights or 
browsed upon acres of lilies, all things in all manner of places, yea the 
sentinel guarding his presence, the lonely mountain-watchers and the 
trolls as they scampered towards Earth, all danced to a tune that was 
made of the spirit of Spring, arrived on an earthly morning amongst 
happy herds of goats. 

And the trolls were very near to the frontier now, their faces already 
puckered to laugh at the ways of men; they were hurrying with all the 
eagerness of small vain things to be over the twilight that lies between 
Elfland and Earth: now they went forward no longer, but only glided in 
circles and intricate spirals, dancing some such dance as the gnats in 
Summer evenings dance over the fields we know. And grave monsters 
of fable in deeps of the ferny forest danced minuets that witches had 
made of their whims and their laughter, long ago long ago in their 
youth before cities had come to the world. And the trees of the forest 
heavily lifted slow roots out of the ground and swayed upon them 
uncouthly and then danced as on monstrous claws, and the insects 
danced on the huge waving leaves. And in the dark of long caverns 
weird things in enchanted seclusion rose out of their age-long sleep and 
danced in the damp. 

And beside the wizard King stood, swaying slightly to the rhythm that 
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had set dancing all magical things, the Princess Lirazel with that faint 
gleam on her face that shone from a hidden smile; for she secretly 
smiled forever at the power of her great beauty. And all in a sudden 
moment the Elf King raised one hand higher and held it high and 
stilled all that danced in Elfland, and gripped by a sudden awe all 
magical things, and sent over Elfland a melody all made of notes he had 
caught from wandering inspirations that sing and stray through limpid 
blue beyond our earthly coasts: and all the land lay deep in the magic of 
that strange music. And the wild things that Earth has guessed at and 
the things hidden even from legend were moved to sing age-old songs 
that their memories had forgotten. And fabulous things of the air were 
lured downwards out of great heights. And emotions unknown and 
unthought of troubled the calm of Elfland. The flood of music beat with 
wonderful waves against the slopes of the grave blue Elfin Mountains, 
till their precipces uttered strange bronze-like echoes. On Earth no 
noise was heard of music or echo: not a note came through the narrow 
border of twilight, not a sound, not a murmur. Elsewhere those notes 
ascended, and passed like rare strange moths through all the fields of 
Heaven, and hummed like untraceable memories about the souls of the 
blessed; and the angels heard that music but were forbidden to envy it. 
And though it came not to Earth, and though never our fields have 
heard the music of Elfland, yet there were then as there have been in 
every age, lest despair should overtake the peoples of Earth, those that 
make songs for the need of our grief and our laughter: and even they 
heard never a note from Elfland across the border of twilight that kills 
their sound, but they felt in their minds the dance of those magical 
notes, and wrote them down and earthly instruments played them; then 
and never till then have we heard the music of Elfland. 

For a while the Elf King held all things that owed him allegiance, and 
all their desires and wonders and fears and dreams, floating drowsy on 
tides of music that was made of no sounds of Earth, but rather of that 
dim substance in which the planets swim, with many another marvel 
that only magic knows. And then as all Elfland was drinking the music 
in, as our Earth drinks in soft rain, he turned again to his daughter with 
that in his eyes that said “What land is so fair as ours?” And she turned 
towards him to say “Here is my home forever.” Her lips were parted to 
say it and love was shining in the blue of her elfin eyes; she was 
stretching her fair hands out towards her father; when they heard the 
sound of the horn of a tired hunter, wearily blowing by the border of 
Earth. 

CHAPTER XXVI 

The Horn of Alveric 

Northward to lonely lands through wearying years Alveric wan¬ 
dered, where windy fragments of his grey gaunt tent added a gloom to 
chill evenings. And the folk upon lonely farms, as they lit the lights in 
their houses, and the ricks began to darken against the pale green of 
the sky, would sometimes hear the rap of the mallets of Niv and Zend 
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coming clear through the hush from the land that no others trod. And 
their children peering from casements to see if a star was come would 
see perhaps the queer grey shape of that tent flapping its tatters above 
the last of the hedgerows, where a moment before was only the grey of 
the gloaming. On the next morning there would be guesses and 
wonderings, and the joy and fear of the children, and the tales that 
their elders told them, and the explorations by stealth to the edge of the 
fields of men, shy peerings through dim green gaps in the last of the 
hedgerows (though to look toward the East was forbidden), and 
rumours and expectations; and all these things were blended together 
by this wonder that came from the East, and so passed into legend, 
which lived for many a year beyond that morning; but Alveric and his 
tent would be gone. 

So day by day and season after season that company wandered on, 
the lonely mateless man, the moonstruck lad and the madman, and that 
old grey tent with its long twisted pole. And all the stars became known 
to them, and all the four winds familiar, and rain and mist and hail, but 
the flow of yellow windows all warm and welcome at night they knew 
only to say farewell to: with the earliest light in the first chill of dawn 
Alveric would awake from impatient dreams, and Niv would arise 
shouting, and away they would go upon their crazed crusade before any 
sign of awakening appeared on the quite dim gables. And every 
morning Niv prophesied that they would surely find Elfland; and the 
days wore away and the years. 

Thyl had long left them; Thyl who prophesied victory to them in 
burning song, whose inspirations cheered Alveric on coldest nights and 
led him through rockiest ways, Thyl sang one evening suddenly songs 
of some young girl’s hair, Thyl who should have led their wanderings. 
And then one day in the gloaming, a blackbird singing, the may in 
bloom for miles, he turned for the houses of men, and married the 
maiden and was one no more with any band of wanderers. 

The horses were dead; Niv and Zend carried all they had on the pole. 
Many years had gone. One Autumn morning Alveric left the camp to 
go to the houses of men. Niv and Zend eyed each other. Why should 
Alveric seek to ask the way of others? For somehow or other their mad 
minds knew his purpose more swiftly than sane intuitions. Had he not 
Niv’s prophecies to guide him, and the things that Zend had been told 
on oath by the full moon? 

Alveric came to the houses of men, and of the folk he questioned few 
would speak at all of things that lay to the East, and if he spoke of the 
lands through which he had wandered for years they gave as little heed 
as if he were telling them that he had pitched his tent on the coloured 
layers of air that glowed and drifted and darkened in the low sky over 
the sunset. And the few that answered him said one thing only: that 
only the wizards knew. 

When he had learned this Alveric went back from the fields and 
hedgerows and came again to his old grey tent in the lands of which 
none thought; and Niv and Zend sat there silent, eying him sideways, 
for they knew he mistrusted madness and things said by the moon. And 
next day when they moved their camp in the chill of dawn Niv led the 
way without shouting. 
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They had not gone for many more weeks upon their curious journey 
when Alveric met one morning, at the edge of the fields men tended, 
one filling his bucket at a well, whose thin high conical hat and mystical 
air proclaimed him surely a wizard. “Master,” said Alveric, “of those 
arts men dread, I have a question that I would ask of the future.” 

And the wizard turned from his bucket to look at Alveric with 
doubtful eyes, for the traveller’s tattered figure seemed scarce to 
promise such fees as are given by those that justly question the future. 
And, such as those fees are, the wizard named them. And Alveric’s 
wallet held that which banished the doubts of the wizard. So that he 
pointed to where the tip of his tower peered over a cluster of myrtles, 
and prayed Alveric to come to his door when the evening star should 
appear; and in that propitious hour he would make the future clear to 
him. 

And again Niv and Zend knew well that their leader followed after 
dreams and mysteries that came not from madness nor from the moon. 
And he left them sitting still and saying nothing, but with minds full of 
fierce visions. 

Through pale air waiting for the evening star Alveric walked over the 
fields men tended, and came to the dark oak door of the wizard’s tower 
which myrtles brushed against with every breeze. A young apprentice 
in wizardry opened the door and, by ancient wooden steps that the rats 
knew better than men, led Alveric to the wizard’s upper room. 

The wizard had on a silken cloak of black, which he held to be due to 
the future; without it he would not question the years to be. And when 
the young apprentice had gone away he moved to a volume he had on a 
high desk, and turned from the volume to Alveric to ask what he sought 
of the future. And Alveric asked him how he should come to Elfland. 
Then the wizard opened the great book’s darkened cover and turned 
the pages therein, and for a long while all the pages he turned were 
blank, but further on in the book much writing appeared, although of 
no kind that Alveric had ever seen. And the wizard explained that such 
books as these told of all things; but that he, being only concerned with 
the years to be, had no need to read of the past, and had therefore 
acquired a book that told of the future only; though he might have had 
more than this from the College of Wizardry, had he cared to study the 
follies already committed by man. 

Then he read for a while in his book, and Alveric heard the rats 
returning softly to the streets and houses that they had made in the 
stairs. And then the wizard found what he sought of the future, and 
told Alveric that it was written in his book how he never should come to 
Elfland while he carried a magical sword. 

When Alveric heard this he paid the wizard’s fees and went away 
doleful. For he knew the perils of Elfland, which no common sabre 
forged on the anvils of men could ever avail to parry. He did not know 
that the magic that was in his sword left a flavour or taste on the air like 
that of lightning, which passed through the border of twilight and 
spread over Elfland, nor knew that the Elf-King learned of his presence 
thus and drew his frontier away from him, so that Alveric should 
trouble his realm no more; but he believed what the wizard had read to 
him out of his book, and so went doleful away. And, leaving the stairs of 
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oak to time and the rats, he passed out of the grove of myrtles and over 
the fields of men, and came again to that melancholy spot where his 
grey tent brooded mournfully in the wilderness, dull and silent as Niv 
and Zend sitting beside it. And after that they turned and wandered 
southwards, for all journeys now seemed equally hopeless to Alveric, 
who would not give up his sword to meet magical perils without magical 
aid; and Niv and Zend obeyed him silently, no longer guiding him with 
raving prophesies or with things said by the moon, for they knew he 
had taken counsel with another. 

By weary ways with lonely wanderings they came far to the South, 
and never the border of Elfland appeared with its heavy layers of 
twilight; yet Alveric would never give up his sword, for well he guessed 
that Elfland dreaded its magic, and had poor hope of recapturing 
Lirazel with any blade that was dreadful only to men. And after a while 
Niv prophesied again, and Zend would come late on nights of the full 
moon to wake Alveric with his tales. And for all the mystery that was in 
Zend when he spoke, and for all the exultation of Niv when he 
prophesied, Alveric knew by now that the tales and the prophecies were 
empty and vain and that neither of these would ever bring him to 
Elfland. With this mournful knowledge in a desolate land he still struck 
camp at dawn, still marched, still sought for the frontier, and so the 
months went by. 

And one day where the edge of Earth was a wild untended heath, 
running down to the rocky waste in which Alveric had camped, he saw 
at evening a woman in the hat and cloak of a witch sweeping the heath 
with a broom. And each stroke as she swept the heath was away from 
the fields we know, away to the rocky waste, eastwards towards Elfland. 
Big gusts of black dried earth and puffs of sand were blowing towards 
Alveric from every powerful stroke. He walked towards her from his 
sorry encampment and stood near and watched her sweeping; but still 
she laboured at her vigorous work, striding away behind dust from the 
fields we know, and sweeping as she strode. And after a while she lifted 
her face as she swept and looked at Alveric, and he saw that it was the 
witch Ziroonderel. After all these years he saw that witch again, and she 
saw beneath the flapping rags of his cloak that sword that she had made 
for him once on her hill. Its scabbard of leather could not hide from the 
witch that it was that very sword, for she knew the flavour of magic that 
rose from it faintly and floated wide through the evening. 

“Mother Witch!” said Alveric. 
And she curtsied low to him, magical though she was and aged by the 

passing of years that had been before Alveric’s father, and though 
many in Erl had forgotten their lord by now; yet she had not forgotten. 

He asked her what she was doing there, on the heath with her broom 
in the evening. 

“Sweeping the world,” she said. 
And Alveric wondered what rejected things she was sweeping away 

from the world, with grey dust mournfully turning over and over as it 
drifted across our fields, going slowly into the darkness that was 
gathering beyond our coasts. 

“Why are you sweeping the world, Mother Witch?” he said. 
“There’s things in the world that ought not to be here,” said she. 
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He looked wistfully then at the rolling grey clouds from her broom 
that were all drifting towards Elfland. 

“Mother Witch,” he said, “can I go too? I have looked for twelve years 
for Elfland, and have not found a glimpse of the Elfin Mountains.” 

And the old witch looked kindly at him, and then she glanced at his 
sword. 

“He’s afraid of my magic,” she said; and thought or mystery dawned 
in her eyes as she spoke. 

“Who?” said Alveric. 
And Ziroonderel lowered her eyes. 
“The King,” she said. 
And then she told him how that enchanted monarch would draw 

away from whatever had worsted him once, and with him draw all that 
he had, never supporting the presence of any magic that was the equal 
of his. 

And Alveric could not believe that such a king cared so much for the 
magic he had in his old black scabbard. 

“It is his way,” she said. 
And then he would not believe that he had waved away Elfland. 
“He has the power,” said she. 
And still Alveric would face this terrible king and all the powers he 

had; but wizard and witch had warned him that he could not go with his 
sword, and how go unarmed through the grizzly wood against the 
palace of wonder? For to go there with any sword from the anvils of 
men was but to go unarmed. 

“Mother Witch,” he cried. “May I come no more to Elfland?” 
And the longing and grief in his voice touched the witch’s heart and 

moved it to magical pity. 
“You shall go,” she said. 
He stood there half despair in the mournful evening, half dreams of 

Lirazel. While the witch from under her cloak drew forth a small false 
weight which once she had taken away from a seller of bread. 

“Draw this along the edge of your sword,” she said, “all the way from 
hilt to point, and it will disenchant the blade, and the King will never 
know what sword is there.” 

“Will it still fight for me?” said Alveric. 
“No,” said the witch. “But once you are over the frontier take this 

script and wipe the blade with it on every spot that the false weight has 
touched.” And she fumbled under her cloak again and drew forth a 
poem on parchment. “It will enchant it again,” she said. 

And Alveric took the weight and the written thing. 
“Let not the two touch,” warned the witch. 
And Alveric set them apart. 
“Once over the frontier,” she said, and he may move Elfland where 

he will, but you and the sword will be within his borders.” 
“Mother Witch,” said Alveric, “will he be wroth with you if I do this?” 
“Wroth!” said Ziroonderel. “Wroth? He will rage with a most 

exceeding fury, beyond the power of tigers.” 
“I would not bring that on you, Mother Witch,” said Alveric. 
“Ha!” said Ziroonderel. “What care I?” 
Night was advancing now, and the moor and the air growing black 
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like the witch’s cloak. She was laughing now and merging into the 
darkness. And soon the night was all blackness and laughter; but he 

could see no witch. 
Then Alveric made his way back to his rocky camp by the light of its 

lonely fire. 
And as soon as morning appeared on the desolation, and all the 

useless rocks began to glow, he took the false weight and softly rubbed 
it along both sides of his sword until all its magical edge was disen¬ 
chanted. And he did this in his tent while his followers slept, for he 
would not let them know that he sought for help that came not from the 
ravings of Niv, nor from any sayings that Zend had had from the moon. 

Yet the troubled sleep of madness is not so deep that Niv did not 
watch him out of one wild sly eye when he heard the false weight softly 

rapsing the sword. 
And when this was secretly done and secretly watched, Alveric called 

to his two men, and they came and folded up his tattered tent, and took 
the long pole and hung their sorry belongings upon it; and on went 
Alveric along the edge of the fields we know, impatient to come at last 
to the land that so long eluded him. And Niv and Zend came behind 
with the pole between them, with bundles swinging from it and tatters 
flying. 

They moved inland a little towards the houses of men to purchase the 
food they needed; and this they bought in the afternoon from a farmer 
who dwelt in a lonely house, so near to the very edge of the fields we 
know that it must have been the last house in the visible world. And 
here they bought bread and oatmeal, and cheese and a cured ham, and 
other such things, and put them in sacks and slung them over their 
pole; then they left the farmer and turned away from his fields and 
from all the fields of men. And as evening fell they saw just over a 
hedge, lighting up the land with a soft strange glow that they knew to be 
not of this Earth, that barrier of twilight that is the frontier of Elfland. 

“Lirazel!” shouted Alveric, and drew his sword and strode into the 
twilight. And behind him went Niv and Zend, with all their suspicious 
flaming now into jealousy of inspirations or magic that were not theirs. 

Once he called Lirazel; then, little trusting his voice in that wide 
weird land, he lifted his hunter’s horn that hung by his side on a strap, 
he lifted it to his lips and sounded a call weary with so much wandering. 
He was standing within the edge of the boundary; the horn shone in 
the light of Elfland. 

Then Niv and Zend dropped their pole in that unearthly twilight, 
where it lay like the wreckage of some uncharted sea, and suddenly 
seized their master. 

“A land of dreams!” said Niv. “Have I not dreams enough?” 
“There is no moon there!” cried Zend. 
Alveric struck Zend on the shoulder with his sword, but the sword 

was disenchanted and blunt and only harmed him slightly. Then the 
two seized the sword and dragged Alveric back. And the strength of the 
madman was beyond what one could believe. They dragged him back 
again to the fields we know, where they two were strange and were 
jealous of other strangeness, and led him far from the sight of the pale- 
blue mountains. He had not entered Elfland. 
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But his horn had passed the boundary’s edge and troubled the air of 
Elfland, uttering across its dreamy calm one long sad earthly note: it 
was the horn that Lirazel heard as she spoke with her father. 

CHAPTER XXVII 

The Return of Lurulu 

Over hamlet and Castle of Erl, and through every nook and crevice 
of it, Spring passed; a mild benediction that blessed the very air and 
sought out all living things; not missing even the tiny plants that had 
their dwelling in most secluded places, under eaves, in the cracks of old 
barrels, or along the lines of mortar that held ancient rows of stones. 
And in this season Orion hunted no unicorns; not that he knew in what 
season the unicorns bred in Elfland, where time is not as here; but 
because of a feeling he had from all his earthly forefathers against 
hunting any creature in this season of song and flowers. So he tended 
his hounds and often watched the hills, expecting on any day the return 
of Lurulu. 

And Spring passed by and the Summer flowers grew, and still there 
was no sign of the troll returning, for time moves through the dells of 
Elfland as over no field of man. And long Orion watched through 
fading evenings till the line of the hills was black, yet never saw the 
small round heads of trolls bobbing across the downs. 

And the long autumnal winds came sighing out of cold lands, and 
found Orion still watching for Lurulu; and the mist and the turning 
leaves spoke to his heart of hunting. And the hounds were whining for 
the open spaces and the line of scent like a mysterious path crossing the 
wide world, but Orion would hunt nothing less than unicorns, and 
waited yet for his trolls. 

And one of these earthly days, with a menace of frost in the air and a 
scarlet sunset, Lurulu’s talk to the trolls in the wood being finished, and 
their scamper swifter than hares having brought them soon to the 
frontier, those in our fields who looked (as they seldom did) towards 
that mysterious border where Earth ended might have seen the 
unwonted shapes of the nimble trolls coming all grey through the 
evening. They came dropping, troll after troll, from the soaring leaps 
they took high through the boundary of twilight; and, landing thus 
unceremoniously in our fields, came capering, somersaulting and 
running, with gusts of impudent laughter, as though this were a proper 
manner in which to approach by no means the least of the planets. 

They rustled by the small houses like the wind passing through straw, 
and none that heard the light rushing sound of their passing knew how 
outlandish they were, except the dogs, whose work it is to watch, and 
who know of all things that pass, their degree of remoteness to man. At 
gipsies, tramps, and all that go without houses, dogs bark whenever 
they pass; at the wild things of the woods they bark with greater 
abhorrence, knowing well the rebellious contempt in which they hold 
man; at the fox, for his touch of mystery and his far wanderings, they 



442 The King of Elfland9s Daughter 

bark more furiously: but to-night the barking of dogs was beyond all 
abhorrence and fury; many a farmer this night believed that his dog 
was choking. 

And passing over these fields, staying not to laugh at the clumsy 
scared running of sheep, for they kept their laughter for man, they 
came soon to the downs above Erl; and there below them was night and 
the smoke of men, all grey together. And not knowing from what slight 
causes the smoke arose, here from a woman boiling a kettle of water, or 
there because one dried the frock of a child, or that a few old men 
might warm their hands in the evening, the trolls forbore to laugh as 
they had planned to do as soon as they should meet with the things of 
man. Perhaps even they, whose gravest thoughts were just under the 
surface of laughter, even they were a little awed by the strangeness and 
nearness of man sleeping there in his hamlet with all his smoke about 
him. Though awe in these light minds rested no longer than does the 
squirrel on the thin extremest twigs. 

In a while they lifted their eyes up from the valley, and there was the 
western sky still shining above the last of the gloaming, a little strip of 
colour and dying light, so lovely that they believed that another elfland 
lay the other side of the valley, two dim diaphonous magical elfin lands 
hemming in this valley and few fields of men close upon either side. 
And, sitting there on the hillside peering westward, the next thing they 
saw was a star: it was Venus low in the West brimming with blueness. 
And they all bowed their heads many times to this pale-blue beautiful 
stranger; for though politeness was rare with them they saw that the 
Evening Star was nothing of Earth and no affair of man’s, and believed 
it came out of that elfland they did not know on the western side of the 
world. And more and more stars appeared, till the trolls were 
frightened, for they knew nothing of these glittering wanderers that 
could steal out of the darkness and shine: at first they said: “There are 
more trolls than stars,” and were comforted, for they trusted greatly in 
numbers. Then there were soon more stars than trolls; and the trolls 
were ill at ease as they sat in the dark underneath all that multitude. But 
presently they forgot the fancy that troubled them, for no thought 
remained with them long. They turned their light attention instead to 
the yellow lights that glowed here and there on the hither side of the 
greyness, where a few of the houses of men stood warm and snug near 
the trolls. A beetle went by, and they hushed their chatter to hear what 
he would say; but he droned by, going home, and they did not know his 
language. A dog far off was ceaselessly crying out, and filling all the still 
night with a note of warning. And the trolls were angry at the sound of 
his voice, for they felt that he interfered between them and man. Then 
a soft whiteness came out of the night and lit on the branch of a tree, 
and bowed its head to the left and looked at the trolls, and then bowed 
over to the right and looked at them again from there, and then back to 
the left again for it was not yet sure about them. “An owl,” said Lurulu; 
and many besides Lurulu had seen his kind before, for he flies much 
along the edge of Elfland. Soon he was gone and they heard him 
hunting across the hills and the hollows; and then no sound was left but 
the voices of men, or the shrill shouts of children, and the bay of the 
dog that warned men against the trolls. “A sensible fellow,” they said of 
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the owl, for they liked the sound of his voice; but the voices of men and 
their dogs sounded confused and tiresome. 

They saw sometimes the lights of late wayfarers crossing the downs 
towards Erl, or heard men that cheered themselves in the lonely night 
by singing, instead of by lantern’s light. And all the while the Evening 
Star grew bigger, and great trees grew blacker and blacker. 

Then from underneath the smoke and the mist of the stream there 
boomed all of a sudden the brazen bell of the Freer out of deep night in 
the valley. Night and the slopes of Erl and the dark downs echoed with 
it; and the echoes rode up to the trolls and seemed to challenge them, 
with all accursed things and wandering spirits and bodies unblessed of 
the Freer. 

And the solemn sound of those echoes going alone through the night 
from every heavy swing of the holy bell cheered that band of trolls 
among all the strangeness of Earth, for whatever is solemn always 
moves trolls to levity. They turned merrier now and tittered among 
themselves. 

And while they still watched all that host of stars, wondering if they 
were friendly, the sky grew steely blue and the eastern stars dwindled, 
and the mist and the smoke of men turned white, and a radiance 
touched the further edge of the valley; and the moon came up over the 
downs behind the trolls. Then voices sang from the holy place of the 
Freer, chaunting moon matins; which it was their wont to sing on nights 
of the full moon while the moon was yet low. And this rite they named 
moon’s-morning. The bell had ceased, chance voices spoke no more, 
they had hushed their dog in the valley and silenced his warning, and 
lonely and grave and solemn that people’s song floated up from before 
the candles in their small square sacred place, built of grey stone by 
men that were dead for ages and ages; all solemn the song welled up in 
the time of the moon’s rising, grave as the night, mysterious as the full 
moon, and fraught with a meaning that was far beyond the highest 
thoughts of the trolls. Then the trolls leaped up with one accord from 
the frosted grass of the downs and all poured down the valley to laugh 
at the ways of men, to mock at their sacred things and to dare their 
singing with levity. 

Many a rabbit rose up and fled from their onrush, and thrills of 
laughter arose from the trolls at their fear. A meteor flashed westwards, 
racing after the sun; either as a portent to warn the hamlet of Erl that 
folk from beyond Earth’s borders approached them now, or else in 
fulfilment of some natural law. To the trolls it seemed that one of the 
proud stars fell, and they rejoiced with elvish levity. 

Thus they came giggling through the night, and ran down the street 
of the village, unseen as any wild creature that roams late through the 
darkness; and Lurulu led them to the pigeon-loft, and they all poured 
clambering in. Some rumour arose in the village that a fox had jumped 
into the pigeon-loft, but it ceased almost as soon as the pigeons 
returned to their homes, and the folk of Erl had no more hint till the 
morning that something had entered their village from beyond the 
borders of Earth. 

In a brown mass thicker than young pigs are along the edge of a 
trough the trolls encumbered the floor of the pigeons’ home. And time 
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went over them as over all earthly things. And well they knew, though 
tiny was their intelligence, that by crossing the border of twilight they 
incurred the wasting of time; for nothing dwells by the brink of any 
danger and lives ignorant of its menace: as conies in rocky altitudes 
know the peril of the sheer cliff, so they that dwell near Earth’s border 
knew well the danger of time. And yet they came. The wonder and lure 
of Earth had been overstrong for them. Does not many a young man 
squander youth as they squandered immortality? 

And Lurulu showed them how to hold off time for a while, which 
otherwise would make them older and older each moment and whirl 
them on with Earth’s restlessness all night long. Then he curled up his 
knees and shut his eyes and lay still. This, he told them, was sleep; and, 
cautioning them to continue to breathe, though being still in other 
respects, he then slept in earnest: and after some vain attempts the 
brown trolls did the same. 

When sunrise came, awakening all earthly things, long rays came 
through the thirty little windows and awoke both birds and trolls. And 
the mass of trolls went to the windows to look at Earth, and the pigeons 
fluttered to rafters and jerked sidelong looks at the trolls. And there 
that heap of trolls would have0 stayed, crowded high on each other’s 
shoulders, blocking the windows while they studied the variety and 
restlessness of Earth, Ending them equal to the strangest fables that 
wayfarers had brought to them out of our fields; and, though Lurulu 
often reminded them, they had forgotten the haughty white unicorns 
that they were to hunt with dogs. 

But Lurulu after a while led them down from the loft and brought 
them to the kennels. And they climbed up the high palings and peered 
over the top at the hounds. 

When the hounds saw those strange heads peering over the palings 
they made a great uproar. And presently folk came to see what troubled 
the hounds. And when they saw that mass of trolls all round the top of 
the palings they said to each other, and so said all that heard of it: 
“There is magic in Erl now.” 

CHAPTER XXVIII 

A Chapter on Unicorn-Hunting 

None in Erl was so busy but that he came that morning to see the 
magic that was newly come out of Elfland, and to compare the trolls 
with all that the neighbours said of them. And the folk of Erl gazed 
much at the trolls and the trolls at the folk of Erl, and there was great 
merriment; for, as often happens with minds of unequal weight, each 
laughed at the other. And the villagers found the impudent ways of the 
bare brown nimble trolls no funnier, no more meet for derision, than 
the trolls found the grave high hats, the curious clothes, and the solemn 
air of the villagers. 

And Orion soon came too, and the folk of the village doffed their 
long thin hats; and, though the trolls would have laughed at him also, 
Lurulu had found his whip, and by means of it made the mob of his 
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impudent brethren give that salutation that is given in Elfland to those 
of its royal line. 

When noonday came, which was the hour of dinner, and the folk 
turned from the kennels, they went back to their houses all praising the 
magic that was come at last to Erl. 

During the days that followed Orion’s hounds learned that it was vain 
to chase a troll and unwise to snarl at one; for, apart from their elvish 
speed, the trolls were able to leap into the air far over the heads of the 
hounds, and when each had been given a whip they could repay 
snarling with an aim that none on Earth was able to equal, except those 
whose sires had carried a whip with hounds for generations. 

And one morning Orion came to the pigeon-loft and called to Lurulu 
early, and he brought out the trolls and they went to the kennels and 
Orion opened the doors, and he led them all away eastwards over the 
downs. The hounds moved all together and the trolls with their whips 
ran beside them, like a flock of sheep surrounded by numbers of collies. 
They were away to the border of Elfland to wait for the unicorns where 
they come through the twilight to eat the earthly grasses at evening. 
And as our evening began to mellow the fields we know, they were 
come to the opal border that shut those fields from Elfland. And there 
they lurked as Earth’s darkness grew, and waited for the great unicorns. 
Each hound had its troll beside it with the troll’s right hand along its 
shoulder or neck, soothing it, calming it, and holding it still, while the 
left hand held the whip: the strange group lingered there motionless, 
and darkened there with the evening. And when Earth was as dim and 
quiet as the unicorns desired the great creatures came softly through, 
and were far into Earth before any troll would allow his hound to move. 
Thus when Orion gave the signal they easily cut one off from its elfin 
home and hunted it snorting over those fields that are the portion of 
men. And night came down on the proud beast’s magical gallop, and 
the hounds intoxicate with that marvellous scent, and the leaping 
soaring trolls. 

And, when jackdaws on the highest towers of Erl saw the rim of the 
sun all red above frosted fields, Orion came back from the downs with 
his hounds and his trolls, carrying as fine a head as a unicorn-hunter 
could wish. The hounds weary but glad were soon curled up in their 
kennels, and Orion in his bed; while the trolls in their pigeon-loft began 
to feel, as none but Lurulu had felt ever before, the weight and the 
weariness of the passing of time. 

All day Orion slept and all his hounds, none of them caring how it 
slept or why; while the trolls slept anxiously, falling asleep as fast as 
ever they could, in the hope of escaping some of the fury of time, which 
they feared had begun to attack them. And that evening while still they 
slept, hounds, trolls and Orion, there met again in the forge of Narl the 
parliament of Erl. 

From the forge to the inner room came the twelve old men, rubbing 
their hands and smiling, ruddy with health and the keen North wind 
and the cheerfulness of their forebodings; for they were well content at 
last that their lord was surely magic, and foresaw great doings in Erl. 

“Folklings,” said Narl to them all, naming them thus after an ancient 
wont, “is it not well with us and our valley at last? See how it is as we 
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planned so long ago. For our lord is a magic lord as we all desired, and 
magical things have sought him from over there, and they all obey his 
hests.” 

“It is so,” said all but Gazic, a vendor of beeves. 
Little and old and out-of-the-way was Erl, secluded in its deep valley, 

unnoticed in history; and the twelve men loved the place and would 
have it famous. And now they rejoiced as they heard the words of Narl, 
“What other village,” he said, “has traffic with over there?” 

And Gazic, though he rejoiced with the rest, rose up in a pause of 
their gladness. “Many strange things,” he said, “have entered our 
village, coming from over there. And it may be that human folk are 
best, and the ways of the fields we know.” 

Oth scorned him, and Threl. “Magic is best,” said all. 
And Gazic was silent again, and raised his voice no more against the 

many; and the mead went round, and all spoke of the fame of Erl; and 
Gazic forgot his mood and the fear that was in it. 

Far into the night they rejoiced, quaffing the mead, and by its homely 
aid gazing into the years of the future, so far as that may be done by the 
eyes of men. Yet all their rejoicing was hushed and their voices low, lest 
the ears of the Freer should hear them; for their gladness came to them 
from lands that lay beyond thought of salvation, and they had set their 
trust in magic, against which, as well they knew, boomed every note that 
rang from the bell of the Freer whenever it tolled at evening. And they 
parted late, praising magic in no loud tones, and went secretly back to 
their houses, for they feared the curse that the Freer had called down 
upon unicorns, and knew not if their own names might become 
involved in one of the curses called upon magical things. 

All the next day Orion rested his hounds, and the trolls and the 
people of Erl gazed at each other. But on the day that followed Orion 
took his sword and gathered his band of trolls and his pack of hounds, 
and all were away once more far over the downs, to come again to the 
border of nebulous opal and to lurk for the unicorns coming through in 
the evening. 

They came to a part of the border far from the spot which they had 
disturbed only three evenings before; and Orion was guided by the 
chattering trolls, for well they knew the haunts of the lonely unicorns. 
And Earth’s evening came huge and hushed, till all was dim as the 
twilight; and never a footfall did they hear of the unicorns, never a 
glimpse of their whiteness. And yet the trolls had guided Orion well, 
for just as he would have despaired of a hunt that night, just when the 
evening seemed wholly and utterly empty, a unicorn stood on the 
earthward edge of the twilight where nothing had stood only a moment 
before: soon he moved slowly across the terrestrial grasses a few yards 
forward into the fields of men. 

Another followed, moving a few yards also; and then they stood for 
fifteen of our earthly minutes moving nothing at all except their ears. 
And all that while the trolls hushed every hound, motionless under a 
hedge of the fields we know. Darkness had all but hidden them when at 
last the unicorns moved. And, as soon as the largest was far enough 
from the frontier, the trolls let loose every hound, and ran with them 
after the unicorn with shrill yells of derision, all sure of his haughty head. 
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But the quick small minds of the trolls, though they had learned 
much of Earth, had not yet understood the irregularity of the moon. 
Darkness was new to them, and they soon lost hounds. Orion in his 
eagerness to hunt had made no choice of a suitable night: there was no 
moon at all, and would be none till near morning. Soon he also fell 
behind. 

Orion easily collected the trolls, the night was full of their frivolous 
noises, and the trolls came to his horn, but not a hound would leave that 
pungent magical scent for any horn of man. They straggled back next 
day, tired, having lost their unicorn. 

And while each troll cleaned and fed his hound on the evening after 
the hunt, and laid a little bunch of straw for it on which to lie down, and 
smoothed its hair and looked for thorns in its feet, and unravelled burrs 
from its ears, Lurulu sat alone fastening his small sharp intelligence, 
like the little white light of a burning glass, for hours upon one 
question. The question that Lurulu pondered far into the night was 
how to hunt unicorns with dogs in the darkness. And by midnight a 
plan was clear in his elvish mind. 

CHAPTER XXIX 

The Luring of the People of the Marshes 

As the evening that followed was beginning to fade a traveller might 
have been seen approaching the marshes, which some way south- 
eastwards of Erl lay along the edge of the farmsteads and stretched 
their terrible waste as far as the sky-line, and even over the border and 
into the region of Elfland. They glimmered now as the light was leaving 
the land. 

So black were the solemn clothes and the high grave hat of the 
traveller that he could have been seen from far against the dim green of 
the fields, going down to the edge of the marsh through the grey 
evening. But none were there to see at such an hour beside that 
desolate place, for the threat of darkness was already felt in the fields, 
and all the cows were home and the farmers warm in their houses; so 
the traveller walked alone. And soon he was come by unsure paths to 
the reeds and the thin rushes, to which a wind was telling tales that have 
no meaning to man, long histories of bleakness and ancient legends of 
rain; while on the high darkening land far off behind him he saw lights 
begin to blink where the houses were. He walked with the gravity and 
the solemn air of one who has important business with men; yet his 
back was turned to their houses and he went where no man wandered, 
travelling towards no hamlet or lonely cottage of man, for the marsh 
ran right into Elfland. Between him and the nebulous border that 
divides Earth from Elfland there was no man whatever, and yet the 
traveller walked on as one that has a grave errand. With every 
venerable step that he took bright mosses shook and the marsh seemed 
about to engulf him, while his worthy staff sank deep into slime, giving 
him no support; and yet the traveller seemed only to care for the 
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solemnity of his pacing. Thus he went on over the deadly marsh with a 
deportment suitable to the slow procession when the elders open the 
market on special days, and the gravest blesses the bargaining, and all 
the farmers come to the booths and barter. 

And up and down, up and down, song-birds went wavering home, 
skirting the marsh’s edge on their way to their native hedges; pigeons 
passed landward to roost in high dark trees; the last of a multitude of 
rooks was gone; and all the air was empty. 

And now the great marsh thrilled to the news of the coming of a 
stranger; for, no sooner had the traveller gravely set a foot on one of 
those brilliant mosses that bloom in the pools, than a thrill shot under 
their roots and below the stems of the bulrushes, and ran like a light 
beneath the surface of the water, or like the sound of a song, and 
passed far over the marshes, and came quivering to the border of 
magical twilight that divides Elfland from Earth; and stayed not there, 
but troubled the very border and passed beyond it and was felt in 
Elfland: for where the great marshes run down to the border of Earth 
the frontier is thinner and more uncertain than elsewhere. 

And as soon as they felt that thrill in the deep of the marshes the will- 
o’-the-wisps soared up from their fathomless homes, and waved their 
lights to beckon the traveller on, over the quaking mosses at the hour 
when the duck were flighting. And under that whirr and rush and 
rejoicing of wings that the ducks make in that hour the traveller 
followed after the waving lights, further and further into the marshes. 
Yet sometimes he turned from them, so that for a while they followed 
him, instead of leading as they were accustomed to do, till they could 
get round in front of him and lead him once more. A watcher, if there 
had been one in such bad light and in such a perilous place, had noticed 
after a while in the venerable traveller’s movements a queer re¬ 
semblance to those of the hen green plover when she lures the stranger 
after her in Spring, away from the mossy bank where her eggs lie bare. 
Or perhaps such a resemblance is merely fanciful, and a watcher might 
have noticed no such thing. At any rate on that night in that desolate 
place there was no watcher whatever. 

And the traveller followed his curious course, sometimes towards the 
dangerous mosses, sometimes towards the safe green land, always with 
grave demeanour and reverent gait; and the will-o’-the-wisps in 
multitudes gathered about him. And still that deep thrill that warned 
the marsh of a stranger throbbed on through the ooze below the roots 
of the rushes; and did not cease, as it should as soon as the stranger was 
dead, but haunted the marsh like some echo of music that magic has 
made everlasting, and troubled the will-o’-the-wisps even over the 
border in Elfland. 

Now it is far from my intention to write anything detrimental to will- 
o’-the-wisps, or anything that may be construed as being a slight upon 
them: no such construction should be put upon my writings. But it is 
well known that the people of the marshes lure travellers to their doom, 
and have delighted to follow that avocation for centuries, and I may be 
permitted to mention this in no spirit of disapproval. 

The will-o’-the-wisps then that were about this traveller redoubled 
their efforts with fury; and when still he eluded their last enticements 
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only on the very edge of the deadliest pools, and still lived and still 
travelled, and the whole marsh knew of it, then the greater will-o’-the- 
wisps that dwell in Elfland rose up from their magical mire and rushed 
over the border. And the whole marsh was troubled. 

Almost like little moons grown nimbly impudent the people of the 
marshes glowed before that solemn traveller, leading his reverend steps 
to the edge of death only to retrace their steps again to beckon him back 
once more. And then in spite of the great height of his hat and the dark 
length of his coat that frivolous people began to perceive that mosses 
were bearing his weight which never before had supported any 
traveller. At this their fury increased and they all leaped nearer to him; 
and nearer and nearer they flocked wherever he went; and in their fury 
their enticements were losing their craftiness. 

And now a watcher in the marshes, if such there had been, had seen 
something more than a traveller surrounded by will-o’-the-wisps; for he 
might have noticed that the traveller was almost leading them, instead 
of the will-o’-the-wisps leading the traveller. And in their impatience to 
have him dead the people of the marshes had never thought that they 
were all coming nearer and nearer to the dry land. 

And when all was dark but the water they suddenly found themselves 
in a held of grass with their feet rasping against the rough pasture, 
while the traveller was seated with his knees gathered up to his chin and 
was eyeing them from under the brim of his high black hat. Never 
before had any of them been lured to dry land by traveller, and there 
were amongst them that night those eldest and greatest among them 
who had come with their moon-like lights right over the border from 
Elfland. They looked at each other in uneasy astonishment as they 
dropped limply onto the grass, for the roughness and heaviness of the 
solid land oppressed them after the marshes. And then they began to 
perceive that that venerable traveller whose bright eyes watched them 
so keenly out of that black mass of clothes was little larger than they 
were themselves, in spite of his reverend airs. Indeed, though stouter 
and rounder he was not quite so tall. Who was this, they began to 
mutter, who had lured will-o’-the-wisps? And some of those elders from 
Elfland went up to him that they might ask him with what audacity he 
had dared to lure such as them. And then the traveller spoke. Without 
rising or turning his head he spoke where he sat. 

“People of the marshes,” he said, “do you love unicorns?” 
And at the word unicorns scorn and laughter filled every tiny heart in 

all that frivolous multitude, excluding all other emotions, so that they 
forgot their petulance at having been lured; although to lure will-o’-the- 
wisps is held by them to be the gravest of insults, and never would they 
have forgiven it if they had had longer memories. At the word unicorns 
they all giggled in silence. And this they did by flickering up and down 
like the light of a little mirror flashed by an impudent hand. Unicorns! 
Little love had they for the haughty creatures. Let them learn to speak 
to the people of the marshes when they came to drink at their pools. Let 
them learn to give their due to the great lights of Elfland, and the lesser 
lights that illumined the marshes of Earth! 

“No,” said an elder of the will-o’-the-wisps, “none loves the proud 
unicorns.” 
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“Come then,” said the traveller, “and we will hunt them. And you 
shall light us in the night with your lights, when we hunt them with 
dogs over the fields of men.” 

“Venerable traveller,” said that elder will-o’-the-wisp: but at those 
words the traveller flung up his hat and leaped from his long black coat, 
and stood before the will-o’-the-wisps stark naked. And the people of 
the marshes saw that it was a troll that had tricked them. 

Their anger at this was slight; for the people of the marshes have 
tricked the trolls, and the trolls have tricked the people of the marshes, 
each of them so many times for ages and ages, that only the wisest 
among them can say which has tricked the other most and is how many 
tricks ahead. They consoled themselves now by thinking of times when 
trolls had been made to look ludicrous, and consented to come with 
their lights to help to hunt unicorns, for their wills were weak when 
they stood on the dry land and they easily acquiesced in any suggestion 
or followed anyone’s whim. 

It was Lurulu who had thus tricked the will-o’-the-wisps, knowing 
well how they love to lure travellers; and, having obtained the highest 
hat and gravest coat he could steal, he had set out with a bait that he 
knew would bring them from great distances. Now that he had 
gathered them all on the solid land and had their promise of light and 
help against unicorns, which such creatures will give easily on account 
of the unicorns’ pride, he began to lead them away to the village of Erl, 
slowly at first while their feet grew accustomed to the hard land; and 
over the fields he brought them limping to Erl. 

And now there was nothing in all the marshes that at all resembled 
man, and the geese came down on a huge tumult of wings. The little 
swift teal shot home; and all the dark air twanged with the flight of the 
duck. 

CHAPTER XXX 

The Coming of Too Much Magic 

In Erl that had sighed for magic there was indeed magic now. The 
pigeon-loft and old lumber-lofts over stables were all full of trolls, the 
ways were full of their antics, and lights bobbed up and down the street 
at night long after traffic was home. For the will-o’-the-wisps would go 
dancing along the gutters, and had made their homes round the soft 
edges of duck-ponds and in green-black patches of moss that grew 
upon oldest thatch. And nothing seemed the same in the old village. 

And amongst all these magical folk the magical half of Orion’s blood, 
that had slept while he went amongst earthly men, hearing mundane 
talk each day, stirred out of its sleep and awakened long-sleeping 
thoughts in his brain. And the elfin horns that he often heard blowing 
at evening blew with a meaning now, and blew stronger as though they 
were nearer. 

The folk of the village watching their lord by day saw his eyes turned 
away towards Elfland, saw him neglecting the wholesome earthly cares, 
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and at night there came the queer lights and the gibbering of the trolls. 
A fear settled on Erl. 

At this time the parliament took counsel again, twelve grey-beard 
quaking men that had come to the house of Narl when their work was 
ended at evening; and all the evening was weird with the new magic of 
Elfland. Every man of them as he ran from his own warm house on his 
way to the forge of Narl had seen lights leaping, or heard voices 
gibbering, which were of no Christom land. And some had seen shapes 
prowling which were of no earthly growing, and they feared that all 
manner of things had slipped through the border of Elfland to come 
and visit the trolls. 

They spoke low in their parliament: all told the same tale, a tale of 
children terrified, a tale of women demanding the old ways again; and 
as they spoke they eyed window and crevice, none knowing what might 
come. 

And Oth said: “Let us folk go to the Lord Orion as we went to his 
grandfather in his long red room. Let us say how we sought for magic, 
and lo we have magic enough; and let him follow no more after 
witchery nor the things that are hidden from man.” 

He listened acutely, standing there amongst his hushed comrade 
neighbours. Was it goblin voices that mocked him, or was it only echo? 
Who could say? And almost at once the night all round was hushed 
again. 

And Threl said: “Nay. It is too late for that.” Threl had seen their 
lord one evening standing alone on the downs, all motionless and 
listening to something sounding from Elfland, with his eyes to the East 
as he listened: and nothing was sounding, not a noise was astir; yet 
Orion stood there called by things beyond mortal hearing. “It is too late 
now,” said Threl. 

And that was the fear of all. 
Then Guhic rose slowly up and stood by that table. And trolls were 

gibbering like bats away in their loft, and the pale marsh-lights were 
flickering, and shapes prowled in the dark: the pit-pat of their feet 
came now and then to the ears of the twelve that were there in that 
inner room. And Guhic said: “We wished for a little magic.” And a gust 
of gibbering came clear from the trolls. And then they disputed awhile 
as to how much magic they had wished in the olden time, when the 
grandfather of Orion was lord in Erl. But when they came to a plan this 
was the plan of Guhic. 

“If we may not turn our lord Orion,” he said, “and his eyes he turned 
to Elfland, let all our parliament go up the hill to the witch Ziroonderel, 
and put our case to her, and ask for a spell which shall be put against 
too much magic.” 

And at the name of Ziroonderel the twelve took heart again; for they 
knew that her magic was greater than the magic of flickering lights, and 
knew there was not a troll or thing of the night but went in fear of her 
broom. They took heart again and quaffed Narks heavy mead, and re¬ 
filled their mugs and praised Guhic. 

And late in the night they all rose up together to go back to their 
homes, and all kept close together as they went, and sang grave old 
songs to affright the things that they feared; though little the light trolls 
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care, or the will-o’-the-wisps, for the things that are grave to man. And 
when only one was left he ran to his house, and the will-o’-the-wisps 
chased him. 

When the next day came they ended their work early, for the 
parliament of Erl cared not to be left on the witch’s hill when night 
came, or even the gloaming. They met outside Narl’s forge in the early 
afternoon, eleven of the parliament, and they called out Narl. And all 
were wearing the clothes they were wont to wear when they went with 
the rest to the holy place of the Freer, though there was scarcely a soul 
he had ever cursed that was not blessed by her. And away they went 
with their old stout staves up the hill. 

And as soon as they could they came to the witch’s house. And there 
they found her sitting outside her door gazing over the valley away, and 
looking neither older nor younger, nor concerned one way or the other 
with the coming and going of years. 

“We be the parliament of Erl,” they said, standing before her all in 
their graver clothes. 

“Aye,” she said. “You desired magic. Has it come to you yet?” 
“Truly,” they said, “and to spare.” 
“There is more to come,” she said. 
“Mother Witch,” said Narl, “we are met here to pray you that you will 

give us a goodly spell which shall be a charm against magic, so that 
there be no more of it in the valley, for overmuch has come.” 

“Overmuch?” she said. “Overmuch magic! As though magic were not 
the spice and essence of life, its ornament and its splendour. By my 
broom,” said she, “I give you no spell against magic.” 

And they thought of the wandering lights and the scarce-seen 
gibbering things, and all the strangeness and evil that was come to their 
valley of Erl, and they besought her again, speaking suavely to her. 

“Oh, Mother Witch,” said Guhic, “there is overmuch magic indeed, 
and the folk that should tarry in Elfland are all over the border.” 

“It is even so,” said Narl. “The border is broken and there will be no 
end to it. Will-o’-the-wisps should stay in the marshes, and trolls and 
goblins in Elfland, and we folk should keep to our own folk. This is the 
thought of us all. For magic, if we desired it somewhat, years ago when 
we were young, pertains to matters that are not for man.” 

She eyed him silently with a cat-like glow increasing in her eyes. And 
when she neither spoke nor moved, Narl besought her again. 

“O Mother Witch,” he said, “will you give us no spell to guard our 
homes against magic?” 

“No spell indeed!” she hissed. “No spell indeed! By broom and stars 
and night-riding! Would you rob Earth of her heirloom that has come 
from the olden time? Would you take her treasure and leave her bare to 
the scorn of her comrade planets? Poor indeed were we without magic, 
whereof we are well stored to the envy of darkness and Space.” She 
leaned forward from where she sat and stamped her stick, looking up 
in Narl’s face with her fierce unwavering eyes. “I would sooner,” she 
said, “give you a spell against water, that all the world should thirst, 
than give you a spell against the song of streams that evening hears 
faintly over the ridge of a hill, too dim for wakeful ears, a song 
threading through dreams, whereby we learn of old wars and lost loves 
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of the Spirits of rivers. I would sooner give you a spell against bread, 
that all the world should starve, than give you a spell against the magic 
of wheat that haunts the golden hollows in moonlight in July, through 
which in the warm short nights wander how many of whom man knows 
nothing. I would make you spells against comfort and clothing, food, 
shelter and warmth, aye and will do it, sooner than tear from these poor 
fields of Earth that magic that is to them an ample cloak against the chill 
of Space, and a gay raiment against the sneers of nothingness. 

“Go hence. To your village go. And you that sought for magic in your 
youth but desire it not in your age, know that there is a blindness of 
spirit which comes from age, more black than the blindness of eye, 
making a darkness about you across which nothing may be seen, or felt, 
or known, or in any way apprehended. And no voice out of that 
darkness shall conjure me to grant a spell against magic. Hence!” 

And as she said “Hence” she put her weight on her stick and was 
evidently preparing to rise from her seat. And at this great terror came 
upon all the parliament. And they noticed at the same moment that 
evening was drawing in and all the valley darkening. On this high held 
where the witch’s cabbages grew some light yet lingered, and listening 
to her fierce words they had not thought of the hour. But now it was 
manifestly growing late, and a wind roamed past them that seemed to 
come over the ridges a little way off, from night; and chilled them as it 
passed; and all the air seemed given over to that very thing against 
which they sought for a spell. 

And here they were at this hour with the witch before them, and she 
was evidently about to rise. Her eyes were fixed on them. Already she 
was partly up from her chair. There could be no doubt that before 
three moments were passed she would be hobbling amongst them with 
her glittering eyes peering in each one’s face. They turned and ran 
down the hill. 

CHAPTER XXXI 

The Cursing of Elfin Things 

As the parliament of Erl ran down the hill they ran into the dusk of 
evening. Greyly it lay in the valley above the mist from the stream. But 
with more than the mystery of dusk the air was heavy. Lights blinking 
early from houses showed that all the folk were home, and the street 
was deserted by everything that was human; save when with hushed air 
and almost furtive step they saw their lord Orion like a tall shadow go 
by, with will-o’-the-wisps behind him, towards the house of the trolls, 
thinking no earthly thoughts. And the strangeness that had been 
growing day by day made all the village eerie. So that with short and 
troubled breath the twelve old men hurried on. 

And so they came to the holy place of the Freer, which lay on the side 
of the village that was towards the witch’s hill. And it was the hour at 
which he was wont to celebrate after-bird-song, as they named the 
singing that they sang in the holy place when all the birds were home. 
But the Freer was not within his holy place; he stood in the cold night 
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air on the upper step without it, his face turned towards Elfland. He 
had on his sacred robe with its border of purple, and the emblem of 
gold round his neck; but the door of his holy place was shut and his 
back was towards it. They wondered to see him stand thus. 

And as they wondered the Freer began to intone, clear in the evening 
with his eyes away to the East, where already a few of the earliest stars 
were showing. With his head held high he spoke as though his voice 
might pass over the frontier of twilight and be heard by the people of 
Elfland. 

“Curst be all wandering things,” he said, “whose place is not upon 
Earth. Curst be all lights that dwell in fens and in marish places. Their 
homes are in deeps of the marshes. Let them by no means stir from 
there until the Last Day. Let them abide in their place and there await 
damnation. 

“Cursed be gnomes, trolls, elves and goblins on land, and all sprites 
of the water. And fauns be accursed and such as follow Pan. And all 
that devil on the heath, being other than beasts or men. Cursed be 
fairies and all tales told of them, and whatever enchants the meadows 
before the sun is up, and all fables of doubtful authority, and the 
legends that men hand down from unhallowed times. 

“Cursed be brooms that leave their place by the heath. Cursed be 
witches and all manner of witcheries. 

“Cursed be toadstool rings and whatever dances within them. And all 
strange lights, strange songs, strange shadows, or rumours that hint of 
them, and all doubtful things of the dusk, and the things that ill- 
instructed children fear, and old wives’ tales and things done o’ 
midsummer nights; all these be accursed with all that leaneth toward 
Elfland and all that cometh thence.” 

Never a lane of that village, never a barn, but a will-o’-the-wisp was 
dancing nimbly above it; the night was gilded with them. But as the 
good Freer spoke they backed away from his curses, floating further off 
as though a light wind blew them, and danced again after drifting a 
little way. This they did both before and behind him and upon either 
hand, as he stood there upon the steps of his holy place. So that there 
was a circle of darkness all round him, and beyond that circle shone the 
lights of the marshes and Elfland. 

And within the dark circle in which the Freer stood making his curses 
were no unhallowed things, nor were there strangenesses such as come 
of night, nor whispers from unknown voices, nor sounds of any music 
blowing here from no haunts of men; but all was orderly and seemly 
there and no mysteries troubles the quiet except such as have been 
justly allowed to man. 

And beyond that circle whence so much was beaten back by the bright 
vehemence of the good man’s curses, the will-o’-the-wisps rioted, and 
many a strangeness that poured in that night from Elfland, and goblins 
held high holiday. For word was gone forth in Elfland that pleasant folk 
had now their dwelling in Erl; and many a thing of fable, many a 
monster of myth, had crept through that border of twilight and had 
come into Erl to see. And the light and false but friendly will-o’-the- 
wisps danced in the haunted air and made them welcome. 

And not only the trolls and the will-o’-the-wisps had lured these folk 
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from their fabled land through the seldom-traversed border, but the 
longings and thoughts of Orion, which by half his lineage were akin to 
the things of myth and of one race with the monsters of Elfland, were 
calling to them now. Ever since that day by the frontier when he had 
hovered between Earth and Elfland he had yearned more and more for 
his mother; and now, whether he willed it or no, his elfin thoughts were 
calling their kin that dwelt in the elvish fells; and at that hour when the 
sound of the horns blew through the frontier of twilight they had come 
tumbling after it. For elfin thoughts are as much akin to the creatures 
that dwell in Elfland as goblins are to trolls. 

Within the calm and the dark of the good man’s curses the twelve old 
men stood silent listening to every word. And the words seemed good to 
them and soothing and right, for they were over-weary of magic. 

But beyond the circle of darkness, amidst the glare of the will-o’-the- 
wisps with which all the night flickered, amidst goblin laughter and the 
unbridled mirth of the trolls, where old legends seemed alive and the 
fearfullest fables true; amongst all manner of mysteries, queer sounds, 
queer shapes, and queer shadows; Orion passed with his hounds, 
eastwards towards Elfland. 

CHAPTER XXXII 

Lirazel Yearns for Earth 

In the hall that was built of moonlight, dreams, music and mirage 
Lirazel knelt on the sparkling floor before her father’s throne. And the 
light of the magical throne shone blue in her eyes, and her eyes flashed 
back a light that deepened its magic. And kneeling there she besought a 
rune of her father. 

Old days would not let her be, sweet memories thronged about her: 
the lawns of Elfland had her love, lawns upon which she had played by 
the old miraculous flowers before any histories were written here; she 
loved the sweet soft creatures of myth that moved like magical shadows 
out of the guardian wood and over enchanted grasses; she loved every 
fable and song and spell that had made her elfin home; and yet the bells 
of Earth, that could not pass the frontier of silence and twilight, beat 
note by note in her brain, and her heart felt the growth of the little 
earthly flowers as they bloomed or faded or slept in seasons that came 
not to Elfland. And in those seasons, wasting away as every one went by, 
she knew that Alveric wandered, knew that Orion lived and grew and 
changed, and that both, if Earth’s legend were true, would soon be lost 
to her forever and ever, when the gates of Heaven would shut on both 
with a golden thud. For between Elfland and Heaven is no path, no 
flight, no way; and neither sends ambassador to the other. She yearned 
to the bells of Earth and the English cowslips, but would not forsake 
again her mighty father nor the world that his mind had made. And 
Alveric came not, nor her boy Orion; only the sound of Alveric’s horn 
came once, and often strange longings seemed to float in air, beating 
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vainly back and forth between Orion and her. And the gleaming pillars 
that held the dome of the roof, or above which it floated, quivered a 
little with her grief; and shadows of her sorrow flickered and faded in 
the crystal deep of the walls, for a moment dimming many a colour that 
is unknown in our fields, but making them no less lovely. What could 
she do who would not cast away magic and leave the home that an 
ageless day had endeared to her while centuries were withering like 
leaves upon earthly shores, whose heart was yet held by those little 
tendrils of Earth, which are strong enough, strong enough? 

And some, translating her bitter need into pitiless earthly words, may 
say that she wished to be in two places at once. And that was true, and 
the impossible wish lies on the verge of laughter, and for her was only 
and wholly a matter for tears. Impossible? Was it impossible? We have 
to do with magic. 

She besought a rune of her father, kneeling upon the magic floor in 
the midmost centre of Elfland; and around her arose the pillars, of 
which only song may say, whose misty bulk was disturbed and troubled 
by Lirazel’s sorrow. She besought a rune that, wherever they roamed 
through whatever fields of Earth, should restore to her Alveric and 
Orion, bringing them over the border and into the elfin lands to live in 
that timeless age that is one long day in Elfland. And with them she 
prayed might come, (for the mighty runes of her father had such power 
even as this) some garden of Earth, or bank where violets lay, or hollow 
where cowslips waved, to shine in Elfland for ever. 

Like no music heard in any cities of men or dreamed upon earthly 
hills, with his elfin voice her father answered her. And the ringing 
words were such as had power to change the shape of the hills of 
dreams, or to enchant new flowers to blow in fields of faery. “I have no 
rune,” he said, “that has power to pass the frontier, or to lure anything 
from the mundane fields, be it violets, cowslips or men, to come 
through our bulwark of twilight that I have set to guard us against 
material things. No rune but one, and that the last of the potencies of 
our realm.” 

And kneeling yet upon the glittering floor, of whose profound 
translucence song alone shall speak, she prayed him for that one rune, 
last potency though it be of the awful wonders of Elfland. 

And he would not squander that rune that lay locked in his treasury, 
most magical of his powers and last of the three, but held it against the 
peril of a distant and unknown day, whose light shone just beyond a 
curve of the ages, too far for the eerie vision even of his foreknowledge. 

She knew that he had moved Elfland far afield and swung it back as 
tides are swung by the moon, till it lapped at the very edge of the fields 
of men once more, with its glimmering border touching the tips of the 
earthly hedges. And she knew that no more than the moon had he used 
a rare wonder, merely wafting his regions away by a magical gesture. 
Might he not, she thought, bring Elfland and Earth yet nearer, using no 
rarer magic than is used by the moon at the neap? And so she 
supplicated him once again, recalling wonders to him that he had 
wrought and yet used no rarer spell than a certain wave of his arm. She 
spoke of the magical orchids that came down once over cliffs like a 
sudden roseate foam breaking over the Elfin Mountains. She spoke of 
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the downy clusters of queer mauve flowers which bloomed in the grass 
of the dells, and of that glory of blossom that forever guarded the 
lawns. For all these wonders were his: bird-song and blooming of flower 
alike were his inspirations. If such wonders as song and bloom were 
wrought by a wave of his hand, surely he might by beckoning bring but 
a short way from Earth some few fields that lay so near to the earthly 
border. Or surely he might move Elfland a little earthward again, who 
had lately moved it as far as the turn in the path of the comet, and had 
brought it again to the edge of the fields of men. 

“Never,” he said, “can any rune but one, or spell or wonder or any 
magical thing, move our realm one wing’s width over the earthly border 
or bring anything thence here. And little they know in those fields that 
even one rune can do it.” 

And still she would scarce believe that those accustomed powers of 
her wizard sire could not easily bring the things of Earth and the 
wonders of Elfland together. 

“From those fields,” he said, “my spells are all beaten back, my 
incantations are mute, and my right arm powerless.” 

And when he spoke thus to her of that dread right arm, at last 
perforce she believed him. And she prayed him again for that ultimate 
rune, that long-hoarded treasure of Elfland, that potency that had 
strength to work against the harsh weight of Earth. 

And his thoughts went into the future all alone, peering far down the 
years. More gladly had a traveller at night in lonely ways given up his 
lantern than had this elvish king now used his last great spell, and so 
cast it away, and gone without it into those dubious years; whose dim 
forms he saw and many of their events, but not to the end. Easily had 
she asked for that dread spell, which should appease the only need she 
had, easily might he have granted it were he but human; but his vast 
wisdom saw so much of the years to be that he feared to face them 
without this last great potency. 

“Beyond our border,” he said, “material things stand fierce and 
strong and many, and have the power to darken and to increase, for 
they have wonders too. And when this last potency be used and gone 
there remains in all our realm no rune that they dread; and material 
things will multiply and put the powers in bondage, and we without any 
rune of which they go in awe shall become no more than a fable. We 
must yet store this rune.” 

Thus he reasoned with her rather than commanded, though he was 
the founder and King of all those lands, and all that wandered in them 
and of the light in which they shone. And reason in Elfland was no daily 
thing, but an exotic wonder. With this he sought to soothe her 
earthward fancies. 

And Lirazel made no answer but only wept, weeping tears of 
enchanted dew. And all the line of the Elfin Mountains quivered, as 
wandering winds will tremble to notes of a violin that have strayed 
beyond hearing down the ways of the air; and all the creatures of fable 
that dwelt in the realm of Elfland felt something strange in their hearts 
like the dying away of a song. 

“Is it not best for Elfland that I do this?” said the King. 
And still she only wept. 
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And then he sighed and considered the welfare of Elfland again. For 
Elfland drew its happiness from the calm of that palace, which was its 
centre, and of which only song may tell; and now its spires were 
troubled and the light of its walls was dim, and a sorrow was floating 
from its vaulted doorway all over the fields of faery and over the dells 
of dream. If she were happy Elfland might bask again in that 
untroubled light and eternal calm whose radiance blesses all but 
material things; and though his treasurey were open and empty yet 
what more were needed then? 

So he commanded, and a coffer was brought before him by elfin 
things, and the knight of his guard who had watched over it forever 
came marching behind them. 

He opened the coffer with a spell, for it opened to no key, and taking 
from it an ancient parchment scroll he rose and read from it while his 
daughter wept. And the words of the rune as he read were like the 
notes of a band of violins, all played by masters chosen from many ages, 
hidden on midsummer’s midnight in a wood, with a strange moon 
shining, the air all full of madness and mystery; and, lurking close but 
invisible, things beyond the wisdom of man. 

Thus he read that rune, and powers heard and obeyed it, not alone in 
Elfland but over the border of Earth. 

CHAPTER XXXIII 

The Shining Line 

Alveric wandered on, alone of that small company of three without a 
hope to guide him. For Niv and Zend, who were lately led by the hope 
of their fantastic quest, no longer yearned for Elfland but were guided 
now by their plan to hold Alveric back from it. They vacillated more 
slowly than sane folk, but clung with far more than sane fervour to each 
vacillation. And Zend that had wandered through so many years with 
the hope of Elfland before him looked on it, now that he had seen its 
frontier, as one of the rivals of the moon. Niv who had endured as 
much for Alveric’s quest saw in that magical land something more 
fabulous than was in all his dreams. And now when Alveric attempted 
lame cajoleries with those swift and ferocious minds he received no 
more answers from Zend than the curt statement “It is not the will of 
the moon”: while Niv would only reiterate “Have I not dreams 
enough?” 

They were wandering back again past farms that had known them 
years before. With their old grey tent more tattered they appeared in 
the twilight, adding a shade to the evening, in fields wherein they and 
their tent had become a legend. And never was Alveric unwatched by 
some mad eye, lest he should slip from the camp and come to Elfland 
and be where dreams were stranger than Niv’s and under a power 
more magical than the moon. 

Often he tried, creeping silently from his place in the dead of night. 
One moonlight night he tried first, waiting awake till all the world 
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seemed sleeping. He knew that the frontier was not far away as he crept 
from the tent into the brightness and black shadows and passed Niv 
sleeping heavily. A little way he went, and there was Zend sitting still on 
a rock, gazing into the face of the moon. Round came Zend’s face and, 
newly inspired by the moon, he shouted and leapt at Alveric. They had 
taken away his sword. And Niv woke and came towards them with 
immense fury, united to Zend by one jealousy; for each of them knew 
well that the wonders of Elfland were greater than any fancy that their 
minds would ever know. 

And again he tried, on a night when no moon shone. But on that 
night Niv was sitting outside the camp, relishing in a strange and joyless 
way a certain comradeship that there was between his ravings and the 
interstellar darkness. And there in the night he saw Alveric slipping 
away towards the land whose wonders far transcended all Niv’s poor 
dreams; and all the fury the lesser can feel for the greater awoke at 
once in his mind; and, creeping up behind him, without any help from 
Zend he smote Alveric insensible to the ground. 

And never did Alveric plan any escape after that but that the busy 
thoughts of madness anticipated it. 

And so they came, watchers and watched, over the fields of men. And 
Alveric sought help of the folk of the farms; but the cunning of Niv 
knew too well the tricks of sanity. So that when the folk came running 
over their fields to that queer grey tent from which they heard Alveric’s 
cries, they found Niv and Zend posed in a calm that they had much 
practised, while Alveric told of his thwarted quest of Elfland. Now by 
many men all quests are considered mad, as the cunning of Niv knew. 
Alveric found no help there. 

As they went back by the way by which they had marched for years 
Niv led that band of three, stepping ahead of Alveric and Zend with his 
lean face held high, made all the leaner by the long thin points to which 
he had trained his beard and his moustaches, and wearing Alveric’s 
sword that stuck out long behind him and its hilt high in front. And he 
stepped and perked his head with a certain air that revealed to the rare 
travellers who saw him that this sparse and ragged figure esteemed 
itself the leader of a greater band than were visible. Indeed if one had 
just seen him at the end of the evening with the dusk and the mist of the 
fenlands close behind him he might have believed that in the dusk and 
the mist was an army that followed this gay worn confident man. Had 
the army been there Niv was sane. Had the world accepted that an army 
was there, even though only Alveric and Zend followed his curious 
steps, still he was sane. But the lonely fancy that had not fact to feed on, 
nor the fancy of any other for fellowship, was for its loneliness mad. 

Zend watched Alveric all the while, as they marched behind Niv; for 
their mutual jealousy of the wonders of Elfland bound Niv and Zend 
together to work as with one wild whim. 

And now one morning Niv stretched himself up to the fullest possible 
height of his lean inches and extended his right arm high and 
addressed his army, “We are come near again to Erl,” he said. “And we 
shall bring new fancies in place of outworn things and things that are 
stale; and its customs shall be henceforth the way of the moon.” 

Now Niv cared nothing for the moon, but he had great cunning, and 
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he knew that Zend would aid his new plan against Erl if only for the 
sake of the moon. And Zend cheered till the echoes came back from a 
lonely hill, and Niv smiled to them like a leader confident of his hosts. 
And Alveric rose against them then, and struggled with Niv and Zend 
for the last time, and learned that age or wandering or loss of hope had 
left him unable to strive against the maniacal strength of these two. And 
after that he went with them more meekly, with resignation, caring no 
longer what befell him, living only in memory and only for days that 
had been; and in November evenings in this dim camp in the chill he 
saw, looking only backwards through the years, Spring mornings shine 
again on the towers of Erl. In the light of these mornings he saw Orion 
again, playing again with old toys that the witch had made with a spell; 
he saw Lirazel move once more through the gracious gardens. Yet no 
light that memory is able to kindle was strong enough to illumine much 
that camp in those sombre evenings, when the damp rose up from the 
ground and the chill swooped out of the air, and Niv and Zend as 
darkness came stealing nearer began to chatter in low eager voices 
schemes inspired by such whims as throve at dusk in the waste. Only 
when the sad day drifted wholly thence and Alveric slept by flapping 
tatters that streamed from the tent in the night, then only was memory, 
unhindered by the busy changes of day, able to bring back Erl to him, 
bright, happy and vernal; so that while his body lay still, in far fields, in 
the dark and the Winter, all that was most active and live in him was 
back over the worlds in Erl, back over the years in Spring with Lirazel 
and Orion. 

How far he was bodily, in sheer miles from his home, for which his 
happy thoughts each night forsook his weary frame, Alveric knew not. 
It was many years since their tent had stood one evening a grey shape in 
that landscape in which it now waved its tatters. But Niv knew that of 
late they had come nearer to Erl, for his dreams of it came to him now 
soon after he fell asleep, and they used to come to him further on in the 
night, on the other side of mid-night and even towards morning: and 
from this he argued that they used to have further to come, and were 
now but a little way off. When he told this secretly one evening to Zend, 
Zend listened gravely but gave no opinion, merely saying “The moon 
knows.” Nevertheless he followed Niv, who led this curious caravan 
always in that direction from which his dreams of the valley of Erl came 
soonest. And this queer leadership brought them nearer to Erl, as often 
happens where men follow leaders that are crazy or blind or deceived; 
they reach some port of other though they stray down the years with 
little foresight enough: were it otherwise what would become of us? 

And one day the upper parts of the towers of Erl looked at them out 
of blue distance, shining in early sunlight above a curve of the downs. 
And towards them Niv turned at once and led directly, for the line of 
their wandering march had not pointed straight to Erl, and marched on 
as a conqueror that sees some new city’s gates. What his plans were 
Alveric did not know, but kept to his apathy; and Zend did not know, 
for Niv had merely said that his plans must be secret; nor did Niv know, 
for his fancies poured through his brain and rushed away; what fancies 
made what plans in a mood that was yesterday’s how could he tell to-day? 

Then as they went they soon came to a shepherd, standing amongst 
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his grazing sheep and leaning upon his crook, who watched and seemed 
to have no other care but only to watch all things going by, or, when 
nothing passed, to gaze and gaze at the downs till all his memories were 
fashioned out of their huge grass curves. He stood, a bearded man, and 
watched them with never a word as they passed. And one of Niv’s mad 
memories suddenly knew him, and Niv hailed him by his name and the 
shepherd answered. And who should he be but Vand! 

Then they fell talking; and Niv spoke surely, as he always did with 
sane folk, aping with clever mimicry the ways and the tricks of sanity, 
lest Alveric should ask for help against him. But Alveric sought no help. 
Silent he stood and heard the others talking, but his thoughts were far 
in the past and their voices were only sounds to him. And Vand 
enquired of them if they had found Elfland. But he spoke as one asks of 
children if their toy boat has been to the Happy Isles. He had had for 
many years to do with sheep, and had come to know their needs and 
their price, and the need men have of them; and these things had risen 
imperceptibly up all round his imagination, and were at last a wall over 
which he saw no further. When he was young, yes once, he had sought 
for Elfland; but now, why now he was older; such things were for the 
young. 

“But we saw its border,” said Zend, “the border of twilight.” 
“A mist,” said Vand, “of the evening.” 
“I have stood,” said Zend, “upon the edge of Elfland.” 
But Vand smiled and shook his bearded head as he leaned on his 

long crook, and every wave of his beard as he shook it slowly denied 
Zend’s tales of that border, and his lips smiled it away, and his tolerant 
eyes were grave with the more of the fields as we know. 

“No, not Elfland,” he said. 
And Niv agreed with Vand, for he watched his mood, studying the 

ways of sanity. And they spoke of Elfland lightly, as one tells of some 
dream that came at dawn and went away before waking. And Alveric 
heard with despair, for Lirazel dwelt not only over the border but even, 
as he saw now, beyond human belief; so that all at once she seemed 
remoter than ever, and he still lonelier. 

“I sought for it once,” said Vand, “but no, there’s no Elfland.” 
“No,” said Niv, and only Zend wondered. 
“No,” replied Vand and shook his head and lifted his eyes to his 

sheep. 
And just beyond his sheep and coming towards them he saw a 

shining line. So long his eyes stayed fixed on that shining line coming 
over the downs from the eastward that the others turned and looked. 

They saw it too, a shimmering line of silver, or a little blue like steel, 
flickering and changing with the reflection of strange passing colours. 
And before it, very faint like threatening breezes breathing before a 
storm, came the soft sound of very old songs. It caught, as they all stood 
gazing, one of Vand’s furthest sheep; and instantly its fleece was that 
pure gold that is told of in old romance; and the shining line came on 
and the sheep disappeared altogether. They saw now that it was about 
the height of the mist from a small stream; and still Vand stood gazing 
at it, neither moving nor thinking. But Niv turned very soon and 
beckoned curtly to Zend and seized Alveric by the arm and hastened 
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away towards Erl. The gleaming line, that seemed to bump and stumble 
over every unevenness of the rough fields, came not so fast as they 
hastened; yet it never stopped when they rested, never wearied when 
they were tired, but came on over all the hills and hedges of Earth; nor 
did sunset change its appearance or check its pace. 

CHAPTER XXXIV 

The Last Great Rune 

As Alveric hastened back, led by two madmen, to those lands over 
which he had long ago been lord, the horns of Elfland had sounded in 
Erl all day. And though only Orion heard them, they no less thrilled the 
air, flooding it deep with their curious golden music, and filling the day 
with a wonder that others felt; so that many a young girl leaned from 
her window to see what was enchanting the morning. But as the day 
wore on the enchantment of the unheard music dwindled, giving place 
to a feeling that weighed on all minds in Erl and seemed to bode the 
imminence of some unknown region of wonder. All his life Orion had 
heard those horns blowing at evening except upon days on which had 
had done ill: if he heard the horns at evening he knew that it was well 
with him. But now they had blown in the morning, and blew all day, 
like a fanfare in front of a march; and Orion looked out of his window 
and saw nothing, and the horns rang on, proclaiming he knew not 
what. Far away they called his thoughts from the things of Earth that 
are the concern of men, far away from all that casts shadows. He spoke 
to no man that day, but went among his trolls and such elfin things as 
had followed them over the border. And all men that saw him 
perceived such a look in his eyes as showed his thoughts to be far in 
realms that they dreaded. And his thoughts were indeed far thence, 
once more with his mother. And hers were with him, lavishing 
tenderness that the years had denied her, in their swift passage over 
our fields that she never had understood. And somehow he knew she 
was nearer. 

And all that strange morning the will-o’-the-wisps were restless and 
the trolls leaped wildly all about their lofts, for the horns of Elfland 
tinged all the air with magic and excited their blood although they 
could not hear them. But towards evening they felt impending some 
great change and all grew silent and moody. And something brought to 
them yearnings for their far magical home, as though a breeze had 
blown suddenly into their faces straight off the tarns of Elfland; and 
they ran up and down the street looking for something magical, to ease 
their loneliness amongst mundane things. But found nothing resem¬ 
bling the spell-born lilies that grew in their glory above the elfin tarns. 
And the folk of the village perceived them everywhere and longed for 
the wholesome earthly days again that there were before the coming of 
magic to Erl. And some of them hurried off to the house of the Freer 
and took refuge with him amongst his holy things from all the 
unhallowed shapes that there were in their streets and all the magic that 
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tingled and loomed in the air. And he guarded them with his curses 
which floated away the light and almost aimless will-o’-the-wisps, and 
even, at a short distance, awed the trolls, but they ran and capered only 
a little way off. And while the little group clustered about the Freer, 
seeking solace from him against whatever impended, with which the air 
was growing tenser and grimmer as the short day wore on, there went 
others to Narl and the busy elders of Erl to say “See what your plans 
have done. See what you have brought on the village.” 

And none of the elders made immediate answer, but said that they 
must take counsel one with another, for they trusted greatly in the 
words said in their parliament. And to this intent they gathered again at 
the forge of Narl. It was evening now, but the sun had not yet set nor 
Narl gone from his work, but his fire was beginning to glow with a 
deeper colour among the shadows that had entered his forge. And the 
elders came in there walking slowly with grave faces, partly because of 
the mystery that they needed to cover their folly from the sight of the 
villagers, partly because magic hung now so gross in the air that they 
feared the imminence of some portentous thing. They sat in their 
parliament in that inner room, while the sun went low and the elfin 
horns, had they but known it, blew clear and triumphantly. And there 
they sat in silence, for what could they say? They had wished for magic, 
and now it had come. Trolls were in all the streets, goblins had entered 
houses, and now the nights were mad with will-o’-the-wisps; and all the 
air was heavy with unknown magic. What could they say? And after a 
while Narl said they must make a new plan; for they had been plain 
bell-fearing folk, but now there were magical things all over Erl, and 
more came every night from Elfland to join them, and what would 
become of the old ways unless they made a plan? 

And Narl’s words emboldened them all, though they felt the ominous 
menace of the horns that they could not hear; but the talk of a plan 
emboldened them, for they deemed they could plan against magic. And 
one by one they rose to speak of a plan. 

But at sunset the talk died down. And their dread that something 
impended grew now to a certain knowledge. Oth and Threl knew it 
first, who had lived familiar with mystery in the woods. All knew that 
something was coming. No one knew what. And they all sat silent 
wondering in the gloaming. 

Lurulu saw it first. He had dreamed all day of the weed-green tarns 
of Elfland, and growing weary of Earth, had gone all lonely to the top 
of a tower that rose from the Castle of Erl and perched himself on a 
battlement and gazed wistfully homewards. And looking out over the 
fields we know, he saw the shining line coming down on Erl. And from 
it he hears rise faint, as it rippled over the furrows, a murmur of many 
old songs; for it came with all manner of memories, old music and lost 
voices, sweeping back again to our old fields what time had driven from 
Earth. It was coming towards him bright as the Evening Star, and 
flashing with sudden colours, some common on Earth, and some 
unknown to our rainbow; so that Lurulu knew it at once for the frontier 
of Elfland. And all his impudence returned to him at sight of his 
fabulous home, and he uttered shrill gusts of laughter from his high 
perch, that rang over the roofs below like the chatter of building birds. 
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And the little homesick trolls in the lofts were cheered by the sound of 
his merriment though they knew not from what it came. And now 
Orion heard the horns blowing so loud and near, and there was such 
triumph in their blowing, and pomp, and withal so wistful a crooning, 
that he knew now why they blew, knew that they proclaimed the 
approach of a princess of the elfin line, knew that his mother came back 
to him. 

High on her hill Ziroonderel knew this, being forwarned by magic; 
and looking downward at evening she saw that star-like line of blended 
twilights of old lost Summer evenings sweeping over the fields towards 
Erl. Almost she wondered as she saw this glittering thing flowing over 
the earthly pastures, although her wisdom had told her that it must 
come. And on the one side she saw the fields we know, full of 
accustomed things, and on the other, looking down from her height, 
she saw, behind the myriad-tinted border, the deep green elfin foliage 
and Elfland’s magical flowers, and things that delirium sees not, nor 
inspiration, on Earth; and the fabulous creatures of Elfland prancing 
forward; and, stepping across our fields and bringing Elfland with her, 
the twilight flowing from both her hands, which she stretched out a 
little from her, was her own lady the Princess Lirazel coming back to 
her home. And at this sight, and at all the strangeness coming across 
our fields, or because of old memories that came with the twilight or 
bygone songs that sang in it, a strange joy came shivering upon 
Ziroonderel, and if witches weep she wept. 

And now from upper windows of the houses the folk began to see 
that glittering line which was no earthly twilight: they saw it flash at 
them with its starry gleam and then flow on towards them. Slowly it 
came as though it rippled with difficulty over Earth’s rugged bulk, 
though moving lately over the rightful lands of the Elf King it had 
outspeeded the comet. And hardly had they wondered at its strange¬ 
ness, when they found themselves amongst most familiar things, for the 
old memories that floated before it, as a wind before the thunder, beat 
in a sudden gust on their hearts and their houses, and lo! they were 
living once more amongst things long past and lost. And as that line of 
no earthly light came nearer there rustled before it a sound as of rain 
on leaves, old sighs, breathed over again, old lovers’ whispers repeated. 
And there fell on these folk as they all leaned hushed from their 
windows a mood that looked gently, wistfully backward through time, 
such a mood as might lurk by huge dock-leaves in ancient gardens 
when everyone is gone that has tended their roses or ever loved the 
bowers. 

Not yet had that line of starlight and bygone loves lapped at the walls 
of Erl or foamed on the houses, but it was so near now that already 
there slipped away the daily cares that held folk down to the present, 
and they felt the balm of past days and blessings from hands long 
withered. Now elders ran out to children that skipped with a rope in the 
street, to bring them into the houses, not telling them why, for fear of 
frightening their daughters. And the alarm in their mothers’ faces for a 
moment startled the children; then some of them looked to the 
eastward and saw that shining line. “It is Elfland coming,” they said, 
and went on with their skipping. 
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And the hounds knew, though what they knew I cannot say; but some 
influence reached them from Elfland such as comes from the full moon, 
and they bayed as they bay on clear nights when the flelds are flooded 
with moonlight. And the dogs in the streets that always watched lest 
anything strange should come, knew how great a strangeness was near 
them now and proclaimed it to all the valley. 

Already the old leather-worker in his cottage across the flelds, 
looking out of his window to see if his well were frozen, saw a May 
morning of fifty years ago and his wife gathering lilac, for Elfland had 
beaten Time away from his garden. 

And now the jackdaws had left the towers of Erl and flew away 
westward; and the baying of the hounds filled all the air, and the 
barking of lesser dogs. This suddenly ceased and a great hush fell on 
the village, as though snow had suddenly fallen inches deep. And 
through the hush came softly a strange old music; and no one spoke at 
all. 

Then where Ziroonderel sat by her door with her chin on her hand 
gazing, she saw the bright line touch the houses and stop, flowing past 
them on either side but held by the houses, as though it had met with 
something too strong for its magic; but for only a moment the houses 
held back that wonderful tide, for it broke over them with a burst of 
unearthly foam, like a meteor of unknown metal burning in heaven, 
and passed on and the houses stood all quaint and queer and 
enchanted, like homes remembered out of a long-past age by the 
sudden waking of an inherited memory. 

And then she saw the boy she had nursed step forward into the 
twilight, drawn by a power no less than that which was moving Elfland: 
she saw him and his mother meet again in all that light that was 
flooding the valley with splendour. And Alveric was with her, he and 
she together a little apart from attendant fabulous things, that escorted 
her all the way from the vales of the Elfin Mountains. And from Alveric 
had fallen away that heavy burden of years, and all the sorrow of 
wandering: he too was back again in the days that were, with old songs 
and lost voices. And Ziroonderel could not see the princess’s tears when 
she met Orion again after all that separation of space and time, for, 
though they flashed like stars, she stood in the border in all that 
radiance of starlight that shone about her like the broad face of a 
planet. But though the witch saw not this there came to her old ears 
clearly the sounds of songs returning again to our fields out of the glens 
of Elfland, wherein they had lain so long, which were all the old songs 
lost from the nurseries of the Earth. They crooned now about the 
meeting of Lirazel and Orion. 

And Niv and Zend had ease at last from their fierce fancies, for their 
wild thoughts sank to rest in the calm of Elfland and slept as hawks 
sleep in their trees when evening has lulled the world. Ziroonderel saw 
them standing together where the edge of the downs had been a little 
way off from Alveric. And there was Vand amongst his golden sheep, 
that were munching the strange sweet juices of wonderful flowers. 

With all these wonders Lirazel came for her son, and brought Elfland 
with her that never had moved before the width of a harebell over the 
earthly border. And where they met was an old garden of roses under 
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the towers of Erl, where once she had walked, and none had cared for it 
since. Great weeds were now in its walks, and even they were withered 
with the rigour of late November: their dry stalks hissed about his feet 
as Orion walked through them, and they swung back brown behind him 
over untended paths. But before him bloomed in all their glory and 
beauty the great voluptuous roses gorgeous with Summer. Between 
November that she was driving before her and that old season of roses 
that she brought back to her garden Lirazel and Orion met. For a 
moment the withered garden lay brown behind him, then it all flashed 
into bloom, and the wild glad song of birds from a hundred arbours 
welcomed back the old roses. And Orion was back again in the beauty 
and brightness of days whose dim fair shades his memory cherished, 
such as are the chief of all the treasures of man; but the treasury in 
which they lie is locked, and we have not the key. Then Elfland poured 
over Erl. 

Only the holy place of the Freer and the garden that was about it 
remained still of our Earth, a little island all surrounded by wonder, like 
a mountain peak all rocky, alone in air, when a mist wells up in the 
gloaming from highland valleys, and leaves only one pinnacle darkly to 
gaze at the stars. For the sound of his bell beat back the rune and the 
twilight for a little distance all round. There he lived happy, contented, 
not quite alone, amongst his holy things, for a few that had been cut off 
by that magical tide lived on the holy island and served him there. And 
he lived beyond the age of ordinary men, but not to the years of magic. 

None ever crossed the boundary but one, the witch Ziroonderel, who 
from her hill that was just on the earthward border would go by broom 
on starry nights to see her lady again, where she dwelt unvexed by 
years, with Alveric and Orion. Thence she comes sometimes, high in 
the night on her broom, unseen by any down on the earthly fields, 
unless you chance to notice star after star blink out for an instant as she 
passes by them, and sits beside cottage doors and tells queer tales, to 
such as care to have news of the wonders of Elfland. May I hear her 
again! 

And with the last of his world-disturbing runes sent forth, and his 
daughter happy once more, the elfin King on his tremendous throne 
breathed and drew in the calm in which Elfland basks; and all his 
realms dreamed on in that ageless repose, of which deep green pools in 
summer can barely guess; and Erl dreamed too with all the rest of 
Elfland and so passed out of all remembrance of men. For the twelve 
that were of the parliament of Erl looked through the window of that 
inner room, wherein they planned their plans by the forge of Narl, and, 
gazing over their familiar lands, perceived that they were no longer the 
fields we know. 



The Doom That Came to 
Sarnath 

By H. P. Lovecraft 



“They had bulging eyes, pouting, flabby lips, and curious 
ears, and were without voice.” 

John D. Batten 



The Doom That Came to Sarnath 

There is in the land of Mnar a vast still lake that is fed by no stream, 
and out of which no stream flows. Ten thousand years ago there stood 
by its shore the mighty city of Sarnath, but Sarnath stands there no 
more. 

It is told that in the immemorial years when the world was young, 
before ever the men of Sarnath came to the land of Mnar, another city 
stood beside the lake; the gray stone city of lb, which was old as the lake 
itself, and peopled with beings not pleasing to behold. Very old and 
ugly were these beings, as indeed are most beings of a world yet 
inchoate and rudely fashioned. It is written on the brick cylinders of 
Kadatheron that the beings of lb were in hue as green as the lake and 
the mists that rise above it; that they had bulging eyes, pouting, flabby 
lips, and curious ears, and were without voice. It is also written that they 
descended one night from the moon in a mist; they and the vast still 
lake and gray stone city lb. However this may be, it is certain that they 
worshipped a sea-green stone idol chiseled in the likeness of Bokrug, 
the great water-lizard; before which they danced horribly when the 
moon was gibbous. And it is written in the papyrus of Ilarnek, that they 
one day discovered fire, and thereafter kindled flames on many 
ceremonial occasions. But not much is written of these beings, because 
they lived in very ancient times, and man is young, and knows but little 
of the very ancient living things. 

After many eons men came to the land of Mnar, dark shepherd folk 
with their fleecy flocks, who built Thraa, Ilarnek, and Kadatheron on 
the winding river Ai. And certain tribes, more hardy than the rest, 
pushed on to the border of the lake and built Sarnath at a spot where 
precious metals were found in the earth. 

Not far from the gray city of lb did the wandering tribes lay the first 
stones of Sarnath, and at the beings of lb they marveled greatly. But 
with their marveling was mixed hate, for they thought it not meet that 
beings of such aspect should walk about the world of men at dusk. Nor 
did they like the strange sculptures upon the gray monoliths of lb, for 
those sculptures lingered so late in the world, even until the coming 
men, none can tell; unless it was because the land of Mnar is very still, 
and remote from most other lands, both of waking and of dream. 

As the men of Sarnath beheld more of the beings of lb their hate 
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grew, and it was not less because they found the beings weak, and soft 
as jelly to the touch of stones and arrows. So one day the young 
warriors, the slingers and the spearmen and the bowmen, marched 
against lb and slew all the inhabitants thereof, pushing the queer bodies 
into the lake with long spears, because they did not wish to touch them. 
And because they did not like the gray sculptured monoliths of lb they 
cast these also into the lake; wondering from the greatness of the labor 
how ever the stones were brought from afar, as they must have been, 
since there is naught like them in the land of Mnar or in the lands 
adjacent. 

Thus of the very ancient city of lb was nothing spared, save the 
seagreen stone idol chiseled in the likeness of Bokrug, the water-lizard. 
This the young warriors took back with them as a symbol of conquest 
over the old gods and beings of lb, and as a sign of leadership in Mnar. 
But on the night after it was set up in the temple, a terrible thing must 
have happened, for weird lights were seen over the lake, and in the 
morning the people found the idol gone and the high-priest Taran-Ish 
lying dead, as from some fear unspeakable. And before he died, Taran- 
Ish had scrawled upon the altar of chrysolite with coarse shaky strokes 
the sign of DOOM. 

After Taran-Ish there were many high-priests in Sarnath but never 
was the sea-green stone idol found. And many centuries came and 
went, wherein Sarnath prospered exceedingly, so that only priests and 
old women remembered what Taran-Ish had scrawled upon the altar of 
chrysolite. Betwixt Sarnath and the city of Ilarnek arose a caravan 
route, and the precious metals from the earth were exchanged for 
other metals and rare cloths and jewels and books and tools for 
artificers and all things of luxury that are known to the people who 
dwell along the winding river Ai and beyond. So Sarnath waxed mighty 
and learned and beautiful, and sent forth conquering armies to subdue 
the neighboring cities; and in time there sate upon a throne in Sarnath 
the kings of all the land of Mnar and of many lands adjacent. 

The wonder of the world and the pride of all mankind was Sarnath 
the magnificent. Of polished desert-quarried marble were its walls, in 
height three hundred cubits and in breadth seventy-five, so that 
chariots might pass each other as men drove them along the top. For 
full five hundred stadia did they run, being open only on the side 
toward the lake where a green stone sea-wall kept back the waves that 
rose oddly once a year at the festival of the destroying of lb. In Sarnath 
were fifty streets from the lake to the gates of the caravans, and fifty 
more intersecting them. With onyx were they paved, save those 
whereon the horses and camels and elephants trod, which were paved 
with granite. And the gates of Sarnath were as many as the landward 
ends of the streets, each of bronze, and flanked by the figures of lions 
and elephants carven from some stone no longer known among men. 
The houses of Sarnath were of glazed brick and chalcedony, each 
having its walled garden and crystal lakelet. With strange art were they 
builded, for no other city had houses like them; and travelers from 
Thraa and Ilarnket and Kadatheron marveled at the shining domes 
wherewith they were surrounded. 

But more marvelous still were the palaces and the temples, and the 
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gardens made by Zokkar the olden king. There were many palaces, the 
last of which were mightier than any in Thraa or Ilarnek or Ka- 
datheron. So high were they that one within might sometimes fancy 
himself beneath only the sky; yet when lighted with torches dipt in the 
oil of Dother their walls showed vast paintings of kings and armies, of a 
splendor at once inspiring and stupefying to the beholder. Many were 
the pillars of the palaces, all of tinted marble, and carven into designs of 
surpassing beauty. And in most of the palaces the floors were mosaics of 
beryl and lapis lazuli and sardonyx and carbuncle and other choice 
materials, so disposed that the beholder might fancy himself walking 
over beds of the rarest flowers. And there were likewise fountains, 
which cast scented waters about in pleasing jets arranged with cunning 
art. Outshining all others was the palace of the kings of Mnar and of the 
land adjacent. On a pair of golden crouching lions rested the throne, 
many steps above the gleaming floor. And it was wrought of one piece 
of ivory, though no man lives who knows whence so vast a piece could 
have come. In that palace there were also many galleries, and many 
amphitheaters where lions and men and elephants battled at the 
pleasure of the kings. Sometimes the amphitheaters were flooded with 
water conveyed from the lake in mighty aqueducts, and then were 
enacted stirring sea-fights, or combats betwixt swimmers and deadly 
marine things. 

Lofty and amazing were the seventeen tower-like temples of Sarnath, 
fashioned of a bright multi-colored stone not known elsewhere. A full 
thousand cubits high stood the greatest among them, wherein the 
highpriests dwelt with a magnificence scarce less than that of the kings. 
On the ground were halls as vast and splendid as those of the palaces; 
where gathered throngs in worship of Zo-Kalar and Tamash and 
Lobon, the chief gods of Sarnath, whose incense-enveloped shrines 
were as the thrones of monarchs. Not like the eikons of other gods were 
those of Zo-Kalar and Tamash and Lobon. For so close to life were they 
that one might swear the graceful bearded gods themsleves sate on the 
ivory thrones. And up unending steps of zircon was the tower-chamber, 
wherefrom the high-priests looked out over the city and the plains and 
the lake by day; and at the cryptic moon and significant stars and 
planets, and their reflections in the lake, at night. Here was done the 
very secret and ancient rite in detestation of Bokrug, the water-lizard, 
and here rested the altar of chrysolite which bore the Doom-scrawl of 
Taran-Ish. 

Wonderful likewise were the gardens made by Zokkar the olden king. 
In the center of Sarnath they lay, covering a great space and encircled 
by a high wall. And they were surmounted by a mighty dome of glass, 
through which shone the sun and moon and planets when it was not 
clear. In summer the gardens were cooled with fresh odorous breezes 
skilfully wafted by fans, and in winter they were heated with concealed 
fires, so that in those gardens it was always spring. There ran little 
streams over bright pebbles, dividing meads of green and gardens of 
many hues, and spanned by a multitude of bridges. Many were the 
waterfalls in their courses, and many were the lilied lakelets into which 
they expanded. Over the streams and lakelets rode white swans, whilst 
the music of rare birds chimed in with the melody of the waters. In 
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ordered terraces rose the green banks, adorned here and there with 
bowers of vines and sweet blossoms, and seats and benches of marble 
and porphyry. And there were many small shrines and temples where 
one might rest or pray to small gods. 

Each year there was celebrated in Sarnath the feast of the destroying 
of lb, at which time wine, song, dancing and merriment of every kind 
abounded. Great honors were then paid to the shades of those who had 
annihilated the old ancient beings, and the memory of those beings and 
of their elder gods was derided by dancers and lutanists crowned with 
roses from the gardens of Zokkar. And the kings would look out over 
the lake and curse the bones of the dead that lay beneath it. 

At first the high-priests liked not these festivals, for there had 
descended amongst them queer tales of how the sea-green eikon had 
vanished, and how Taran-Ish had died from fear and left a warning. 
And they said that from their high tower they sometimes saw lights 
beneath the waters of the lake. But as many years passed without 
calamity even the priests laughed and cursed and joined in the orgies of 
the feasters. Indeed, had they not themselves, in their high tower, often 
performed the very ancient and secret rite in detestation of Bokrug, the 
water-lizard? And a thousand years of riches and delight passed over 
Sarnath, wonder of the world. 

Gorgeous beyond thought was the feast of the thousandth year of the 
destroying of lb. For a decade had it been talked of in the land of Mnar, 
and as it drew nigh there came to Sarnath on horses and camels and 
elephants men from Thraa, Ilarnek, and Kadatheron, and all the cities 
of Mnar and the lands beyond. Before the marble walls on the 
appointed night were pitched the pavilions of princes and the tents of 
travelers. Within the banquet-hall reclined Nargis-Hei, the king, 
drunken with ancient wine from the vaults of conquered Pnoth, and 
surrounded by feasting nobles and hurrying slaves. There were eaten 
many strange delicacies at that feast; peacocks from the distant hills of 
Implan, heels of camels from the Bnazic desert, nuts and spices from 
Sydathrian groves, and pearls from wave-washed Mtal dissolved in the 
vinegar of Thraa. Of sauces there were an untold number, prepared by 
the subtlest cooks in all Mnar, and suited to the palate of every feaster. 
But most prized of all the viands were the great fishes from the lake, 
each of vast size, and served upon golden platters set with rubies and 
diamonds. 

Whilst the king and his nobles feasted within the palace, and viewed 
the crowning dish as it awaited them on golden platters, others feasted 
elsewhere. In the tower of the great temple the priests held revels, and 
in pavilions without the walls the princes of neighboring lands made 
merry. And it was the high-priest Gnai-Kah who first saw the shadows 
that descended from the gibbous moon into the lake, and the damnable 
green mists that arose from the lake to meet the moon and to shroud in 
a sinister haze the towers and the domes of fated Sarnath. Thereafter 
those in the towers and without the walls beheld strange lights on the 
water, and saw that the gray rock Akurion, which was wont to rear high 
above it near the shore, was almost submerged. And fear grew vaguely 
yet swiftly, so that the princes of Ilarnek and of far Rokol took down 
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and folded their tents and pavilions and departed, though they scarce 
knew the reason for their departing. 

Then, close to the hour of midnight, all the bronze gates of Sarnath 
burst open and emptied forth a frenzied throng that blackened the 
plain, so that all the visiting princes and travelers fled away in fright. 
For on the faces of this throng was writ a madness born of horror 
unendurable, and on their tongues were words so terrible that no 
hearer paused for proof. Men whose eyes were wild with fear shrieked 
aloud of the sight within the king’s banquet-hall, where through the 
windows were seen no longer the forms of Nargis-Hei and his nobles 
and slaves, but a horde of indescribable green voiceless things with 
bulging eyes, pouting, flabby lips, and curious ears; things which 
danced horribly, bearing in their paws golden platters set with rubies 
and diamonds and containing uncouth flames. And the princes and 
travelers, as they fled from the doomed city of Sarnath on horses and 
camels and elephants, looked again upon the mist-begetting lake and 
saw the gray rock Akurion was quite submerged. Through all the land 
of Mnar and the land adjacent spread the tales of those who had fled 
from Sarnath, and caravans sought that accursed city and its precious 
metals no more. It was long ere any travelers went thither, and even 
then only the brave and adventurous young men of yellow hair and 
blue eyes, who are no kin to the men of Mnar. These men indeed went 
to the lake to view Sarnath; but though they found the vast still lake 
itself, and the gray rock Akurion which rears high above it near the 
shore, they beheld not the wonder of the world and pride of all 
mankind. Where once had risen walls of three hundred cubits and 
towers yet higher, now stretched only the marshy shore, and where 
once had dwelt fifty million of men now crawled the detestable water- 
lizard. Not even the mines of precious metal remained. DOOM had 
come to Sarnath. 

But half buried in the rushes was spied a curious green idol; an 
exceedingly ancient idol chiseled in the likeness of Bokrug, the great 
water-lizard. That idol, enshrined in the high temple at Ilarnek, was 
subsequently worshipped beneath the gibbous moon throughout the 
land of Mnar. 
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i 

“Valusia Plots Behind Closed Doors” 

A sinister quiet lay like a shroud over the ancient city of Valusia. The 
heat waves danced from roof to shining roof and shimmered against 
the smooth marble walls. The purple towers and golden spires were 
softened in the faint haze. No ringing hoofs on the wide paved streets 
broke the drowsy silence, and the few pedestrians who appeared did 
what they had to do hastily and vanished indoors again. The city 
seemed like a realm of ghosts. 

Kull, king of Valusia, drew aside the filmy curtains and gazed over 
the golden window sill, out over the court with sparkling fountains and 
trim hedges and pruned trees, over the high wall and at the blank 
windows of houses which met his glance. 

“All Valusia plots behind closed doors, Brule,” he grunted. 
His companion, a dark-faced, powerful warrior of medium height, 

grinned hardly. “You are too suspicious, Kull. The heat drives most of 
them indoors.” 

“But they plot,” reiterated Kull. He was a tall, broad-shouldered 
barbarian, with the true fighting build: wide shoulders, mighty chest, 
and lean flanks. Under heavy black brows his cold gray eyes brooded. 
His features betrayed his birthplace, for Kull the usurper was an 
Atlantean. 

“True, they plot. When did the people ever fail to plot, no matter 
who held the throne? And they might be excused now, Kull.” 

“Aye,” the giant’s brow clouded, “I am an alien. The first barbarian to 
press the Valusian throne since the beginning of time. When I was a 
commander of her forces they overlooked the accident of my birth. But 
now they hurl it into my teeth—by looks and thoughts, at least.” 

“What do you care? I am an alien also. Aliens rule Valusia now, since 
the people have grown too weak and degenerate to rule themselves. An 
Atlantean sits on her throne, backed by all the Piets, the empire’s most 
ancient and powerful allies; her court is filled with foreigners; her 
armies with barbarian mercenaries; and the Red Slayers—well, they are 
at least Valusians, but they are men of the mountains who look upon 
themselves as a different race.” 

Kull shrugged his shoulders restlessly. 

“I know what the people think, and with what aversion and anger the 
powerful old Valusian families must look on the state of affairs. But 
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what would you have? The empire was worse under Borna, a native 
Valusian and a direct heir of the old dynasty, than it has been under 
me. This is the price a nation must pay for decaying: the strong young 
people come in and take possession, one way or another. I have at least 
rebuilt the armies, organized the mercenaries and restored Valusia to a 
measure of her former international greatness. Surely it is better to 
have one barbarian on the throne holding the crumbling bands 
together, than to have a hundred thousand riding red-handed through 
the city streets. Which is what would have happened by now, had it 
been left to King Borna. The kingdom was splitting under his feet, 
invasion threatened on all sides, the heathen Grondarians were ready to 
launch a raid of appalling magnitude— 

“Well, I killed Borna with my bare hands that wild night when I rode 
at the head of the rebels. That bit of ruthlessness won me some 
enemies, but within six months I had put down anarchy and all 
counter-rebellions, had welded the nation back into one piece, had 
broken the back of the Triple Federation, and crushed the power of the 
Grondarians. Now Valusia dozes in peace and quiet, and between naps 
plots my overthrow. There has been no famine since my reign, the 
storehouses are bulging with grain, the trading ships ride heavy with 
cargo, the merchants’ purses are full, the people are fat-bellied—but 
still they murmur and curse and spit on my shadow. What do they 
want?” 

The Piet grinned savagely and with bitter mirth. “Another Borna! A 
red-handed tyrant! Forget their ingratitude. You did not seize the 
kingdom for their sakes, nor do you hold it for their benefit. Well, you 
have accomplished a lifelong ambition, and you are firmly seated on the 
throne. Let them murmur and plot. You are king.” 

Kull nodded grimly. “I am king of this purple kingdom! And until 
my breath stops and my ghost goes down the long shadow road, I will 
be king. What now?” 

A slave bowed deeply, “Nalissa, daughter of the great house of bora 
Ballin, desires audience, most high majesty.” 

A shadow crossed the king’s brow. “More supplication in regard to 
her damnable love affair,” he sighed to Brule. “Mayhap you’d better 
go.” To the slave, “Let her enter the presence.” 

Kull sat in a chair padded with velvet and gazed at Nalissa. She was 
only some nineteen years of age; and clad in the costly but scanty 
fashion of Valusian noble ladies, she presented a ravishing picture, the 
beauty of which even the barbarian king could appreciate. Her skin was 
a marvelous white, due partly to many baths in milk and wine, but 
mainly to a heritage of loveliness. Her cheeks were tinted naturally with 
a delicate pink, and her lips were full and red. Under delicate black 
brows brooded a pair of deep soft eyes, dark as mystery, and the whole 
picture was set off by a mass of curly black hair which was partly 
confined by slim golden band. 

Nalissa knelt at the feet of the king, and clasping his sword-hardened 
fingers in her soft slim hands, she looked up into his eyes; her own eyes 
luminous and pensive with appeal. Of all the people in the kingdom, 
Kull preferred not to look into the eyes of Nalissa. He saw there at times 
a depth of allure and mystery. She knew something of her powers, the 
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spoiled and pampered child of aristocracy, but her full powers she little 
guessed because of her youth. But Kull, who was wise in the ways of 
men and women, realized with some uneasiness that with maturity 
Nalissa was bound to become a terrific power in the court and in the 
land, either for good or bad. 

“But your majesty,” she was wailing now, like a child begging for a 
toy, “please let me marry Dalgar of Farsun. He has become a Valusian 
citizen, he is high in favor at court, as you yourself say. Why—” 

“I have told you,” said the king with patience, “it is nothing to me 
whether you marry Dalgar, Brule, or the devil! But your father does 
not wish you to marry this Farsunian adventurer and—” 

“But you can make him let me!” she cried. 
“The house of bora Ballin I number among my staunchest suppor¬ 

ters,” answered the Atlantean. “And Murom bora Ballin, your father, 
among my closest friends. When I was a friendless gladiator, he 
befriended me. He lent me money when I was a common soldier, and 
he espoused my cause when I struck for the throne. Not to save this 
right hand of mine would I force him into an action to which he is so 
violently opposed, or interfere in his family affairs.” 

Nalissa had not yet learned that some men cannot be moved by 
feminine wiles. She pleaded, coaxed, and pouted. She kissed Kulfs 
hands, wept on his breast, perched on his knee and argued, all much to 
his embarrassment, but to no avail. Kull was sincerely sympathetic, but 
adamant. To all her appeals and blandishments he had one answer: 
that it was none of his business, that her father knew better what she 
needed, and that he, Kull, was not going to interfere. 

At last Nalissa gave up and left the presence with bowed head and 
dragging steps. As she emerged from the royal chamber, she met her 
father coming in. Murom bora Ballin, guessing his daughter’s purpose 
in visiting the king, said nothing to her, but the look he gave her spoke 
eloquently of punishment to come. The girl climbed miserably into her 
sedan chair, feeling as if her sorrow was too heavy a load for any one 
girl to bear. Then her inner nature asserted itself. Her dark eyes 
smoldered with rebellion, and she spoke a few quick words to the slaves 
who carried her chair. 

Count Murom stood before his king meanwhile, and his features 
were frozen into a mask of formal deference. Kull noted that expres¬ 
sion, and it hurt him. Formality existed between himself and all his 
subjects and allies except the Piet, Brule; and the ambassador, Ka-nu; 
but this studied formality was a new thing in Count Murom, and Kull 
guessed the reason. 

“Your daughter was here, Count,” he said abruptly. 
“Yes, your majestry,” the tone was impassive and respectful. 
“You probably know why. She wants to marry Dalgar of Farsun.” 
The count made a stately inclination of his head. “If your majesty so 

wishes, he has but to say the word.” His features froze into harder lines. 
Kull, stung, rose and strode across the chamber to the window, where 

once again he gazed out at the drowsing city. Without turning, he said, 
“Not for half my kingdom would I interfere with your family affairs, 
nor force you into a course unpleasant to you.” 

The count was at his side in an instant, his formality vanished, his fine 
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eyes eloquent. “Your majesty, I have wronged you in my thoughts—I 
should have known—” He made as if to kneel, but Kull restrained him. 

The king grinned. “Be at ease, Count. Your private affairs are your 
own. I cannot help you, but you can help me. There is conspiracy in the 
air; I smell danger as in my early youth I sensed the nearness of a tiger 
in the jungle or a serpent in the high grass.” 

“My spies have been combing the city, your majesty,” said the count, 
his eyes kindling at the prospect of action. “The people murmur as they 
will murmur under any ruler—but I have recently come from Ka-nu at 
the consulate, and he told me to warn you that outside influence and 
foreign money were at work. He said he knew nothing definite, but his 
Piets wormed some information from a drunken servant of the 
Verulian ambassador—vague hints at some coup that government is 
planning.” 

Kull grunted. “Verulian trickery is a byword. But Gen Dala, the 
Verulian ambassador, is the soul of honor.” 

“So much better a figurehead. If he knows nothing of what his nation 
plans, so much the better will he serve as a mask for their doings.” 

“But what would Verulia gain?” asked Kull. 
“Gomlah, a distant cousin of King Gorna, took refuge there when 

you overthrew the old dynasty. With you slain, Valusia would fall to 
pieces. Her armies would become disorganized, all her allies except the 
Piets would desert her, the mercenaries whom only you can control 
would turn against her, and she would be an easy prey for the first 
powerful nation who might move against her. Then, with Gomlah as an 
excuse for invasion, as a puppet on Valusia’s throne—” 

“I see,” grunted Kull. “I am better at battle than in council, but I see. 
So—the first step must be my removal, eh?” 

“Yes, your majesty.” 
Kull smiled and flexed his mighty arms. “After all, this ruling grows 

dull at times.” His fingers caressed the hilt of the great sword which he 
wore at all times. 

“Tu, chief councilor to the king, and Dondal, his nephew,” sang out a 
slave, and two men entered the presence. 

Tu, chief councilor, was a portly man of medium height and late 
middle life, who looked more like a merchant than a councilor. His hair 
was thin, his face lined, and on his brow rested a look of perpetual 
suspicion. Tu’s years and honors rested heavily on him. Originally of 
plebian birth, he had won his way by sheer power of craft and intrigue. 
He had seen three kings come and go before Kull, and the strain told 
on him. 

His nephew Dondal was a slim, foppish youth with keen dark eyes 
and a pleasant smile. His chief virtue lay in the fact that he kept a 
discreet tongue in his head and never repeated what he heard at court. 
For this reason he was admitted into places not even warranted by his 
close kinship to Tu. 

“Just a small matter of state, your majesty,” said Tu. “This permit for 
a new harbor on the western coast. Will your majesty sign?” 

Kull signed his name; Tu drew from inside his bosom a signet ring 
attached to a small chain which he wore around his neck, and affixed 
the seal. This ring was the royal signature, in effect. No other ring in 
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the world was exactly like it, and Tu wore it about his neck, waking or 
sleeping. Outside those in the royal chamber at the moment, not four 
men in the world knew where the ring was kept. 

II 

Mystery 

The quiet of the day had merged almost imperceptibly into the quiet 
of night. The moon had not yet risen, and the small silver stars gave 
little light, as if their radiance was strangled by the heat which still rose 
from the earth. 

Along a deserted street a single horse’s hoofs clanged hollowly. If 
eyes watched from the blank windows, they gave no sign that betrayed 
that anyone knew Dalgar of Farsun was riding through the night and 
the silence. 

The young Farsunian was fully armed, his lithe athletic body was 
completely encased in light armor, and a morion was on his head. He 
looked capable of handling the long, slim jewel-hilted sword at his side, 
and the scarf which crossed his steel-clad breast, with its red rose, 
detracted nothing from the picture of manhood he presented. 

Now as he rode he glanced at a crumpled note in his hand, which, 
half unfolded, disclosed the following message in the characters of 
Valusia: “At midnight, my beloved, in the Accursed Gardens beyond 
the walls. We will fly together.” 

A dramatic note; Dalgar’s handsome lips curved slightly as he read. 
Well, a little melodrama was pardonable in a young girl, and the youth 
enjoyed a touch himself. A thrill of ecstasy shook him at the thought of 
that rendezvous. By dawn he would be far across the Verulian border 
with his bride-to-be; then let Count Murom bora Ballin rave; let the 
whole Valusian army follow their tracks. With that much start, he and 
Nalissa would be in safety. He felt high and romantic; his heart swelled 
with the foolish heroics of youth. It was hours until midnight, but—he 
nudged his horse with an armored heel and turned aside to take a 
shortcut through some dark narrow streets. 

“Oh, silver moon and a silver breast—” he hummed under his breath 
the flaming love songs of the mad, dead poet Ridondo; then his horse 
snorted and shied. In the shadow of a squalid doorway, a dark bulk 
moved and groaned. 

Drawing his sword, Dalgar slipped from the saddle and bent over he 
who groaned. 

Bending very close, he made out the form of a man. He dragged the 
body into a comparatively lighter area, noting that he was still 
breathing. Something warm and sticky adhered to his hand. 

The man was portly and apparently old, since his hair was sparse and 
his beard shot with white. He was clad in the rags of a beggar, but even 
in the darkness Dalgar could tell that his hands were soft and white 
under their grime. A nasty gash on the side of his head seeped blood, 
and his eyes were closed. He groaned from time to time. 
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Dalgar tore a piece from his sash to staunch the wound, and in so 
doing, a ring on his finger became entangled in the unkempt beard. He 
jerked impatiently—the beard came away entirely, disclosing the 
smooth-shaven, deeply lined face of a man in late middle life. Dalgar 
cried out and recoiled. He bounded to his feet, bewildered and 
shocked. A moment he stood, staring down at the groaning man; then 
the quick rattle of hoofs on a parallel street recalled him to life. 

He ran down a side alley and accosted the rider. This man pulled up 
with a quick motion, reaching for his sword as he did so. The steel-shod 
hoofs of his steed struck fire from the flagstones as the horse set back on 
his haunches. 

“What now? Oh, it’s you, Dalgar.” 
“Brule!” cried the young Farsunian. “Quick! Tu, the chief councilor, 

lies in yonder side street, senseless—mayhap murdered!” 
The Piet was off his horse in an instant, sword flashing into his hand. 

He flung the reins over his mount’s head and left the steed standing 
there like a statue while he followed Dalgar on a run. 

Together they bent over the stricken councilor while Brule ran an 
experienced hand over him. 

“No fracture, apparently,” grunted the Piet. “Can’t tell for sure, of 
course. Was his beard off when you found him?” 

“No, I pulled it off accidentally—” 
“Then likely this is the work of some thug who knew him not. I’d 

rather think that. If the man who struck him down knew he was Tu, 
there’s black treachery brewing in Valusia. I told him he’d come to grief 
prowling around the city disguised this way—but you cannot tell a 
councilor anything. He insisted that in this manner he learned all that 
was going on; kept his finger on the empire’s pulse, as he said.” 

“But if it were a cutthroat,” said Dalgar, “why did they not rob him? 
Here is his purse with a few copper coins in it—and who would seek to 
rob a beggar?” 

The Spear-slayer swore. “Right. But who in Valka’s name could know 
he was Tu? He never wore the same disguise twice, and only Dondal 
and a slave helped him with it. And what did they want, whoever struck 
him down? Oh well, Valka—he’ll die while we stand here jabbering. 
Help me get him on my horse.” 

With the chief councilor lolling drunkenly in the saddle, upheld by 
Brule’s steel-sinewed arms, they clattered through the streets to the 
palace. They were admitted by a wondering guard, and the senseless 
man was carried to an inner chamber and laid on a couch, where he was 
showing signs of recovering consciousness, under the ministrations of 
the slaves and court women. 

At last he sat up and gripped his head, groaning. Ka-nu, Pictish 
amabassador and the craftiest man in the Kingdom, bent over him. 

“Tu! Who smote you?” 
“I don’t know,” the councilor was still dazed. “I remember nothing.” 
“Had you any documents of importance about you?” 
“No.” 
“Did they take anything from you?” 
Tu began fumbling at his garments uncertainly; his clouded eyes 
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began to clear, then flared in sudden apprehension. “The ring! The 
royal signet ring! It is gone!” 

Ka-nu smote his fist into his palm and cursed soulfully. 
“This comes of carrying the thing with you! I warned you! Quick, 

Brule, Kelkor—Dalgar; foul treason is afoot! Haste to the king’s 
chamber.” 

In front of the royal bedchamber, ten of the Red Slayers, men of the 
king’s favorite regiment, stood at guard. To Ka-nu’s staccato questions, 
they answered that the king had retired an hour or so ago, that no one 
had sought entrance, and that they had heard no sound. 

Ka-nu knocked on the door. There was no response. In a panic he 
pushed against the door. It was locked from within. 

“Break that door down!” he screamed, his face white, his voice 
unnatural with unaccustomed strain. 

Two of the Red Slayers, giants in size, hurled their full weight against 
the door, but it, being of heavy oak braced with bronze bands, held. 
Brule pushed them away and attacked the massive portal with his 
sword. Under the heavy blows of the keen edge, wood and metal gave 
way, and in a few moments Brule shouldered through the shreds and 
rushed into the room. He halted short with a stifled cry, and, glaring 
over his shoulder, Ka-nu clutched wildly at his beard. The royal bed 
was mussed as if it had been slept in, but of the king there was no sign. 
The room was empty, and only the open window gave hint of any clue. 

“Sweep the streets!” roared Ka-nu. “Comb the city! Guard all the 
gates! Kelkor, rouse out the full force of the Red Slayers. Brule, gather 
your horsemen and ride them to death if necessary. Haste! Dalgar—” 

But the Farsunian was gone. He had suddenly remembered that the 
hour of midnight approached, and of far more importance to him than 
the whereabouts of any king was the fact that Nalissa bora Ballin was 
awaiting him in the Accursed Gardens two miles beyond the city wall. 

Ill 

The Sign of the Seal 

That night Kull had retired early. As was his custom, he halted 
outside the door of the royal bedchamber for a few minutes to chat with 
the guard, his old regimental mates, and exchange a reminiscence or so 
of the days when he had ridden in the ranks of the Red Slayers. Then, 
dismissing his attendants, he entered the chamber, flung back the 
covers of his bed, and prepared to retire. Strange proceedings for a 
king, no doubt, but Kull had been long used to the rough life of a 
soldier, and before that he had been a savage tribesman. He had never 
gotten used to having things done for him, and in the privacy of his 
bedchamber he would at least attend to himself. 

But just as he turned to extinguish the candle which illumined his 
room, he heard a slight tapping at the window sill. Hand on sword, he 
crossed the room with the easy, silent tread of a great panther and 
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looked out. The window opened on the inner grounds of the palace; 
the hedges and trees loomed vaguely in the semi-darkness of the 
starlight. Fountains glimmered vaguely, and he could not make out the 
forms of any of the sentries who paced those confines. 

But here at his elbow was mystery. Clinging to the vines which 
covered the wall was a small wizened fellow who looked much like the 
professional beggars which swarmed the more sordid of the city’s 
streets. He seemed harmless with his thin limbs and monkey face, but 
Kull regarded him with a scowl. 

“I see I shall have to plant sentries at the very foot of my window, or 
tear these vines down,” said the king. “How did you get through the 
guards?” 

The wizened one put his skinny finger across puckered lips for 
silence; then with a simian-like dexterity, slid a hand through the bars. 
He silently handed Kull a piece of parchment. The king unrolled it and 
read: “King Kull: If you value your life, or the welfare of the kingdom, 
follow this guide to the place where he shall lead you. Tell no one. Let 
yourself be not seen by the guards. The regiments are honeycombed 
with treason, and if you are to live and hold the throne, you must do 
exactly as I say. Trust the bearer of this note implicity.” It was signed 
“Tu, Chief Counciler of Valusia” and was sealed with the royal signet 
ring. 

Kull knit his brows. The thing had an unsavory look—but this was 
Tu’s handwriting—he noted the peculiar, almost imperceptible, quirk 
in the last letter of Tu’s name, which was the councilor’s trademark, so 
to speak. And then the sign of the seal, the seal which could not be 
duplicated. Kull sighed. 

“Very well,” he said. “Wait until I arm myself.” 
Dressed and clad in light chain-mail armor, Kull turned again to the 

window. He gripped the bars, one in each hand, and cautiously 
exerting his tremendous strength, felt them give until even his broad 
shoulders could slip between them. Clambering out, he caught the vines 
and swung down them with as much ease as was displayed by the small 
beggar who preceded him. 

At the foot of the wall, Kull caught his companion’s arm. 
“How did you elude the guard?” he whispered. 
“To such as accosted me, I showed the sign of the royal seal.” 
“That will scarcely suffice now,” grunted the king. “Follow me; I 

know their routine.” 
Some twenty minutes followed of lying in wait behind a hedge or tree 

until a sentry passed, of dodging quickly into the shadows and making 
short, stealthy dashes. At last they came to the outer wall. Kull took his 
guide by the ankles and lifted him until his fingers clutched the top of 
the wall. Once astride it, the beggar reached down a hand to aid the 
king; but Kull, with a contemptuous gesture, backed off a few paces, 
took a short run, and bounding high in the air, caught the parapet with 
one upflung hand, swinging his great form up across the top of the wall 
with an almost incredible display of strength and agility. 

The next instant the two strangely incongruous figures had dropped 
down on the opposite side and faded into the gloom. 
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IV 

“Here I Stand at Bay!” 

Nalissa, daughter of the house of bora Ballin, was nervous and 
frightened. Upheld by her high hopes and her sincere love, she did not 
regret her rash actions of the last few hours, but she earnestly wished 
for the coming of midnight and her lover. 

Up to the present, her escapade had been easy. It was not easy for 
anyone to leave the city after nightfall, but she had ridden away from 
her father’s house just before sundown, telling her mother that she was 
going to spend the night with a girl friend. It was well for her that 
women were allowed unusual freedom in the city of Valusia, and were 
not kept hemmed in seraglios and veritable prison houses as they were 
in the Eastern empires; a custom which survived the Flood. 

Nalissa had ridden boldly through the eastern gate, and then made 
directly for the Accursed Gardens, two miles east of the city. These 
Gardens had once been the pleasure resort and country estate of a 
nobleman, but tales of grim debauches and ghastly rites of devil 
worship began to get abroad; and finally the people, maddened by the 
regular disappearance of their children, had descended on the Gardens 
in a frenzied mob and had hanged the prince to his own portals. 
Combing the Gardens, the people had found foul things, and in a flood 
of repulsion and horror had partially destroyed the mansion and the 
summer houses, the arbors, the grottoes, and the walls. But built of 
imperishable marble, many of the buildings had resisted both the 
sledges of the mob and the corrosion of time. Now, deserted for a 
hundred years, a miniature jungle had sprung up within the crumbling 
walls and rank vegetation overran the ruins. 

Nalissa concealed her steed in a ruined summer house, and seated 
herself on the cracked marble floor, settling down to wait. At first it was 
not bad. The gentle summer sunset flooded the land, softening all 
scenes with its mellow gold. The green sea about her, shot with white 
gleams which were marble walls and crumbling roofs, intrigued her. 
But as night fell and the shadows merged, Nalissa grew nervous. The 
night wind whispered grisly things through the branches and the broad 
palm leaves and the tall grass, and the stars seemed cold and far away. 
Legends and tales came back to her, and she fancied that above the 
throb of her pounding heart she could hear the rustle of unseen black 
wings and the mutter of fiendish voices. 

She prayed for midnight and Dalgar. Had Kull seen her then he 
would not have thought of her strange deep nature, nor the signs of 
her great future; he would have seen only a frightened little girl who 
passionately desired to be taken up and cuddled. 

But the thought of leaving never entered her mind. 
Time seemed as if it would never pass, but pass it did somehow. At 

last a faint glow betrayed the rising of the moon, and she knew the hour 
was closing to midnight. 

Then suddenly there came a sound which brought her to her feet, 
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her heart flying into her throat. Somewhere in the supposedly deserted 
Gardens there crashed into the silence a shout and a clang of steel. A 
short, hideous scream chilled the blood in her veins; then silence fell in 
a suffocating shroud. 

Dalgar—Dalgar! The thought beat like a hammer in her dazed brain. 
Her lover had come and had fallen foul of someone—or something. 

She stole from her hiding place, one hand over her heart which 
seemed about to burst through her ribs. She stole along a broken pave, 
and the whispering palm leaves brushed against her like her ghostly 
fingers. About her lay a pulsating gulf of shadows, vibrant and alive 
with nameless evil. There was no sound. 

Ahead of her loomed the ruined mansion; then without a sound, two 
men stepped into her path. She screamed once; then her tongue froze 
with terror. She tried to flee, but her legs would not work, and before 
she could move, one of the men had caught her up and tucked her 
under his arm as if she were a tiny child. 

“A woman,” he growled in a language which Nalissa barely under¬ 
stood, and which she recognized as Verulian. “Lend me your dagger 
and I’ll—” 

“We haven’t time now,” interposed the other, speaking in the 
Valusian tongue. “Toss her in there with him, and we’ll finish them 
both together. We must get Phondar here before we kill him; he wants 
to question him a little.” 

“Small use,” rumbled the Verulian giant, striding after his compan¬ 
ion. “He won’t talk—I can tell you that—he’s opened his mouth only to 
curse us, since we captured him.” 

“Nalissa, tucked ignominiously under her captor’s arm, was frozen 
with fear, but her mind was working. Who was this “him” they were 
going to question and then kill? The thought that it must be Dalgar 
drove her own fear from her mind, and flooded her soul with a wild 
and desperate rage. She began to kick and struggle violently and was 
punished with a resounding smack that brought tears to her eyes and a 
cry of pain to her lips. She lapsed into a humiliated submission and was 
presently tossed unceremoniously through a shadowed doorway, to 
sprawl in a disheveled heap on the floor. 

“Hadn’t we better tie her?” queried the giant. 
“What use? She can’t escape. And she can’t untie him. Hurry up; 

we’ve got work to do.” 

Nalissa sat up and looked timidly about. She was in a small chamber, 
the corners of which were screened with spider webs. Dust was deep on 
the floor, and fragments of marble from the crumbling walls littered it. 
Part of the roof was gone, and the slowly rising moon poured light 
through the aperture. By its light she saw a form on the floor, close to 
the wall. She shrank back, her teeth sinking into her lip with horrified 
anticipation; then she saw with a delirious sensation of relief that the 
man was too large to be Dalgar. She crawled over to him and looked 
into his face. He was bound hand and foot and gagged; above the gag, 
two cold gray eyes looked up into hers. 

“King Kull!” Nalissa pressed both hands against her temples while 
the room reeled to her shocked and astounded gaze. The next instant 
her slim, strong fingers were at work on the gag. A few minutes of 
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agonized effort, and it came free. Kull stretched his jaws and swore in 
his own language, considerate, even in that moment, of the girl’s tender 
ears. 

“Oh, my lord, how came you here?” The girl was wringing her hands. 
“Either my most trusted councilor is a traitor or I am a madman!” 

growled the giant. “One came to me with a letter in Tu’s handwriting, 
bearing even the royal seal. I followed him, as instructed, through the 
city and to a gate, the existence of which I had never known. This gate 
was unguarded and apparently unknown to any but they who plotted 
against me. Outside the gate, one awaited us with horses, and we came 
full speed to these damnable gardens. At the outer edge we left the 
horses, and I was led, like a blind, dumb fool for sacrifice, into this 
ruined mansion. 

“As I came through the door, a great man-net fell on me, entangling 
my sword arm and binding my limbs, and a dozen rogues sprang on 
me. Well, mayhap my taking was not so easy as they had thought. Two 
of them were swinging on my already encumbered right arm so I could 
not use my sword, but I kicked one in the side and felt his ribs give way, 
and bursting some of the net’s strands with my left hand, I gored 
another with my dagger. He had his death thereby and screamed like a 
lost soul as he gave up the ghost. 

“But by Valka, there were too many of them. At last they had me 
stripped of my armor,”—Nalissa saw the king wore only a sort of 
loincloth—“and bound as you see me. The devil himself could not 
break these strands; no, scant use to try to untie the knots. One of the 
men was a seaman, and I know of old the sort of knots they tie. I was a 
galley slave once, you know.” 

“But what can I do?” wailed the girl, wringing her hands. 
“Take a heavy piece of marble and flake off a sharp sliver,” said Kull 

swiftly. “You must cut these ropes—” 
She did as he bid and was rewarded with a long thin piece of stone, 

the concave edge of which was as keen as a razor with a jagged edge. 
“I fear I will cut your skin, sire,” she apologized as she began work. 
“Cut skin, flesh, and bone, but get me free!” snarled Kull, his eyes 

blazing. “Trapped like a blind fool! Oh, imbecile that I am! Valka, 
Honan, and Hotath! But let me get my hands on the rogues—how came 
you here?” 

“Let us talk of that later,” said Nalissa rather breathlessly. “Just now 
there is time for haste.” 

Silence fell as the girl sawed at the stubborn strands, giving no heed 
to her own tender hands, which were soon lacerated and bleeding. 
Slowly strand by strand, the cords gave way; but there were still enough 
to hold the ordinary man helpless when a heavy step sounded outside 
the door. 

Nalissa froze. A voice spoke, “He is within, Phondar, bound and 
gagged. With him is some Valusian wench that we caught wandering 
about the Gardens.” 

“Then be on watch for some gallant,” spoke another voice, whose 
harsh, grating tones were those of a man accustomed to being obeyed. 
“Likely she was to meet some fop here. You—” 

“No names, no names, good Phondar,” broke in a silky Valusian 
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voice. “Remember our agreement; until Gomlah mounts the throne, I 
am simply—the Masked One.” 

“Very good,’’ grunted the Verulian. “You have done a good night’s 
work, Masked One. None but you could have done it, for only you 
knew how to obtain the royal signet. Only you could so closely 
counterfeit Tu’s writing—by the way, did you kill the old fellow?” 

“What matter? Tonight, or the day Gomlah mounts the throne, he 
dies. The matter of most importance is that the king lies helpless in our 
power.” 

Kull was racking his brain trying to place the hauntingly familiar 
voice of the traitor. And Phondar—his face grew grim. A deep 
conspiracy indeed, if Verulia must send the commander of her royal 
armies to do her foul work. The king knew Phondar well, and had 
aforetime entertained him in the palace. 

“Go in and bring him out,” said Phondar. “We will take him to the old 
torture chamber. I have questions to ask him.” 

The door opened, admitting one man: the giant who had captured 
Nalissa. The door closed behind him and he crossed the room, giving 
scarcely a glance to the girl who cowered in a corner. He bent over the 
bound king, took him by leg and shoulder to lift him bodily; there came 
a sudden loud snap as Kull, throwing all his iron strength into one 
convulsive wrench, broke the remaining strands which bound him. 

He had not been tied long enough for all circulation to be cut off and 
his strength affected thereby. As a python strikes, his hands shot to the 
giant’s throat; shot and gripped like a steel vise. 

The giant went to his knees. One hand flew to the fingers at his 
throat, the other to his dagger. His fingers sank like steel into Kull’s 
wrist, the dagger flashed from its sheath; then his eyes bulged, his 
tongue sagged out. The fingers fell away from the king’s wrist, and the 
dagger slipped from a nerveless grip. The Verulian went limp, his 
throat literally crushed in that terrible grip. Kull, with one terrific 
wrench, broke his neck and, releasing him, tore the sword from its 
sheath. Nalissa had picked up the dagger. 

The combat had taken only a few flashing seconds and had caused no 
more noise than might have resulted from a man lifting and shoulder¬ 
ing a great weight. 

“Hasten!” called Phondar’s voice impatiently from beyond the door, 
and Kull, crouching tigerlike just inside, thought quickly. He knew that 
there were at least a score of conspirators in the Gardens. He knew also, 
from the sound of voices, that there were only two or three outside the 
door at the moment. This room was not a good place to defend. In a 
moment they would be coming in to see what occasioned the delay. He 
reached a decision and acted promptly. 

He beckoned the girl. “As soon as I have gone through the door, run 
out likewise and go up the stairs which lead away to the left.” She 
nodded, trembling, and he patted her slim shoulder reassuringly. Then 
he whirled and flung open the door. 

To the men outside, expecting the Verulian giant with the helpless 
king on his shoulders, appeared an apparition which was dumbfound¬ 
ing in its unexpectedness. Kull stood in the door; Kull, half-naked, 
crouching like a great human tiger, his teeth bared in a snarl of battle 
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fury, his eyes blazing. His sword blade whirled like a wheel of silver in 
the moonlight. 

Kull saw Phondar, two Verulian soldiers, a slim figure in a black 
mask—a flashing instant, and then he was among them and the dance 
of death was on. The Verulian commander went down in the king’s first 
lunge, his head cleft to the teeth in spite of his helmet. The Masked 
One drew and thrust, his point raking Kull’s cheek; one of the soldiers 
drove at the king with a spear, was parried, and the next instant lay 
dead across his master. The remaining soldier broke and ran, yelling 
lustily for his comrades. The Masked One retreated swiftly before the 
headlong attack of the king, parrying and guarding with an almost 
uncanny skill. He had not time to launch an attack of his own; before 
the whirlwind ferocity of Kull’s charge he had only time for defense. 
Kull beat against his blade like a blacksmith on an anvil, and again and 
again it seemed as though the long Verulian steel must inevitably cleave 
that masked and hooded head, but always the long slim Valusian sword 
was in the way, turning the blow by an inch or stopping it within a hair’s 
breadth of the skin, but always just enough. 

Then Kull saw the Verulian soldiers running through the foliage and 
heard the clang of their weapons and their fierce shouts. Caught here 
in the open, they would get behind him and slit him like a rat. He 
slashed once more, viciously, at the retreating Valusian, and then, 
backing away, turned and ran fleetly up the stairs, at the top of which 
Nalissa already stood. 

There he turned at bay. He and the girl stood on a sort of artificial 
promontory. A stair led up, and a stair had once led down the other 
way, but now the back stair had long since crumbled away. Kull saw that 
they were in a cul-de-sac. The walls were cut deep with ornate carvings 
but— Well, thought Kull, here we die. But here many others die, too. 

The Verulians were gathering at the foot of the stair, under the 
leadership of the mysterious masked Valusian. Kull took a fresh grip on 
his sword hilt and flung back his head, an unconscious reversion to days 
when he had worn a lion-like mane of hair. 

Kull had never feared death; he did not fear it now, and, except for 
one consideration, he would have welcomed the clamor and madness of 
battle as an old friend, without regrets. This consideration was the girl 
who stood beside him. As he looked at her trembling form and white 
face, he reached a sudden decision. 

He raised his hand and shouted, “Ho, men of Verulia! Here I stand 
at bay. Many shall fall before I die. But promise me to release the girl, 
unharmed, and I will not lift a hand. You may then kill me like a 

sheep.” 
Nalissa cried in protest, and the Masked One laughed. “We make no 

bargains with one already doomed. The girl also must die, and I make 
no promises to be broken. Up, warriors, and take him!” 

They flooded the stair like a black wave of death, swords sparkling 
like frosty silver in the moonlight. One was far in advance of his fellows, 
a huge warrior who bore on high a great battle-axe. Moving quicker 
than Kull had anticipated, this man was on the landing in an instant. 
Kull rushed in, and the axe descended. He caught the heavy shaft with 
his left hand and checked the downward rush of the weapon in mid- 
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air—a feat few men could have done—and at the same time struck in 
from the side with his right, a sweeping hammerlike blow which sent 
the long sword crunching through armor, muscle, and bone, and left 
the broken blade wedged in the spinal column. 

At the same instant, he released the useless hilt and tore the axe from 
the nerveless grasp of the dying warrior, who pitched back down the 
stairs. And Kull laughed shortly and grimly. 

The Verulians hesitated on the stair, and, below, the Masked One 
savagely urged them on. They were inclined to be rebellious. 

“Phondar is dead,” shouted one. “Shall we take orders from this 
Valusian? This is a devil and not a man who faces us! Let us save 
ourselves!” 

“Fools!” the Masked One’s voice rose in a ferine shriek. “Don’t you 
see that your own safety lies in slaying the king? If you fail tonight, your 
own government will repudiate you and will aid the Valusians in 
hunting you down! Up, fools! You will die, some of you, but better for a 
few to die under the king’s axe than for all to die on the gibbet! Let one 
man retreat down these stairs—that man will I kill!” And the long, 
slender sword menaced them. 

Desperate, afraid of their leader, and recognizing the truth of his 
words, the score or more of warriors turned their breasts to Kull’s steel. 
As they massed for what must necessarily be the last charge, Nalissa’s 
attention was attracted by a movement at the base of the wall. A shadow 
detached itself from the rest of the shadows and moved up the sheer 
face of the wall, climbing like an ape and using the deep carvings for 
foot and hand holds. This side of the wall was in shadow, and she could 
not make out the features of the man; moreover, he wore a heavy 
morion which shaded his face. 

Saying nothing to Kull, who stood at the landing, his axe poised, she 
stole over to the edge of the wall, half concealing herself behind a ruin 
of what had once been a parapet. Now she could see that the man was 
in full armor, but still she could not make out his features. Her breath 
came fast, and she raised the dagger, fighting fiercely to overcome a 
tendency of nausea. 

Now a steel-clad arm hooked up over the edge—she sprang as quickly 
and silently as a tigress and struck full at the unprotected face suddenly 
upturned in the moonlight. And even as the dagger fell, and she was 
unable to check the blow, she screamed, wildly and agonizedly. For in 
that fleeting second, she recognized the face of her lover, Dalgar of 
Farsun. 

V 

The Battle of the Stair 

Dalgar, after unceremoniously leaving the distracted presence of 
Ka-nu, ran to his horse and rode hard for the eastern gate. He had 
heard Ka-nu give orders to close the gates and let no one out, and he 
rode like a madman to beat that order. It was a hard matter to get out at 
night anyway, and Dalgar, having learned that the gates were not 
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guarded tonight by the incorruptible Red Slayers, had planned to bribe 
his way out. Now he depended upon the audacity of his scheme. 

All in a lather of sweat, he halted at the eastern gate and shouted, 
“Unbolt the gate! I must ride to the Verulian border tonight! Quickly! 
The king has vanished! Let me through and then guard the gate! In the 
name of the king!” 

Then, as the soldier hesitated, “Haste, fools! The king may be in 
mortal danger! Hark!” 

Far out across the city, chilling hearts with sudden nameless dread, 
sounded the deep tones of the great bronze Bell of the King, which 
booms only when the king is in peril. The guards were electrified. They 
knew Dalgar was high in favor as a visiting noble. They believed what 
he said, so, under the impetuous blast of his will, they swung the great 
iron gates wide, and he shot through like a thunderbolt, to vanish 
instantly in the outer darkness. 

As Dalgar rode, he hoped no great harm had come to Kull, for he 
liked the bluff barbarian far more than he had ever liked any of the 
sophisticated and bloodless kings of the Seven Empires. Had it been 
possible, he would have aided in the search. But Nalissa was waiting for 
him, and already he was late. 

As the young nobleman entered the Gardens, he had a peculiar 
feeling that here in the heart of desolation and loneliness there were 
many men. An instant later he heard a clash of steel, the sound of many 
running footsteps, and a fierce shouting in a foreign tongue. Slipping 
off his horse and drawing his sword, he crept through the underbrush 
until he came in sight of the ruined mansion. There a strange sight 
burst upon his vision. At the top of the crumbling staircase stood a half- 
naked, blood-stained giant whom he recognized as the king of Valusia. 
By his side stood a girl—a half-stifled cry burst from Dalgar’s lips. 
Nalissa! His nails bit into the palms of his clenched hand. Who were 
those men in dark clothing who swarmed up the stairs? No matter. 
They meant death to the girl and to Kull. He heard the king challenge 
them and offer his life for Nalissa’s, and a flood of gratitude engulfed 
him. Then he noted the deep carvings on the wall nearest him. The 
next instant he was climbing, to die by the side of the king, protecting 
the girl he loved. 

He had lost sight of Nalissa, and now as he climbed he dared not take 
the time to look up for her. This was a slippery and treacherous task. 
He did not see her until he caught hold of the edge to pull himself up; 
then he heard her scream and saw her hand falling toward his face, 
gripping a gleam of silver. He ducked and took the blow on his morion; 
the dagger snapped at the hilt, and Nalissa collapsed in his arms the 
next moment. 

Kull had whirled, axe high, at her scream; now he paused. He 
recognized the Farsunian, and even in that instant he read between the 
lines. He knew why the couple were here and grinned with real 
enjoyment. 

A second the charge had halted, as the Verulians had noted the 
second man on the landing; now they came on again, bounding up the 
steps in the moonlight, blades gleaming, eyes wild with desperation. 
Kull met the first with an overhand smash that crushed helmet and 
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skull; then Dalgar was at his side, and his blade licked out and into a 
Verulian throat. Then began the battle of the stair, since immortalized 
by singers and poets. 

Kull was there to die and to slay before he died. He gave scant 
thought to defense. His axe played a wheel of death about him, and 
with each blow there came a crunch of steel and bone, a spurt of blood, 
a gurgling cry of agony. Bodies choked the wide stair, but still the 
survivors came, clambering over the gory forms of their comrades. 

Dalgar had little opportunity to thrust or cut. He had seen in an 
instant that his best task lay in protecting Kull, who was a born killer, 
but who, in his armorless condition, was likely to fall at any instant. 

So Dalgar wove a web of steel about the king, bringing into play all 
the sword skill that was his. Again and again his flashing blade turned a 
point from Kull’s heart; again and again his mail-clad forearm 
intercepted a blow that else had killed. Twice he took on his own helmet 
slashes meant for the king’s bare head. 

It is not easy to guard another man and yourself at the same time. 
Kull was bleeding from cuts on the face and breast, from a gash above 
the temple, a stab in the thigh, and a deep wound in the left shoulder; a 
thrusting pike had rent Dalgar’s cuirass and wounded him in the side, 
and he felt his strength ebbing. A last mad effort of their foes and the 
Farsunian was overthrown. He fell at Kull’s feet, and a dozen points 
prodded for his life. With a lion-like roar, Kull cleared a space with one 
mighty sweep of his red axe and stood astride the fallen youth. They 
closed in— 

There burst on Kull’s ears a crash of horses’ hoofs and the Accursed 
Gardens were flooded with wild riders, yelling like wolves in the 
moonlight. A storm of arrows swept the stairs, and men howled, 
pitching headlong to lie still, or to tear at the cruel, deeply embedded 
shafts. The few whom Kull’s axe and the arrows had left fled down the 
stairs to be met at the bottom by the whistling curved swords of Brule’s 
Piets. And there they died, fighting to the last, those bold Verulian 
warriors—cat’s-paws for their false king, sent out on a dangerous and 
foul mission, disowned by the men who sent them out, and branded 
forever with infamy. But they died like men. 

But one did not die there at the foot of the stairs. The Masked One 
had fled at the first sound of hoofs, and now he shot across the Gardens 
riding a superb horse. He had almost reached the outer wall when 
Brule, the Spear-slayer, dashed across his path. There on the promon¬ 
tory, leaning on his bloody axe, Kull saw them fight beneath the moon. 

The Masked One had abandoned his defensive tactics. He charged 
the Piet with reckless courage, and the Spear-slayer met him, horse to 
horse, man to man, blade to blade. Both were magnificent horsemen. 
Their steeds, obeying the touch of the bridle, the nudge of the knee, 
whirled, reared, and spun. But through all their motions, the whistling 
blades never lost touch of each other. Brule, unlike his tribesmen, used 
the slim straight sword of Valusia. In reach and speed there was little 
difference between them, and Kull, watching, again and again caught 
his breath and bit his lip as it seemed Brule would fall before an 
unusually vicious thrust. 
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No crude hacking and slashing for these seasoned warriors. They 
thrust and countered, parried and thrust again. Then suddenly Brule 
seemed to lose touch with his opponent’s blade—he parried wildly, 
leaving himself wide open—the Masked One struck heels into his 
horse’s side as he lunged, so that the sword and horse shot forward as 
one. Brule leaned aside, let the blade glance from the side of his 
cuirass; his own blade shot straight out, elbow, wrist, hilt, and point 
making a straight line from his shoulder. The horses crashed together 
and together they rolled headlong on the sward. But from that tangle 
of lashing hoofs Brule rose unharmed, while there in the grass lay the 
Masked One. Brule’s sword still transfixing him. 

Kull awoke as from a trance; the Piets were howling about like wolves, 
but he raised his hand for silence. “Enough! You are all heroes! But 
attend to Dalgar; he is sorely wounded. And when you have finished, 
you might see to my own wounds. Brule, how came you to find me?” 

Brule beckoned Kull to where he stood above the dead Masked One. 
“A beggar crone saw you climb the palace wall, and out of curiosity 

watched where you went. She followed and saw you go through the 
forgotten gate. I was riding the plain between the wall and these 
Gardens when I heard the clash of steel. But who can this be?” 

“Raise the mask,” said Kull. “Whoever it is, it is he who copied Tu’s 
handwriting, who took the signet ring from Tu, and—” 

Brule tore the mask away. 
“Dondal!” Kull ejaculated. “Tu’s nephew! Brule, Tu must never 

know this. Let him think that Dondal rode with you and died fighting 
for his king.” 

Brule seemed stunned. “Dondal! A traitor! Why, many a time I’ve 
drunk wine with him and slept it off in one of his beds.” 

Kull nodded. “I liked Dondal.” 
Brule cleansed his blade and drove it home in the scabbard with a 

vicious clank. “Want will make a rogue of any man,” he said moodily. 
“He was deep in debt—Tu was penurious with him. Always maintained 
that giving young men money was bad for them. Dondal was forced to 
keep up appearances for his pride’s sake, and so fell into the hands of 
the usurers. Thus Tu is the great traitor, for he drove the boy into 
treachery by his parsimony—and I could wish Tu’s heart had stopped 
my point instead of his.” 

So saying, the Piet turned on his heel and strode sombrely away. 
Kull turned back to Dalgar, who lay half-senseless while the Pictish 

warriors dressed his wounds with experienced fingers. Others attended 
to the king, and while they staunched, cleansed, and bandaged, Nalissa 
came up to Kull. 

“Sire,” she held out her small hands, now scratched and stained with 
dried blood, “will you now have mercy on us—grant my plea if—” her 
voice caught on a sob—“if Dalgar lives?” 

Kull caught her slim shoulders and shook her in his anguish. 
“Girl, girl, girl! Ask me anything except something I cannot grant. 

Ask half my kingdom or my right hand, and it is yours. I will ask 
Murom to let you marry Dalgar—I will beg him—but I cannot force 
him.” 
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Tall horsemen were gathering through the Gardens, whose resplen¬ 
dent armor shone smong the half-naked, wolfish Piets. A tall man 
hurried up, throwing back the vizor of his helmet. 

“Father!” 
Murom bora Ballin crushed his daughter to his breast with a sob of 

thanksgiving, and then turned to his king. 
“Sire, you are sorely wounded!” 
Kull shook his head. “Not sorely; at least, not for me, though other 

men might feel stiff and sore. But yonder lies he who took the death 
thrusts meant for me; who was my shield and my helmet, and but for 
whom Valusia had howled for a new king.” 

Murom whirled toward the prostrate youth. 
“Dalgar! Is he dead?” 

“Nigh unto it,” growled a weary Piet who was still working above him. 
“But he is steel and whalebone; with any care he should live.” 

“He came here to meet your daughter and elope with her,” said Kull, 
while Nalissa hung her head. “He crept through the brush and saw me 
fighting for my life and hers, atop yonder stair. He might have escaped. 
Nothing barred him. But he climbed the sheer wall to certain death, as 
it seemed then, and fought by my side as gayly as he ever rode to a 
feast—and he not even a subject of mine by birth.” 

Murom’s hands clenched and unclenched. His eyes kindled and 
softened as they bent on his daughter. 

“Nalissa,” he said softly, drawing the girl into the shelter of his steel- 
clad arm, “do you still wish to marry this reckless youth?” 

Her eyes spoke eloquently enough. 
Kull was speaking. “Take him up carefully and bear him to the 

palace; he shall have the best—” 
Murom interposed, “Sire, if I may ask; let him be taken to my castle. 

There the finest physicians shall attend him and on his recovery—well, 
if it be your royal pleasure, might we not celebrate the event with a 
wedding?” 

Nalissa screamed with joy, clapped her hands, kissed her father and 
Kull, and was off to Dalgar’s side like a whirlwind. 

Murom smiled softly, his aristocratic face alight. 
“Out of a night of blood and terror, joy and happiness are born.” 
The barbarian king grinned and shouldered his stained and notched 

axe. 
“Life is that way, Count; one man’s bane is another’s bliss.” 



The Rule of Names 

By Ursula K. Le Gum 



‘It was a long, long time since he had had a real meal.’ 

H. J. Ford 



The Rule of Names 

Mr. Underhill came out from under his hill, smiling and breathing 
hard. Each breath shot out of his nostrils as a double puff of steam, 
snow-white in the morning sunshine. Mr. Underhill looked up at the 
bright December sky and smiled wider than ever, showing snow-white 
teeth. Then he went down to the village. 

“Morning, Mr. Underhill,” said the villagers as he passed them in the 
narrow street between houses with conical, overhanging roofs like the 
fat red caps of toadstools. “Morning, morning!” he replied to each. (It 
was of course bad luck to wish anyone a good morning; a simple 
statement of the time of day was quite enough, in a place so permeated 
with Influences as Sattins Island, where a careless adjective might 
change the weather for a week.) All of them spoke to him, some with 
affection, some with affectionate disdain. He was all the little island had 
in the way of a wizard, and so deserved respect—but how could you 
respect a little fat man of fifty who waddled along with his toes turned 
in, breathing steam and smiling? He was no great shakes as a workman 
either. His fireworks were fairly elaborate but his elixirs were weak. 
Warts he charmed off frequently reappeared after three days; tomatoes 
he enchanted grew no bigger than canteloupes; and those rare times 
when a strange ship stopped at Sattins Harbor, Mr. Underhill always 
stayed under his hill—for fear, he explained, of the evil eye. He was, in 
other words, a wizard the way walleyed Gan was a carpenter: by default. 
The villagers made do with badly-hung doors and inefficient spells, for 
this generation, and relieved their annoyance by treating Mr. Underhill 
quite familiarly, as a mere fellow-villager. They even asked him to 
dinner. Once he asked some of them to dinner, and served a splendid 
repast, with silver, crystal, damask, roast goose, sparkling Andrades 
’639, and plum pudding with hard sauce; but he was so nervous all 
through the meal that it took the joy out of it, and besides, everybody 
was hungry again half an hour afterward. He did not like anyone to 
visit his cave, not even the anteroom, beyond which in fact nobody had 
ever got. When he saw people approachingg the hill he always came 
trotting out to meet them. “Let’s sit out here under the pine trees!” he 
would say, smiling and waving towards the fir grove, or if it was raining, 
“Let’s go have a drink at the inn, eh?” though everybody knew he drank 
nothing stronger than well-water. 
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Some of the village children, teased by that locked cave, poked and 
pried and made raids while Mr. Underhill was away; but the small door 
that led into the inner chamber was spell-shut, and it seemed for once 
to be an effective spell. Once a couple of boys, thinking the wizard was 
over on the West Shore curing Mrs. Ruuna’s sick donkey, brought a 
crowbar and a hatchet up there, but at the first whack of the hatchet on 
the door there came a roar of wrath from inside, and a cloud of purple 
steam. Mr. Underhill had got home early. The boys fled. He did not 
come out, and the boys came to no harm, though they said you couldn’t 
believe what a huge hooting howling hissing horrible bellow that little 
fat man could make unless you’d heard it. 

His business in town this day was three dozen fresh eggs and a pound 
of liver; also a stop at Seacaptain Fogeno’s cottage to renew the seeing- 
charm on the old man’s eyes (quite useless when applied to a case of 
detached retina, but Mr. Underhill kept trying), and finally a chat with 
old Goody Guld, the concertina-maker’s widow. Mr. Underhill’s friends 
were mostly old people. He was timid with the strong young men of the 
village, and the girls were shy of him. “He makes me nervous, he smiles 
so much,” they all said, pouting, twisting silky ringlets round a finger. 
“Nervous” was a newfangled word, and their mothers all replied 
grimly, “Nervous my foot, silliness is the word for it. Mr. Underhill is a 
very respectable wizard!” 

After leaving Goody Guld, Mr. Underhill passed by the school, which 
was being held this day out on the common. Since no one on Sattins 
Island was literate, there were no books to learn to read from and no 
desks to carve initials on and no blackboards to erase, and in fact no 
schoolhouse. On rainy days the children met in the loft of the 
Communal Barn, and got hay in their pants; on sunny days the 
schoolteacher, Palani, took them anywhere she felt like. Today, sur¬ 
rounded by thirty interested children under twelve and forty unin¬ 
terested sheep under five, she was teaching an important item on the 
curriculum: the Rules of Names. Mr. Underhill, smiling shyly, paused 
to listen and watch. Palani, a plump, pretty girl of twenty, made a 
charming picture there in the wintry sunlight, sheep and children 
around her, a leafless oak above her, and behind her the dunes and sea 
and clear, pale sky. She spoke earnestly, her face flushed pink by wind 
and words. “Now you know the Rules of Names already, children. 
There are two, and they’re the same on every island in the world. 
What’s one of them?” 

“It ain’t polite to ask anybody what his name is,” shouted a fat, quick 
boy, interrupted by a little girl shrieking, “You can’t never tell your own 
name to nobody my ma says!” 

“Yes, Suba. Yes, Popi dear, don’t screech. That’s right. You never ask 
anybody his name. You never tell your own. Now think about that a 
minute and then tell my why we call our wizard Mr. Underhill.” She 
smiled across the curly heads and the wooly backs at Mr. Underhill, 
who beamed, and nervously clutched his sack of eggs. 

“’Cause he lives under a hill!” said half the children. 
“But is it his truename?” 
“No!” said the fat boy, echoed by little Popi shrieking, “No!” 
“How do you know it’s not?” 
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“ ’Cause he came here ail alone and so there wasn’t anybody knew his 
true name so they couldn’t tell, and he couldn’t—” 

“Very good, Suba. Popi, don’t shout. That’s right. Even a wizard can’t 
tell his true name. When you children are through school and go 
through the Passage, you’ll leave your childnames behind and keep 
only your truenames, which you must never ask for and never give 
away. Why is that the rule?” 

The children were silent. The sheep bleated gently. Mr. Underhill 
answered the question: “Because the name is the thing,” he said in his 
shy, soft, husky voice, “and the truename is the true thing. To speak the 
name is to control the thing. Am I right, Schoolmistress?” 

She smiled and curtseyed, evidently a little embarrassed by his 
participation. And he trotted off towards his hill, clutching his eggs to 
his bosom. Somehow the minute spent watching Palani and the children 
had made him very hungry. He locked his inner door behind him with 
a hasty incantation, but there must have been a leak or two in the spell, 
for soon the bare anteroom of the cave was rich with the smell of frying 
eggs and sizzling liver. 

The wind that day was light and fresh out of the west, and on it at 
noon a little boat came skimming the bright waves into Sattins Harbor. 
Even as it rounded the point a sharp-eyed boy spotted it, and knowing, 
like every child on the island, every sail and spar of the forty boats of 
the fishing fleet, he ran down the street calling out “A foreign boat, a 
foreign boat!” Very seldom was the lonely isle visited by a boat from 
some equally lonely isle of the East Reach, or an adventurous trader 
from the Archipelago. By the time the boat was at the pier half the 
village was there to greet it, and fishermen were following it home¬ 
wards, and cowherds and clam-diggers and herb-hunters were puffing 
up and down all the rocky hills, heading towards the harbor. 

But Mr. Underhill’s door stayed shut. 
There was only one man aboard the boat. Old Seacaptain Fogeno, 

when they told him that, drew down a bristle of white brows over his 
unseeing eyes. “There’s only one kind of man,” he said, “that sails the 
Outer Reach alone. A wizard, or a warlock, or a Mage . . .” 

So the villagers were breathless hoping to see for once in their lives a 
Mage, one of the mighty White Magicians of the rich, towered, crowded 
inner islands of the Archipelago. They were disappointed, for the 
voyager was quite young, a handsome black-bearded fellow who hailed 
them cheerfully from his boat, and leaped ashore like any sailor glad to 
have made port. He introduced himself at once as a sea-peddlar. But 
when they told Seacaptain Fogeno that he carried an oaken walking- 
stick around with him, the old man nodded. “Two wizards in one 
town,” he said. “Bad!” And his mouth snapped shut like an old carp’s. 

As the stranger could not give them his name, they gave him one 
right away: Blackbeard. And they gave him plenty of attention. He had 
a small mixed cargo of cloth and sandals and piswi feathers for 
trimming cloaks and cheap incense and levity stones and fine herbs and 
great glass beads from Venway—the usual peddlar’s lot. Everyone on 
Sattins Island came to look, to chat with the voyager, and perhaps to 
buy something—“Just to remember him by!” cackled Goody Guld, who 
like all the women and girls of the village was smitten with Blackbeard’s 
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bold good looks. All the boys hung round him too, to hear him tell of 
his voyages to far, strange islands of the Reach or describe the great 
rich islands of the Archipelago, the Inner Lanes, the roadsteads white 
with ships, and the golden roofs of Havnor. The men willingly listened 
to his tales; but some of them wondered why a trader should sail alone, 
and kept their eyes thoughtfully upon his oaken staff. 

But all this time Mr. Underhill stayed under his hill. 
“This is the first island I’ve ever seen that had no wizard,” said 

Blackbeard one evening to Goody Guld, who had invited him and her 
nephew and Palani in for a cup of rushwash tea. “What do you do when 
you get a toothache, or the cow goes dry?” 

“Why, we’ve got Mr. Underhill!” said the old woman. 
“For what that’s worth,” muttered her nephew Birt, and then blushed 

purple and spilled his tea. Birt was a fisherman, a large, brave, wordless 
young man. He loved the schoolmistress, but the nearest he had come 
to telling her of his love was to give baskets of fresh mackerel to her 
father’s cook. 

“Oh, you do have a wizard?” Blackbeard asked. “Is he invisible?” 
“No, he’s just very shy,” said Palani. “You’ve only been here a week, 

you know, and we see so few strangers here. . . She also blushed a 
little, but did not spill her tea. 

Blackbeard smiled at her. “He’s a good Sattinsman, then, eh?” 
“No,” said Goody Guld, “no more than you are. Another cup, nevvy? 

keep it in the cup this time. No, my dear, he came in a little bit of a boat, 
four years ago was it? just a day after the end of the shad run, I recall, 
for they was taking up the nets over in East Creek, and Pondi Cowherd 
broke his leg that very morning—five years ago it must be. No, four. 
No, five it is, ’twas the year the garlic didn’t sprout. So he sails in on a bit 
of a sloop loaded full up with great chests and boxes and says to 
Seacaptain Fogeno, who wasn’t blind then, though old enough good¬ 
ness knows to be blind twice over, ‘I hear tell,’ he says, ‘you’ve got no 
wizard nor warlock at all, might you be wanting one? ‘Indeed, if the 
magic’s white!’ says the Captain, and before you could say cuttlefish Mr. 
Underhill had settled down in the cave under the hill and was charming 
the mange off Goody Beltow’s cat. Though the fur grew in grey, and 
’twas an orange cat. Queer-looking thing it was after that. It died last 
winter in the cold spell. Goody Beltow took on so at that cat’s death, 
poor thing, worse than when her man was drowned on the Long Banks, 
the year of the long herring-runs, when nevvy Birt here was but a babe 
in petticoats.” Here Birt spilled his tea again, and Blackbeard grinned, 
but Goody Guld proceeded undismayed, and talked on till nightfall. 

Next day Blackbeard was down at the pier, seeing after the sprung 
board in his boat which he seemed to take a long time fixing, and as 
usual drawing the taciturn Sattinsmen into talk. “Now which of these is 
your wizard’s craft?” he asked. “Or has he got one of those the Mages 
fold up into a walnut shell when they’re not using it?” 

“Nay,” said a stolid fisherman. “She’s oop in his cave, under hill.” 
“He carried the boat he came in up to his cave?” 
“Aye. Clear oop. I helped. Heavier as lead she was. Full oop with 

great boxes, and they full oop with books o’spells, he says. Heavier as 
lead she was.” And the stolid fisherman turned his back, sighing 
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stolidly. Goody Guld’s nephew, mending a net nearby, looked up from 
his work and asked with equal stolidity. “Would ye like to meet Mr. 
Underhill, maybe?” 

Blackbeard returned Birt’s look. Clever black eyes met candid blue 
ones for a long moment; then Blackbeard smiled and said, “Yes. Will 
you take me up to the hill, Birt?” 

“Aye, when I’m done with this,” said the fisherman. And when the 
net was mended, he and the Archipelagan set off up the village street 
towards the high green hill above it. But as they crossed the common 
Blackbeard said, “Hold on a while, friend Birt. I have a tale to tell you, 
before we meet your wizard.” 

“Tell away,” says Birt, sitting down in the shade of a live-oak. 
“It’s a story that started a hundred years ago, and isn’t finished yet— 

though it soon will be, very soon. ... In the very heart of the 
Archipelago, where the islands crowd thick as flies on honey, there’s a 
little isle called Pendor. The sealords of Pendor were mighty men, in 
the old days of war before the League. Loot and ransom and tribute 
came pouring into Pendor, and they gathered a great treasure there, 
long ago. Then from somewhere away out in the West Reach, where 
dragons breed on the lava isles, came one day a very mighty dragon. 
Not one of those overgrown lizards most of you Outer Reach folk call 
dragons, but a big, black, winged, wise, cunning monster, full of 
strength and subtlety, and like all dragons loving gold and precious 
stones above all things. He killed the Sealord and his soldiers, and the 
people of Pendor fled in their ships by night. They all fled away and left 
the dragon coiled up in Pendor Towers. And there he stayed for a 
hundred years, dragging his scaly belly over the emeralds and sap¬ 
phires and coins of gold, corning forth only once in a year or two when 
he must eat. He’d raid nearby islands for his food. You know what 
dragons eat?” 

Birt nodded and said in a whisper, “Maidens.” 
“Right,” said Blackbeard. “Well, that couldn’t be endured forever, 

nor the thought of his sitting on all that treasure. So after the League 
grew strong, and the Archipelago wasn’t so busy with wars and piracy, it 
was decided to attack Pendor, drive out the dragon, and get the gold 
and jewels for the treasury of the League. They’re forever wanting 
money, the League is. So a huge fleet gathered from fifty islands, and 
seven Mages stood in the prows of the seven strongest ships, and they 
sailed towards Pendor. . . . They got there. They landed. Nothing 
stirred. The houses all stood empty, the dishes on the tables full of a 
hundred years’ dust. The bones of the old Sealord and his men lay 
about in the castle courts and on the stairs. And the Tower rooms 
reeked of dragon. But there was no dragon. And no treasure, not a 
diamond the size of a poppyseed, not a single silver bead . . . Knowing 
that he couldn’t stand up to seven Mages, the dragon had skipped out. 
They tracked him, and found he’d flown to a deserted island up north 
called Udrath; they followed his trail there, and what did they find? 
Bones again. His bones—the dragon’s. But no treasure. A wizard, some 
unknown wizard from somewhere, must have met him single-handed, 
and defeated him—and then made off with the treasure, right under 
the League’s nose!” 
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The fisherman listened, attentive and expressionless. 
“Now that must have been a powerful wizard and a clever one, first to 

kill a dragon, and second to get off without leaving a trace. The lords 
and Mages of the Archipelago couldn’t track him at all, neither where 
he’d come from nor where he’d made off to. They were about to give 
up. That was last spring; I’d been off on a three-year voyage up in the 
North Reach, and got back about that time. And they asked me to help 
them find the unknown wizard. That was clever of them. Because I’m 
not only a wizard myself, as I think some of the oafs here have guessed, 
but I am also a descendant of the Lords of Pendor. That treasure is 
mine. It’s mine, and knows that it’s mine. Those fools of the League 
couldn’t find it, because it’s not theirs. It belongs to the House of 
Pendor, and the great emerald, the star of the board, Inalkil the 
Greenstone, knows its master. Behold!” Blackbeard raised his oaken 
staff and cried aloud, “Inalkil!” The tip of the staff began to glow 
green, a fiery green radiance, a dazzling haze the color of April grass, 
and at the same moment the staff tipped in the wizard’s hand, leaning, 
slanting till it pointed straight at the side of the hill above them. 

“It wasn’t so bright a glow, far away in Havnor,” Blackbeard 
murmured, “but the staff pointed true. Inalkil answered when I called. 
The jewel knows its master. And I know the thief, and I shall conquer 
him. He’s a mighty wizard, who could overcome a dragon. But I am 
mightier. Do you want to know why, oaf? Because I know his name!” 

As Blackbeard’s tone got more arrogant, Birt had looked duller and 
duller, blanker and blanker; but at this he gave a twitch, shut his mouth, 
and stared at the Archipelagan. “How did you . . . learn it?” he asked 
very slowly. 

Blackbeard grinned, and did not answer. 
“Black magic?” 
“How else?” 
Birt looked pale, and said nothing. 
“I am the Sealord of Pendor, oaf, and I will have the gold my fathers 

won, and the jewels my mothers wore, and the Greenstone! For they 
are mine. —Now, you can tell your village boobies the whole story after 
I have defeated this wizard and gone. Wait here. Or you can come and 
watch, if you’re not afraid. You’ll never get the chance again to see a 
great wizard in all his power.” Blackbeard turned, and without a 
backward glance strode off up the hill towards the entrance to the cave. 

Very slowly, Birt followed. A good distance from the cave he stopped, 
sat down under a hawthorn tree, and watched. The Archipelagan had 
stopped; a stiff, dark figure alone on the green swell of the hill before 
the gaping cave-mouth, he stood perfectly still. All at once he swung his 
staff up over his head, and the emerald radiance shone about him as he 
shouted, “Thief, thief of the Hoard of Pendor, come forth!” 

There was a crash, as of dropped crockery, from inside the cave, and 
a lot of dust came spewing out. Scared, Birt ducked. When he looked 
again he saw Blackbeard still standing motionless, and at the mouth of 
the cave, dusty and dishevelled, stood Mr. Underhill. He looked small 
and pitiful, with his toes turned in as usual, and his little bowlegs in 
black tights, and no staff—he never had had one, Birt suddenly 
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thought. Mr. Underhill spoke. “Who are you?” he said in his husky little 
voice. 

“I am the Sealord of Pendor, thief, come to claim my treasure!” 
At that, Mr. Underhill slowly turned pink, as he always did when 

people were rude to him. But he then turned something else. He 
turned yellow. His hair bristled out, he gave a coughing roar—and was 
a yellow lion leaping down the hill at Blackbeard, white fangs gleaming. 

But Blackbeard no longer stood there. A gigantic tiger, color of night 
and lightning, bounded to meet the lion. . . . 

The lion was gone. Below the cave all of a sudden stood a high grove 
of trees, black in the winter sunshine. The tiger, checking himself in 
mid-leap just before he entered the shadow of the trees, caught fire in 
the air, became a tongue of flame lashing out at the dry black 
branches. . . . 

But where the trees had stood a sudden cataract leaped from the 
hillside, an arch of silvery crashing water, thundering down upon the 
fire. But the fire was gone. . . . 

For just a moment before the fisherman’s staring eyes two hills rose— 
the green one he knew, and a new one, a bare, brown hillock ready to 
drink up the rushing waterfall. That passed so quickly it made Birt 
blink, and after blinking he blinked again, and moaned, for what he 
saw now was a great deal worse. Where the cataract had been there 
hovered a dragon. Black wings darkened all the hill, steel claws reached 
groping, and from the dark, scaly, gaping lips fire and steam shot out. 

Beneath the monstrous creature stood Blackbeard, laughing. 
“Take any shape you please, little Mr. Underhill!” he taunted. “I can 

match you. But the game grows tiresome. I want to look upon my 
treasure, upon Inalkil. Now, big dragon, little wizard, take your true 
shape. I command you by the power of your true name—Yevaud!” 

Birt could not move at all, not even to blink. He cowered, staring 
whether he would or not. He saw the black dragon hang there in the air 
above Blackbeard. He saw the fire lick like many tongues from the scaly 
mouth, the steam jet from the red nostrils. He saw Blackbeard’s face 
grow white, white as chalk, and the beard-fringed lips trembling. 

“Your name is Yevaud!” 
“Yes,” said a great, husky, hissing voice. “My truename is Tevaud, 

and my true shape is this shape.” 
“But the dragon was killed—they found dragon-bones on Udrath 

Island—” 
“That was another dragon,” said the dragon, and then stooped like a 

hawk, talons outstretched. And Birt shut his eyes. 
When he opened them the sky was clear, the hillside empty, except 

for a reddish-blackish trampled spot, and a few talon-marks in the 
grass. 

Birt the fisherman got to his feet and ran. He ran across the common, 
scattering sheep to right and left, and straight down the village street to 
Palani’s father’s house. Palani was out in the garden weeding the 
nasturtiums. “Come with me!” Birt gasped. She stared. He grabbed her 
wrist and dragged her with him. She screeched a little, but did not 
resist. He ran with her straight to the pier, pushed her into his fishing- 
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sloop the Queenie, untied the painter, took up the oars and set off 
rowing like a demon. The last that Sattins Island saw of him and Palani 
was the Queenie’s sail vanishing in the direction of the nearest island 
westward. 

The villagers thought they would never stop talking about it, how 
Goody Guld’s nephew Birt had lost his mind and sailed off with the 
schoolmistress on the very same day that the peddlar Blackbeard 
disappeared without a trace, leaving all his feathers and beads behind. 
But they did stop talking about it, three days later. They had other 
things to talk about, when Mr. Underhill finally came out of his cave. 

Mr. Underhill had decided that since his truename was no longer a 
secret, he might as well drop his disguise. Walking was a lot harder than 
flying, and besides, it was a long, long time since he had had a real meal. 
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