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INTRODUCTION 
HE first volume of “ The Earthly Paradise” appeared 

| in April 1868, a year after the publication of “The 
Life and Death of Jason.” Like the 1869 “Jason,” the 

title-page bears the woodcut (reproduced here) of threeladies 
playingmusical instruments which was designed by E.Burne- 
Jones and cut by my father,*and the next page is inscribed, 
“To my wife 1 dedicate this book.” The great success of 
“Jason encouraged both theauthorand his new publisher, 
F.S.Ellis, in thisrather weighty venture. Theannouncement 
of the whole work in preparation appears on a leaf at theend 
of the “Jason” volume and is as follows: 

In preparation by the same author, 

THE EARTHLY PARADISE 
Containing the following tales in verse: 

Prologue. The Wanderers; The Fortunes of Gyges. 
or the Search for Eternal The Story of Bellerophon. 
Youth. TheWatching of the Falcon. 

The Story of Theseus. The Lady of the Land. 
The Son of Creesus. The Hill of Venus. 
The Story of Cupid and The Seven Sleepers. 

Psyche. The Man who never Laugh- 
The King’sTreasure-House. ed again. 
The Story of Orpheusand ~~ The Palace East of the Sun. 

Eurydice. The Queen of the North. 
The Story of Pygmalion. The Story of Dorothea. 
Atalanta’s Race. The Writing on the Image. 
The Doomof King Acrisius. The Proud King. 
The Story of Rhodope. The Ring given to Venus. 
The Dolphins and the The Man Born to be King. 

Lovers. Epilogue. 

* The first block was burnt afterwards in a fire at Strangeways, 
the printers’, and a fresh block was engraved. 
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The original scheme was to produce a sumptuous folio 
with woodcuts designed by Burne-Jones, but this was early 
abandoned; then the work was to be in two parts, and at the 
end of the first volume is a notice of the second and conclud- 
ing one. But the material grew to such an extent that 1t be- 
came desirable to issue the rest of the tales in two volumes, 
the large paper issue being in six volumes when completed. 
A later edition is in four volumes, for the four seasons. 

MrF.S. Ellis, when undertaking the publication of “The 
Earthly Paradise,” expressed himself with confidence and 
enthusiasm on the future of the work. The sale of the first 
volume justified all expeétation, and Mr Ellis thereupon 
cancelled the agreement, replacing it by another more fa- 
vourable to the author. 

The following notice at the end of the first volume shows 
the scheme of the poem as my father then intended it. 

In preparation: the second and concluding volume of 

THE EARTHLY PARADISE, 
which will contain the following tales in verse: 

The Story of Theseus. ‘The Man who never Laugh- 
The Hill of Venus. ed again. 
The Story of Orpheusand ~~ The Story of Rhodope. 

Eurydice. Amys and Amillion. 
The Story of Dorothea. The Story of Bellerophon. 
The Fortunes of Gyges. The Ring given to Venus. 
The Palace East of the Sun. The Epilogueto the Earthly 
The Dolphins & the Lovers. ~~ Paradise. 

It is worth while to compare this with the earlier list; 
three tales in the first list are not included in the later one: 
“The King’s Treasure-House,” “ The Seven Sleepers,” 
“The Queen of the North; while the later list adds a new 
theme: “Amis and Amillion,” from the old French. Mr Ed- 
mund Gasse mentions that “more than twenty years ago | 
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heard the poet read in his full, slightly monotonous voice a 
long story of Amis and Amyllion (I think those were the 
names) which has never, tomy knowledge, appeared in print. 
Rossetti used to declare there was a room, a ‘blue closet,’ in 
the Queen Square house, entirely crammed with Morris's 
poetry from floor to ceiling.” 
Comparing these titles with the listof thestories published, 

it will be seen that for one reason or another quite a number 
of them were discarded, though five of them were written. 
These are “The King’s Treasure-House,” “The Story of 
Orpheus,” “ The Dolphinsand the Lovers,” “The Fortunes 
of Gyges,” “The Story of Dorothea.” ““ The Story of Aristo- 
menes,” of which a considerable part was written, does not 
come into either of these lists, nor does “The Wooing of 
Swanhild,” of which a fragment also exists. 

The Prologue of “ The Earthly Paradise” gave my father 
more trouble than all the rest of the work. It was first of all 
written and finished in four-line stanzas, and there are a few 
verses of two other beginnings in the same measure. In the 
draft this completed and discarded prologue isheaded “The 
Fools’ Paradise;” this is crossed out and “The Wanderers” 
substituted; in the ten pages of the fair copy the title is “The 
Terrestrial Paradise,” and the Argument stands: 
“How certain knights, gentlemen and mariners of Nor- 

way, being moved by a dream, set sail to find the Earthly 
Paradise, and how they came to a new land in the Western 
seas, and what strange things happened to them there. 

“ And note, that all this prologue is said in the Hall of a 
certain great city.” 

The wandering folks are greeted by 

THE PEOPLE OF THE CITY 

Oho! Oho! Whence come ye sirs, 
Drifted to usward in such guise 

In ship unfit for mariners, 
Such heavy sorrow in your eyes. BN 
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THE PEOPLE OF THE SHIP 

O masters of this outland shore, 
When first we hoisted up our sail, 

We were all furnished with good store 
Of swords and spears and gilded mail. 

And they tell their story: 

A summer cruise we went that tide 
To take of merchants toll and tax; 

Out from our tops there floated wide 
The lion with the golden axe. 

They tell how their captain once described to them his 
dream of a land of youth and a city of delight, and therein a 
“temple of green stone, like glass,” in which the images of 
the Gods and Goddesses are set. His description fired them 
with desire to go on the adventure, and they sat planning it, 
discussing the dangers to be met: 

“Yea, too,” said one, “the western seas 
Are all alive with fearful things: 

Great rolling waves without a breeze, 
And wingless birds, and fish with wings.” 

Another of these fragments begins: 

I tell of times long past away 
When London was a grey-walled town, 

And slow the pack-horse made his way 
Across the curlew-haunted down. 

Enough was written of the first of these prologues to give 
an impression of the scope and arrangement. In spite of the 
swing of the rough verse this prologue is far below the 
quality of that ultimately published both in designand work- 
manship. As may be seen even from these short extrads, 
it isaltogether different in sentimentand in incident. But the 
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poet was feeling his way to something new; the whole thing 
was put aside, and he began on fresh lines, and then—all this 
industry and determination to get the work right is reward- 
ed: the spell works, the right mood comes, and in the sum- 
mer of 1867 he is reading the new Prologue to his friends by 
the side of one of the beautiful reaches of the river above 
Oxford. 

“Cupid and Psyche” seems to have been the first of the 
tales written: the draft of itis in an early note-book—it starts, 
indeed, in the same volume with the end of thefour-line pro- 
logue. I think it will be of interest to give the sequence of 
these quarto manuscript books, as it throws light on the 
order in which the poems were written. I take it from slips of 
paper which were pasted on the covers of the books, in my 
father’s writing: 

1. The Prologue. 
2. Prologue, continued. 

Cupid and Psyche. 
3. Cupid and Psyche, concluded. 

The Lady of the Land. 
The Palace East of the Sun. 
The Story of Adrastus. 
The Doom of Acrisius. 

4- The Doom of Acrisius, continued. 
The Proud King. 

5. The Proud King, concluded. 
The Watching of the Falcon. 
The Hill of Venus, 

6. Hill of Venus, concluded. 
Writing on the Image. 
The Story of Dorothea. 
The Deeds of Jason. 

1t will be seen therefore that all the above are the earliest 
of the tales written. 
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I have been examining some earlier drafts of the tales 
among the manuscripts of “The Earthly Paradise,” and 
one of them is a quite early form of “The Man born to be 
King.” It 1s interesting, as it was written, I think, about the 
time of “The Scenes from the Siege of Troy,” the workman- 
shipbeing in my father’s younger manner—full of vigorous, 
imperfect and impatient verse, different indeed from that of 
the published “ Earthly Paradise.” This fragment calls up 
to my mind the picture of a wandering minstrel reciting his 
tale to a few chords on his vielle as he stands by the market- 
cross on a feast-day. The verses have just the roughness and 
directness, the lack of any pretension to finish, that such a 
narrative so delivered would have. The story begins with a 
“Snow-Whiteand Rose-Red "incident: the Queen coming 
from mass one Candlemas, bids her maiden stoop and fasten 
her shoe: 

That same damozel bent low 
Her knee in the white snow, 
Lightly at the Queen’s command 
To that gold shoe she set her hand; 
Right so some steel pin 
In the Queen’s gown, smote therein; 
The red blood fell from her hand, 
There as the Queen did stand. 
The Queen regarded pensively 
The red blood on the snow lie 
And her gold shoe that was nigh. 
She sighed and said: “Yellow as gold, 
White as the snow upon the mold, 
I would my child might be so; 
Red as blood and white as snow, 
And yellow as gold mote she be, 
Great joy this would be to me.” 

And a girl-babe is born, who grows up to great beauty and 
is dearly cherished. The story goes on to say: 
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In that same night that she was born 
There was a small house poor and forlorn 
Beside a river lay alone; 

and here a boy is born to a poor couple, and comes to be 
their joy and comfort. His name is Michael, and he is shown 
us drawing his nets in the river, snaring birds, wild duck and 
“Jong-necked geese in great plenty,” and taking the moll- 
hern for his feathers. And he goes merrily to town market- 
ing with his mother: 

He sold his skins and feathers of herne, 
And unto him they gave in turn 
Nets and wood-axes and such gear, 
Coats of frieze for him to wear, 
Flanders cloth for his mother, 
Shoes and hats of Caudebec. .. 

And one day in the city he stops before an armourer’s shop 
and looks longingly at a fair Milan bascinet, and entering 
encounters the armourer, a strange figure of a man: 

I trow a right fat man was he, 
He had a brown face and eyen white; 
His red hair in the sun shone bright; 
He was as fierce as any knight. 
I trow that in the town council 
Always for hanging spoke he well, 
If men debated on some thief. 

After some parleying the smith will let Michael have the 
bascinet if he brings him ten pounds by weight of hern’s 
feathers in two months. 

Of this fantastic and full-coloured narrative nothing re- 
mains in the published tale but the title and the boy’s name, 
Michael. It was doubtless put aside for years, and when re- 
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sumed the story had another frame-work, and grew in my 
father’s flowing © Earthly Paradise” manner. 

In putting his tales into the mouths of forwandered men 
who at the outset had left their land in fear of the Black 
Death and spent their best days in hunting for the Terres- 
trial Paradise, the author unconsciously shows the depth of 
the impression made on him by two ideas that took great hold 
of the medieval mind: the one an instant terrible death that 
hunted men from their homes, the other a dream in pursuit 
of which they left them in a certain wild belief in its reality. 
The root-idea of the medieval Earthly Paradise is in St. 
Brendan’s Voyage, and, indeed, it may have been reading 
the Life of St. Brendan in the“ Golden Legend ” that turned 
my father’s thoughts in this direction. The scourge of the 
Black Death certainly made a great impression on his ima- 
gination,and he often recalled one of the grim incidents men 
told about it: how it was brought to the North (I think to 
Iceland) by a ship of which the crew were all dead of the 
plague. 

‘The Wanderers have missed the land of their young 
dreams; they await the passing of life, looking backward with 
regrets that are scarcely bitter; full of memories of the tales 
of ancient days—Ilistening to thetalesof the city that affords 
them shelter and unstinted friendship. This chara&eristic- 
ally medieval setting gives a remarkable atmosphere to the 
stories themselves. They are shown to us through the eyes 
of the Middle Ages: wonders are detailed with the simple 
directness of Sir John Mandeville,whose “men seyn, though 
I have not seen it,” is the true spirit of romantic chronicle. 

The classical storiesin “The Earthly Paradise” are mostly 
taken from the obvious sources, * very often from the familiar 

* My father was interested in the learned notes on the sources of 
“The Earthly Paradise” tales (“ Die Quellen von William Mor- 
ris’s Dichtung ¢ The Earthly Paradise,”” von Julius Riegel) when 
the volume was sent to him. He said they taught him “a great deal 
about his stories he had not known before.” 
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Lempriére, which I suppose this generation scarcely knows 
by name. But sometimes two versions are merged into 
one or the story-teller’s licence in modifying a legend is 
taken. In “Atalanta’s Race,” for instance, some of the inci- 
dents appear in Apollodorus’ “Bibliotheca:” her exposure in 
the wood after birth, her bear-nurse, the killing of the two 
centaurs, the name of her lover,Milanion j the rest come from 
Ovid, with a few developments. Again, in “The Doom of 
King Acrisius™ there are a few minglings of the different 
features in the Perseus legend, which really do not matter 
to anyone reading “The Earthly Paradise” for pleasure, but 
they show that the poet simply dealt with those points in the 
old legends that touched him most and that best fitted in with 
the scope of his work. Details of the poems are in all cases 
the result of the poet’s own mind working within the frame- 
work settled by the main lines of the tale. That was his way 
of doing it: and moreover that was the only excuse for re- 
telling the old tales. If in the course of his story he happens 
to hit on certain situations that coincide with those in other 
settings it cannot be taken as a proof that he had read those 
versions. 

“The Man born to be King” partly follows the tale in 
the “ Gesta Romanorum’* and partly the thirteenth century 
French romance of the Emperor Coustans, while the begin- 
ning is nearly identical with the Grimm tale of <The Devil 
and the Three Golden Hairs.” Here the King takes thenew- 
born child in a box and throws it into the stream, whence it 
is rescued by worthy miller-folk; the King, going that way 
fourteen years later and taking shelter from a storm, sees 
the boy and hears his story, and so on. In the Gesta, the ser- 
vant who is to kill the child leaves him in the woods, where 
he is found by a childless lord, who adopts him and brings 
him to the court later on. The earliest form of the tale 1s 
told by Gottfried of Viterbo, a twelfth century chronicler 

* The English “ Gesta Romanorum™ I used to read in his library 
was a Roxburghe Club publication, edited by Sir F. Madden, 1838. 
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of the legendary history of the Kaiser Henry 111. See also 
the life of St. Pelagius in*“The Golden Legend,” which fol- 
lows Gottfried. The charming incident of Michael sleeping 
in the garden and the princessat play with her lady is found 
in “Coustans.” In the older version the letter is exchanged 
in a more sober and matter-of-fa& manner. 

Mr Joseph Jacobs has a note on the story in his intro- 
du&ion to the reprint of my father’s“ Old French Roman- 
ces.” He mentions how Dr Kuhn found in one of Quaritch’s 
catalogues the description of an Ethiopian MS. which he 
identified as the tale of “The Man born to be King.” His 
name here is Thalassion, “or Ethiopic words to that effe&, 
and the Greek provenance of the story is thereby established. 
Dr Kuhn was also successful in finding an Arabic version 
done by a Coptic Christian. In both these versions the story 
is told as a miracle due to the Archangel Michael; and it is 
a curious coincidence that in Mr Morris’s poetical version 
of our story in ‘The Earthly Paradise’ he calls his hero 
Michael. Unless some steps are taken to prevent the mis- 
understanding, it is probable that some Teutonic investiga- 
tor of the next century will, on the strength of this identity 
of names, bring Mr Morris in guilty of a knowledge of 
Ethiopic.” 

“The Proud King” * is from the “ Gesta Romanorum;” 
the poet has varied the detail to theimprovement of the story. 
And he has rescued the denouement from commonplace 
with the born story-teller’s instinct: while in the “Gesta,” 
the angel who has taken the King’s place during his wander- 
ings proclaims to all the court that heis Jovinian’s guardian 
angel sent by God to humble their proud lord, in “The 
Earthly Paradise” tale everything seems to lead up to the 
solemnity of the meeting between the heavenly messenger 
and the chastened King, his court unconscious of the drama 
that is being acted, his Queen even lying in slumber while 
God’s message is spoken. 

* «The Proud King” is also the subject of an Italian miracle 
play or rappresentazione. 
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In“ Cupid and Psyche” William Morris deviates hereand 
there from theincidentsin “The Golden Ass.”* Hehad fol- 
lowed Apuleius in the draft, but altered it afterwards. The 
“Writing on the Image” may also have been from the “Gesta 
Romanorum,”’or it may have been taken dire& from William 
of Malmesbury, where the tale is first found. This story 
of the scholar and the treasure of Octavian is one of several 
legendary tales of the famous Gerbert of Reims, Pope Syl- 
vester II, whose remarkable personality furnished forth 
several medieval wonder-tales, William Morris does not 
vary this very much in his rendering. He does not give the 
legend inscribed on the forehead of his archer: “Ego sum 
qui sum,” etc.,and makes the image fit his arrow to the bow 
and shoot at the great carbuncle at the moment when the 
scholar, laying down his sackful of spoils, clutches at 

a wonderful green stone 
Upon the hall-floor laid alone. 

“That master of all sorcery” is, of course, the medieval 
Virgil, and the “image made of brass and wood” an echo 
of the magician’s brazen archer. 

“The Lady of the Land” comes from Sir John Mande- 
ville’s“Voiage and Travell: ” “ And some men seyn that in 
the ile of Longo is yit the doughtre of Ypocras, in forme 
and lyknesse of a gret dragoun, that is an hundred fadme 
of lengthe, as men seyn, for I have not seen hire, And thei 
of the iles callen hire lady of the lond.” “The Watching of 
the Falcon” is taken from the same source; there the tale is 
told as “The Castle of the Sperhawk.” “Ogier the Dane” 
follows the old French romance, “Ogier le Danois.” My 
father’s copy was that of 1483 and bears this imprint: “A 
Paris. par Nicolas Bonfons, libraire demeurant en la rue 
neuve nostre Dame 2 P'enseigne Sainct Nicholas 1583.7 I 
have lately been reading the romance and was more struck 
than ever by my father’s handling of it. It bears out an ob- 
servation he sometimes made: “ When you are using an old 

* See the Introduétion to Volume IV of this edition, page ix. 
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story, read it through, then shut the book and write in your 
own way.” No one, in going through the Ogier legend, 
either in the early saga-stuff of France or in the fourteenth 
century romance, could fail to be impressed by William 
Morris's rendering of it. He has seized on the essential 
quality of mystery in the tale, and presents it simplified, 
cleared of all historical lumber, till it would seem that the 
poet’sinstin& for getting at the heart of the matter he wanted 
had led him to reduce the story once more to its elements, 
eliminating its prolixity and not very entertaining sort of 
unreal reality. 

“To-day I took first piece of copy to printer. Yesterday 
I wrote thirty-three stanzas of Pygmalion. If you want my 
company (usually considered of no use to anybody but the 
owner) please say so. I believe I shall get on so fast with my 
work that I shall be able to idle.” 

This extra@ from a letter written on February 3 of this 
year 1868 brings the occupations and frame of mind of 
the moment tersely and vividly before us. And the last 
sentence is significant and represents my father’s habit of life 
then and always. Itis difficult for people who did not know 
him to realize the intensity and the swiftness with which 
he worked, nor with what unconcern he could put off the 
work of the moment and “‘idle” with his friends. There can 
have been few men who got through so much varied work 
with such absence of effort. 

Two months later therewas a letter in “The Atheneum” 
from my father: 

“26 Queen Square, Bloomsbury, 
“April 20, 1868. 

“In a notice of forthcoming works by me contained in 
your ‘weekly gossip’ of last Saturday, there are some inac- 
curacies which I should be much obliged if you would cor- 
rect. It is not my intention to republish ¢ Jason’ in any other 
form than that in which it has already appeared; and the 
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woodcuts mentioned in your paragraph, which have been 
designed asfar as they go, by my friend, Mr E. Burne-Jones, 
illustrate, not the Third Part of ¢ The Earthly Paradise’ 
(for there will be only two parts of that work), but the whole. 
The time of publication, however, of this illustrated edition 
must, from the magnitude of the work, be very remote. 

«William Morris.” 

“The Earthly Paradise,” as originally planned and dis- 
cussed in Red House days, was to be illustrated by two or 
three hundred of these woodcuts. The subjeds for the first 
Prologue, for “ Cupid and Psyche,” “The Deeds of Jason” 
and “The Doom of King Acrisius” were early planned, as 
theyare noted in their due place in the early manuscript vol- 
umes I havereferred to. My father's notes of the subjects for 
“The Doom of King Acrisius” are descriptive and lively, 
and, as one turns over the pages of the manuscript in 2a mus- 
ing spirit, some breath of the old enthusiasm and romantic 
yearning comes from them; one grows conscious of the poet 
noting with eager eyes the placesand the people he tellsabout, 
and yet more conscious of the keen joy he found in thatlarge 
scheme of co-operation with his friend. Burne-Jones had the 
designs of *“ Cupid and Psyche’ and for the “ Hill of Venus” 
ready; Lady Burne-Jones notes in her “ Memorials” that in 
186 § seventy designs for the former were finished, and that 
twenty subjects for “ The Hill of Venus” were designed in 
1867. There must have been over a hundred in all: those for 
“Pygmalion” were done, and some few for “The Doom of 
King Acrisius” (I remember a touching little drawing of 
Danat with her babe Perseus in her arms, in a boat on the 
open sea). 

As the “Cupid and Psyche” woodcuts are numbered, 
there were fifty-one blocks cut, but seven of them are mis- 
sing. Of those existing my father himself cut thirty-five. 
Two designs for “The Ring given to Venus” were etched 
experimentally by Burne-Jones himself: they were not a suc- 
cess. A number of these drawings are now in the Ruskin 

XX]



School at Oxford. It would have been a splendid work if it 
could have been carried out, but in the experimental sheets 
the woodcuts looked all wrong with the best type then ob- 
tainable,* and the attempt had to be abandoned. My father 
was to have the satisfa®ion in later life of realizing this early 
dream of fine printing, and the realization culminated fitly 
in the noble volume where the work of his “master” Chaucer 
and that of his life-long friend is brought together. 

All this while the work of the firm of Morris, Marshall, 
Faulkner and Company was going on; in 1864 the Morris 
family together with the business had removed to 26 Queen 
Square, Bloomsbury, the one from Red House, Upton, the 
other from Red Lion Square; the beautiful Kentish home 
was deserted and the sunny rose-garden with its fragrant 
rosemary and lavender borders no longer sounded with the 
laughter of guestsand the knocking of bowls over the green. 

At Queen Square the artist and poet “lived over his 
shop,” asitamused him to say. And now the present writer's 
memory of “ Queen Square days’ begins—Iless of a far-off 
dream than those curious bright pictures of “Red House 
days,” but very life-like, veryamusing and varied. The glass 
painting pleased me the most of all the different things that 
went on there: the jewel-like colours of the glass that lay 
about were so attractive, and the silvery net-work of the 
leading, and above all, the shadows and the mystery of the 
kiln-house. The painters sat in a long corridor that con- 
nected the house with what had been a ball-room in the old 
days of state, and we children could see them through the 
windows, moving about and bending over the work, Some- 
times we used to be taken to see a window put up on trial, 
and to-day the very smell of a glass-paintet’s shop brings 
the whole thing before my eyes. My impression of father’s 
study was a place with a big easel, and a huge lump of bread 
with a small hole picked out of the middle, stationed on a 

* The type was used later for “The House of the Wolfings™ and 
“The Roots of the Mountains,” 
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chair or anywhere handy, and the floor bestrewn with bread- 
crumbs: it all smelt pleasantly of tracing-paper. The house 
(to my absurd eyes) seemed pervaded by small rolls of 
printed paper, which I know now to have been proofs of 
“Jason” or “The Earthly Paradise;” I still vaguely re- 
member wondering why these rolls used sometimes to make 
the master of the house angry. In the evenings——what de- 
light! there sometimes appeared a gloriously, mysteriously 
shining obje&, behind which he would work with bright 
cutting tools on a little block of wood, which sat on a plump 
leather cushion, The beautiful edition of “The Earthly 
Paradise” that he and Burne-Jones had at heart had not 
yet been given up, and these were the wood blocks for one 
of its stories, the “Cupid and Psyche” illustrations, most 
of which my father cut himself. 

And in all these pictures comes and goes the figure of my 
mother, in soft silk gowns that we loved and stroked. 

A great deal of our playtime was spent in the gardens of 
the square—a spacious ground filled with trees magnificent 
for London and handsome anywhere. It was big enough to 
be a place of mystery and adventure, and indeed one could 
be in two worlds at once there: inside, among the great 
plane-trees and thickly grown bushes was the wilderness of 
one’s own fashioning; outside, as one peered between the 
tall-grownangelica-plants,was the other world,where people 
walked busily over the pavement—also very interesting, 
but more puzzling than our world. Why does the taste of 
angelica on a cake remind me to-day of London soot and 
Queen Square gardens? 

Our old friends the Faulkners lived at the lower end of 
the Square, No. 35, and it was fests when we went to tea 
with them and had games with our dear grown-up playmate 
Kate. Old Mrs Faulkner sat upright in a deep chair, her 
dress set off with the most exquisite of white ruffles and 
laces; and the long drawing-room on the first floor had a 
delicious country atmosphere of freshness and roses about 
it—all as if there were no soot in the gardens outside there. 

XXV



We liked to linger round Miss Faulkner's work-table and 
watch her skilful handling of the long slim tile-painting 
brush. She worked busily for the firm, and she was a de- 
signer of ability and distinéion. Her gold gesso decoration 
on pianos and furniture in later days was work of great 
beauty. The long drawing-room was a precious place, full of 
old china and round mirrors, furniture of Red Lion Square 
times, early drawings of Burne-Jones and others of the 
circle, and a dear little square piano to which Kate sang us 
songs from the “Echos du Temps Pass¢.” There was no 
melancholy about it all to us, as we played about, basking 
in the kindness of our affe&ionate friend, but oh! the sad 
memory it is of that secluded home, so distinguished in its 
rarity and freshness and reticence! it comes floating back 
like a melancholy perfume compounded of garden-flowers 
and bitter herbs, fragile and exquisite and penetrating. 

Festa again was going to teawith Philip Webbin hischam- 
bersin Gray's Inn. Thearchite& of Red Houselived in Ray- 
mond Buildings, a green secluded refuge, into the silence 
of which one literally plunged out of the grime and turmoil 
and rattle of Theobald’s Road. His chambers looked down 
upon the spacious gardens with their lawns and great trees 
(where the rooksand wood-pigeonsstill build, believe), and 
we youngsters used sometimes to play there, with a pleasant 
egoist feeling that the eye of our friend was on us from his 
high windows! And tea with him was unalloyed bliss: there 
was jam, and then more jam, and then pictures to look at, 
and Mr Webb's jokes, at which we laughed because he 
laughed and loved us, for I am sure we did not understand 
them. 
There used to be weekly dinners to discuss “The Earthly 

Paradise” while it was in progress; the company was usually 
confined to Edward Burne-Jones and Philip Webb, my 
mother remembers. Other dinners there were that I recall 
vaguely, because they were bigger and I suppose there was 
more preparation for them. I can well remember the look of 
the stately five-windowed room, with the long oak table laid 
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for one of these dinners. What specially attracted my atten- 
tion was not the old silver and blue china, but the greenish 
glass of delicate shapes, designed by Philip Webb and made 
for the firm by Messrs Powell at the Whitefriars Glass- 
works.* This gleamed like air-bubbles in the quiet candle- 
light and was refle®ted far away in the little mirrors set in 
the chimney-piece, where the room lengthened itself into an 
endless pleasant mystery at once friendly and alluring to us 
children. I made an impromptu appearance at one of these 
gatherings; I used to hate the dark, and nurse that night 
had gone down to the kitchen, and I woke up to find my 
sister sleeping and myself utterly alone in the world—alone 
and in the dark. Live people were such a long way off, and 
they were laughing downstairs, and I had to go and find 
lights and company. The small night-gowned thing stand- 
ing in the door and requesting comfort was received with 
kind laughter and applause, and I was handed round from 
one to another and kissed and enjoyed myself hugely. There 
were a good many people there, but Swinburne is the only 
one among them I can recall. 

I have been looking over some of the old reviews of “The 
Earthly Paradise,” and it is interesting to compare the tem- 
peramental differences of them. One reviewer takes excep- 
tion to the “dread of death’ that hangs over all the author’s 
thoughts; another, more of a philosopher, is content to have 
it so; it is part of life. He observes: “Yet even to the most 
cheerful mind, a pensive sentiment lingers about theautum- 
nal days, and this is the prevailing sentiment of the works 
which Mr Morris has written. True sorrow is sharply bitter; 
but there is a mood of mind which is sorrowful in form and 
yet in substance is hardly so. It is the mood of a man who 
recognizes the tragic conditions and limitations of human 
life, but who recognizes them as inevitable, universal, not 
to be subdued nor escaped from, but to be accepted and 

* Still one of the most delightful of London “shows;” a genuine 
old glass-factory of the seventeenth century. 
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made the best of. This is the keynote of ‘Jason’and ¢The 
Earthly Paradise.” ” The article is full of colour and variety; 
one specially happy comparison is made where the reviewer 
speaks of “the transparency of the writer's mind.” “It is a 
mind which refle@s an obje& as water does—in a simple 
unostentatious inevitable way.” 

I have to note an alteration in the text. In the Wanderers’ 
narrative on page 26 1s this passage: 

Then as anigh the good ship’s stern I stood 
Gazing adown, a piece of rough-hewn wood 
On a wave's crest I saw, and loud I cried: 
“Drift-wood! drift-wood!” 

“Stern” is in the first edition and in the one-volume edition 
which was revised by my father. In the manuscript for the 
printer it reads “the good ship’s stem,” though the word 
might have been mistaken for “stern.” All the context im-~ 
plies “stem,” and so I have ventured to alter the word. My 
father was not at alla good reader of proofs and might well 
have overlooked this, as a few other words have been over- 
looked. 

The portrait by Watts remains the truly great and sym- 
pathetic representation of my father at this time. It was 
painted in April 1870. A letter written to my mother men- 
tions a sitting: 

« April 15, Good Friday 
“(at least Bessie seems to have gone to Church) 

“...Jam going to sit to Watts this afternoon, though 1 
have a devil of a cold, which don’t make it very suitable.” 

The “ March” verse given here in facsimile is from the 
“Earthly Paradise” manuscript prepared for the printers, 
kindly lent me by Mr Fairfax Murray, whose help 1 shall 
have to record many times throughout these notes. 
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TO MY WIFE 

I DEDICATE THIS BOOK





F Heaven or Hell I have no power to sing, 
O I cannot ease the burden of your fears, 

Or make quick-coming death a little thing, 
Or bring again the pleasure of past years, 
Nor for my words shall ye forget your tears, 
Or hope again for aught that I can say, 
The idle singer of an empty day. 

But rather, when aweary of your mirth, 
From full hearts still unsatisfied ye sigh, 
And, feeling kindly unto all the earth, 
Grudge every minute as it passes by, 
Made the more mindful that the sweet days die— 
Remember me a little then I pray, 
The idle singer of an empty day. 

The heavy trouble, the bewildering care 
That weighs us down who live and earn our bread, 

These idle verses have no power to bear; 
So let me sing of names remembered, 
Because they, living not, can ne'er be dead, 
Or long time take their memory quite away 
From us poor singers of an empty day. 

Dreamer of dreams, born out of my due time, 
Why should I strive to set the crooked straight? 
Let it suffice me that my murmuring rhyme 
Beats with light wing against the ivory gate, 
Telling a tale not too importunate 
To those who in the sleepy region stay, 
Lulled by the singer of an empty day.



Folk say, a wizard toa northern king 
At Christmas-tide such wondrous things did show, 
That through one window men beheld the spring, 
And through another saw the summer glow, 
And through a third the fruited vines a-row, 
While still, unheard, but in its wonted way, 
Piped the drear wind of that December day. 

So with this Earthly Paradise it 1s, 
If ye will read aright, and pardon me, 
Who strive to build a shadowy isle of bliss 
Midmost the beating of the steely sea, 
Where tossed about all hearts of men must be; 

Whose ravening monsters mighty men shall slay, 
Not the poor singer of an empty day.



PROLOGUE: THE WANDERERS 

THE ARGUMENT 
CERTAIN GENTLEMEN AND MARINERS OF 
NORWAY, HAVING CONSIDERED ALL THAT 
THEY HAD HEARD OF THE EARTHLY PARA- 
DISE, SET SAIL TO FIND IT, AND SO AFTER 
MANY TROUBLES AND THE LAPSE OF MANY 
YEARS CAME OLD MEN TO SOME WESTERN 
LAND, OF WHICHTHEY HAD NEVER BEFORE 
HEARD: THERE THEY DIED, WHEN THEY 
HAD DWELT THERE CERTAIN YEARS, MUCH 
HONOURED OF THE STRANGE PEOPLE. 

F ORGET six counties overhung with smoke, 
Forget the snorting steam and piston stroke, 
Forget the spreading of the hideous town; 

Think rather of the pack-horse on the down, 
And dream of London, small and white and clean, 
The clear Thames bordered by its gardens green; 
Think, that below bridge the green lapping waves 
Smite some few keels that bear Levantine staves, 
Cut from the yew wood on the burnt-up hill, 
And pointed jars that Greek hands toiled to fill, 
And treasured scanty spice from some far sea, 
Florence gold cloth, and Ypres napery, 
And cloth of Bruges, and hogsheads of Guienne; 
Whilenigh thethronged wharf Geoffrey Chaucer’spen 
Moves over bills of lading—mid such times 
Shall dwell the hollow puppets of my rhymes. 

A nameless city in a distant sea, 
White as the changing walls of faérie, 
Thronged with much people clad in ancient guise, 
I now am fain to set before your eyes; 
There, leave the clear green water and the quays, 
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Prologue And pass betwixt its marble palaces, 
Until ye come unto the chiefest square; 
A bubbling conduit is set midmost there, 
And round about it now the maidens throng 
With jest and laughter, and sweet broken song, 
Making but light of labour new begun 
While in their vessels gleams the morning sun. 
On one side of the square a temple stands, 
Wherein the gods worshipped in ancient lands 
Still have their altars; a great market-place 
Upon two other sides fills all the space, 
And thence the busy hum of men comes forth; 
But on the cold side looking toward the north 
A pillared council-house may you behold, 
Within whose porch are images of gold, 
Gods of the nations who dwelt anciently 
About the borders of the Grecian sea. 

Pass now between them, push the brazen door, 
And standing on the polished marble floor 
Leave all the noises of the square behind; 
Most calm that reverent chamber shall ye find, 
Silent at first, but for the noise you made 
When on the brazen door your hand you laid 
To shut it after you—but now behold 
The city rulers on their thrones of gold, 
Clad in most fair attire, and in their hands 
Long carven silver-banded ebony wands; 
Then from the dais drop your eyes and see 
Soldiers and peasants standing reverently 
Before those elders, round a little band 
‘Who bear such arms as guard the English land, 
But battered, rent and rusted sore, and they, 
The men themselves, are shrivelled, bent and grey; 
And as they lean with pain upon their spears 
Their browsseem furrowed deep with more than years; 
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For sorrow dulls their heavy sunken eyes; Prologue 
Bent are they less with time than miseries. 

Pondering on them the city grey-beards gaze 
Through kindly eyes, midst thoughts of other days, 
And pity for poor souls, and vague regret 
For all the things that might have happened yet, 
Until, their wonder gathering to a head, 
The wisest man, who long that land has led, 
Breaks the deep silence, unto whom again 
A wanderer answers. Slowly as in pain, 
And with a hollow voice as from a tomb 
At first he tells the story of his doom, 
But as it grows, and once more hopes and fears, 
Both measureless, are ringing round his ears, 
His eyes grow bright, his seeming days decrease, 
For grief once told brings somewhat back of peace. 

THE ELDER OF THE CITY 
From what unheard-of world, in what strange keel, 

Have ye come hither to our commonweal? 
No barbarous folk, as these our peasants say, 
But learned in memories of a long-past day, 
Speaking, some few at least, the ancient tongue 
That through the lapse of ages still has clung 
To us, the seed of the Ionian race. 

Speak out and fear not; if ye need a place 
Wherein to pass the end of life away, 
That shall ye gain from us from this same day, 
Unless the enemies of God ye are; 
We fear not you and yours to bear us war, 
And scarce can think that ye will try again 
Across the perils of the shifting plain 
To seek your own land whereso that may be: 
For folk of ours bearing the memory 
Of our old land, in days past oft have striven 
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Prologue To reach it, unto none of whom was given 
To come again and tell us of the tale, 
Therefore our ships are now content to sail, 
About these happy islands that we know. 

THE WANDERER 
Masters, I have to tell a tale of woe, 

A tale of folly and of wasted life, 
Hope against hope, the bitter dregs of strife, 
Ending, where all things end, in death at Jast; 
So if 1 tell the story of the past, 
Let it be worth some little rest, I pray, 
A little slumber ere the end of day. 

No wonder if the Grecian tongue know, 
Since at Byzantium many a year ago 
My father bore the twibill valiantly; 
There did he marry, and get me, and die, 
And I went back to Norway to my kin, 
Long ere this beard ye see did first begin 
To shade my mouth, but nathless not before 
Among the Greeks I gathered some small lore, 
And standing midst the Vering warriors heard 
From this or that man many a wondrous word; 
For ye shall know that though we worshipped God, 
And heard mass duly, still of Swithiod 
The Greater, Odin and his house of gold, 
The noble stories ceased not to be told; 
These moved me more than words of mine can say 
E’en while at Micklegarth my folk did stay; 
But when I reached one dying autumn-tide 
My uncle’s dwelling near the forest side, 
And saw the land so scanty and so bare, 
And all the hard things men contend with there, 
A little and unworthy land it seemed, 
And all the more of Asgard’s days I dreamed, 
And worthier seemed the ancient faith of praise. 
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But now, but now—when one of all those days Prologue 
Like Lazarus’ finger on my heart should be 
Breaking the fiery fixed eternity, 
But for one moment—could I see once more 
The grey-roofed sea-port sloping towards the shore, 
Or note the brown boats standing in from sea, 
Or the great dromond swinging from the quay, 
Or in the beech-woods watch the screaming jay 
Shoot up betwixt the tall trunks, smooth and grey— 
Yea, could I see the days before distress 
When very longing was but happiness! 

Within our house there was a Breton squire 
Well learned, who failed not to blow up the fire 
That evermore unholpen burned in me 
Strange lands and things beyond belief to see: 
Much lore of many lands this Breton knew, 
And for one tale I told, he told me two. 
He, counting Asgard but a new-told thing, 
Yet spoke of gardens ever blossoming 
Across the western sea where none grew old, 
E’en as the books at Micklegarth had told, 
And said moreover that an English knight 
Had had the Earthly Paradise in sight, 
And heard the songs of those that dwelt therein, 
But entered not, being hindered by his sin. 
Shortly, so much of this and that he said 
That in my heart the sharp barb entered, 
And like real life would empty stories seem, 
And life from day to day an empty dream. 

Another man there was, a Swabian priest, 
Who knew the maladies of man and beast, 
And what things helped them; hethe stone still sought 
Whereby base metal into gold is brought, 
And strove to gain the precious draught, whereby 
Men live midst mortal men, yet never die; 
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Prologue Tales of the Kaiser Redbeard could he tell 
Who neither went to Heaven nor yet to Hell, 
When from that fight upon the Asian plain 
He vanished, but still lives to come again 
Men know not how or when; but I listening 
Unto this tale thought it a certain thing 
That in some hidden vale of Swithiod 
Across the golden pavement still he trod. 

But while our longing for such things so grew, 
And ever more and more we deemed them true, 
Upon the land a pestilence there fell 
Unheard of yet in any chronicle, 
And, as the people died full fast of it, 
‘With these two men it chanced me once to sit, 
This learned squire whose name was Nicholas, 
And Swabian Laurence, as our manner was; 
For, could we help it, scarcely did we part 
From dawn to dusk: so heavy, sad at heart, 
We from the castle-yard beheld the bay 
Upon that ne’er-to-be-forgotten day, 
Little we said amidst that dreary mood, 
And certes nought that we could say was good. 

It was a bright September afternoon, 
The parched-up beech-trees would be yellowing soon; 
The yellow flowers grown deeper with the sun 
Were letting fall their petals one by one; 
No wind there was, a haze was gathering o’er 
The furthest bound of the faint yellow shore; 
And in the oily waters of the bay 
Scarce moving aught some fisher-cobbles lay, 
And all seemed peace; and had been peace indeed 
But that we young men of our life had need, 
And to our listening ears a sound was borne 
That made the sunlight wretched and forlorn— 
The heavy tolling of the minster bell; 
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And nigher yet a tinkling sound did tell Prologue 
That through the streets they bore our Saviour Christ 
By dying lips in anguish to be kissed. 

At last spoke Nicholas: “ How long shall we 
Abide here, looking forth into the sea 
Expecting when our turn shall come to die? 
Fair fellows, will ye come with me and try 
Now at our worst that long-desired quest, 
Now, when our worst is death, and life our best?” 

“Nay, but thou know’st,” I said, “that I but wait 
The coming of some man, the turn of fate, 
To make this voyage; but I die meanwhile, 
For I am poor, though my blood be not vile, 
Nor yet for all his lore doth Laurence hold 
Within his crucibles aught like to gold; 
And what hast thou, whose father driven forth 
By Charles of Blois, found shelter in the North? 
But little riches as I needs must deem.” 

“Well,” said he, “things are better than they seem, 
For neath my bed an iron chest I have 
That holdeth things I have made shift to save 
E’en for this end ; moreover, hark to this, 
In the next firth a fair long-ship theres 
Well victualled, ready even now for sea, 
And I may say it longeth unto me; 
Since Marcus Erling, late its owner, lies 
Dead at the end of many miseries, 
And little Kirstin, as thou well mayst know, 
Would be content throughout the world to go 
If I but took her hand, and now still more 
Hath heart to leave this poor death-stricken shore, 
Therefore my gold shall buy us Bordeaux swords 
And Bordeaux wine as we go oceanwards. 

« What say ye, will ye go with me to-night, 
Setting your faces to undreamed delight, 
Turning your backs unto this troublous hell, 
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Prologue Or is the time too short to say farewell £” 
“Not so,” I said, “rather would I depart 

Now while thou speakest ; never has my heart 
Been set on anything within thisland.” 

Then said the Swabian: “Let us now take hand 
And swear to follow evermore this quest 
Till death or life have set our hearts at rest.” 

So with joined hands we swore, and Nicholas said: 
“To-night, fair friends, be ye apparelléd 
To leave this land, bring all the arms ye can 
And such men as ye trust; my own good man 
Guards the small postern looking toward St. Bride, 
And good it were ye should not be espied, 
Since mayhap freely ye should not go hence, 
Thou Rolf in special; for this pestilence 
Makes all men hard and cruel, nor are they 
Willing that folk should "scape if they must stay: 
Be wise; I bid you for a while farewell, 
Leave ye this stronghold when St. Peter’s bell 
Strikes midnight, all will surely then be still, 
And 1 will bide you at King Tryggvi's hill 
Outside the city gates.” 

Each went his way 
Therewith, and I the remnant of that day 
Gained for the quest three men that I deemed true, 
And did such other things as I must do, 
And still was ever listening for the chime, 
Half maddened by the lazy lapse of time; 
Yea, scarce I thought indeed that I should live 
Till the great tower the joyful sound should give 
That set us free. And so the hours went past, 
Till startled by the echoing clang at last 
That told of midnight, armed from head to heel 
Down to the open postern did I steal, 
Bearing small wealth—this sword that yet hangs here 
Worn thin and narrow with so many a year, 
My father’s axe that from Byzantium, 
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With some few gems my pouch yet held, had come, Prologue 
Nought else that shone with silver or with gold. 

But by the postern gate could I behold 
Laurence the priest all armed as if for war, 
And my three men were standing not right far 
From off the town-wall, having some small store 
Of arms and furs and raiment: then once more 
I turned, and saw the autumn moonlight fall 
Upon the new-built bastions of the wall, 
Strange with black shadow and grey flood of light, 
And further off I saw the lead shine bright 
On tower and turret-roof against the sky, 
And looking down I saw the old town lie 
Black in the shade of the o’er-hanging hill, 
Stricken with death, and dreary, but all still 
Until it reached the water of the bay, 
That in the dead night smote against the quay 
Not all unheard, though there was little wind. 
But as I turned to leave the place behind, 
The wind’s light sound, the slowly falling swell, 
Were hushed at once by that shrill-tinkling bell, 
That in that stillness jarring on mine ears, 
With sudden jangle checked the rising tears, 
And now the freshness of the open sea 
Seemed ease and joy and very life to me. 

So greeting my new mates with little sound, 
We made good haste to reach King Tryggvi’s mound, 
And there the Breton Nicholas beheld, 
Who by the hand fair Kirstin Erling held, 
And round about them twenty men there stood, 
Of whom the more part on the holy rood 
Were sworn till death to follow up the quest, 
And Kirstin was the mistress of the rest. 

Again betwixt us was there little speech, 
But swiftly did we set on toward the beach, 
And coming there our keel, the Fighting Man 
We boarded, and the long oars out we ran, 
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Prologue And swept from out the firth, and sped so well 
That scarcely could we hear St. Peter’s bell 
Toll one, although the light wind blew from land; 
Then hoisting sail southward we gan to stand, 
And much I joyed beneath the moon to see 
The lessening land that might have been to me 
A kindly giver of wife, child and friend, 
And happy life, or at the worser end 
A quiet grave till doomsday rend the earth. 

Night passed, day dawned, and we grew full of mirth 
As with the ever-rising morning wind 
Still further lay our threatened death behind, 
Or so we thought: some eighty men we were, 
Of whom but fifty knew the shipman’s gear, 
The rest were uplanders; midst such of these 
As knew not of our quest, with promises 
Went Nicholas dealing florins round about, 
With still a fresh tale for each new man’s doubt, 
Till all were fairly won or seemed to be 
To that strange desperate voyage o’er the sea. 

Now if ye ask me from what land I come 
With all my folly, Wick was once my home, 
Where Tryggvi Olaf’s son and Olaf’s sire 
Lit to the ancient Gods the sacred fire, 
Unto whose line am I myself akin, 
Through him who Astrid in old time did win, 
King Olaf’s widow: let all that go by, 
Since I was born at least to misery. 

Now Nicholas came to Laurence and to me 
To talk of what he deemed our course should be, 
‘To whom agape 1 listened, since 1 knew 
Nought but old tales, nor aught of false and true 
Midst these, for all of one kind seemed to be 
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The Vineland voyage o'er the unknown sea Prologue 
And Swegdir’s search for Godhome, when he found 
The entrance to a new world underground; 
But Nicholas o’er many books had pored 
And this and that thing in his mind had stored, 
And idle tales from true report he knew. 
Would he were living now, to tell to you 
This story that my feeble lips must tell! 
“Now he indeed of Vineland knew full well, 

Both from my tales where truth perchance touched lies, 
And from the ancient written histories; 
But now he said: “The land was good enow 
That Leif the son of Eric came unto, 
But this was not our world, nay scarce could be 
The door into a place so heavenly 
As that we seek, therefore my rede is this, 
That we to gain that sure abode of bliss 
Risk dying in an unknown landless sea; 
Although full certainly it seems to me 
All that we long for there we needs must find. 
Therefore, O friends, if ye are of my mind, 
When we are passed the French and English strait 
Let us seek news of that desired gate 
To immortality and blessed rest 
Within the landless waters of the west, 
But still a little to the southward steer. 
Certes no Greenland winter waits us there, 
No year-long night, but rather we shall find 
Spice-trees set waving by the western wind, 
And gentle folk who know no guile at least, 
And manyabright-winged bird and soft-skinned beast, 
For gently must the year upon them fall, 
“Now since the Fighting Man is over small 

To hold the mighty stores that we shall need, 
To turn as now to Bremen is my rede, 
And there to buy a new keel with my gold, 
And fill her with such things as she may hold; 
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Prologue And thou thenceforward, Rolf, her lord shalt be, 
Since thou art not unskilled upon the sea.” 

But unto me most fair his saying seemed, 
For of a land unknown to all I dreamed, 
And certainly by some warm sea I thought 
That we the soonest thereto should be brought. 
Therefore with mirth enow passed every day 
Till in the Weser stream at last we lay 
Hearkening the bells of Bremen ring to mass, 
For on a Sunday morn our coming was. 

There in a while to chaffer did we fall, 
And of the merchants bought a dromond tall 
They called the Rose-Garland, and her we stored 
With such-like victuals as we well might hoard, 
And arms and raiment; also there we gained 
Some few men more by stories true and feigned, 
And by that time, now needing nought at all, 
We weighed, well armed, with good hope not to fall 
Into the hands of rovers of the sea, 
Since at that time had we heard certainly 
Edward of England drew all men to him, 
And that his fleet held whatso keel could swim 
From Jutland to Land’s End; for all that, we 
Thought it but wise to keep the open sea 
And give to warring lands a full wide berth; 
Since unto all of us our lives seemed worth 
A better purchase than they erst had been. 

O it befell that we no sail had seen 
Till the sixth day at morn, when we drew near 
The land at last and saw the French coast clear,— 

The high land over Guines our pilot said. 
Thereat the day-break, we, apparelled 
Like merchant ships in seeming, now perforce 
Must meet a navy drawing thwart our course, 
Whose sails and painted hulls not far away 
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Rolled slowly o’er the leaden sea and grey, Prologue 
Beneath the night-clouds by no sun yet cleared; 
But we with anxious hearts this navy neared, 
For we sailed deep and heavy, and to fly 
Would nought avail since we were drawn so nigh, 
And fighting, must we meet but certain death. 

Soon with amazement did I hold my breath 
As from the wide bows of the Rose-Garland, 
I saw the sun, new risen o’er the land, 
Light up the shield-hung side of keel on keel, 
Their sails like knights’ coats, and the points of steel 
Glittering from waist and castle and high top. 
And well indeed awhile my heart might stop 
As heading all the crowded van I saw, 
Huge, swelling out without a crease or flaw, 
A sail where, on the quartered blue and red, 
In silk and gold right well apparelled, 
The lilies gleamed, the thin gaunt leopards glared 
Out toward the land where even now there flared 
The dyingbeacons. Ah, withsuch an one 
Could I from town to town of France have run 
To end my life upon some glorious day 
Where stand the banners brighter than the May 
Above the deeds of men, as certainly 
This king himself has full oft wished to die. 

And who knows now beneath what field he lies, 
Amidst what mighty bones of enemies? 
Ah, surely it had been a glorious thing 
From such a field to lead forth such a king, 
That he might live again with happy days, 
And more than ever win the people’s praise. 
Nor had it been an evil lot to stand 
On the worse side, with people of the land 
"Gainst such a man, when even this might fall, 
That it might be my luck some day to call 
My battle-cry o’er his low-lying head, 
And I be evermore remembered. 
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Prologue Well, as we neared and neared, such thoughts I had 
Whereby perchance 1 was theless a-drad 
Of what might come, and at the worst we deemed 
They would not scorn our swords; but as I dreamed 
Of fair towns won and desperate feats of war, 
And my old follies now were driven afar 
By that most glorious sight, a loud halloo 
Came down the wind, and one by me who knew 
The English tongue cried that they bade us run 
Close up and board, nor was there any one 
Who durst say nay to that, so presently 
Both keels were underneath the big ship’slee; 
While Nicholas and I together passed 
Betwixt the crowd of archers by the mast 
Unto the poop, where "neath his canopy 
The king sat, eyeing us as we drew nigh. 

Broad-browed he was, hook-nosed, with widegrey eyes 
No longer eager for the coming prize, 
But keen and steadfast; many an ageing line, 
Half hidden by his sweeping beard and fine, 
Ploughed his thin cheeks, his hair was more than grey, 
And like to one he seemed whose better day 
Is over to himself, though foolish fame 
Shoutslouder year by year his empty name. 
Unarmed he was, nor clad upon that morn 
Much like a king, an ivory hunting-horn 
Was slung about him, rich with gems and gold, 
And a great white ger-falcon did he hold 
Upon his fist; before his feet there sat 
A scrivener making notes of this or that 
As the King bade him, and behind his chair 
His captains stood in armour rich and fair; 
And by his side unhelmed, but armed, stood one 
I deemed none other than the Prince his son; 
For in a coat of England was he clad, 
And on his head a coronel he had. 
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Tall was he, slim, made apt for feats of war; Prologue 
A splendid lord, yea, he seemed prouder far 
Than was his sire, yet his eyes therewithal 
With languid careless glance seemed wont to fall 
On things about, as though he deemed that nought 
Could fail unbidden to do all his thought. 
But close by him stood a war-beaten knight, 
Whose coat of war bore on a field of white 
A sharp red pile, and he of all men there 
Methought would be the one that I should fear 
IfIled men. 

But midst my thoughts I heard 
The King’s voice as the high-seat now we neared, 
And knew his speech because in French it was, 
That erewhile | had learnt of Nicholas. 
“Yair sirs, what are ye? for on this one day, 
I rule the narrow seas mine ancient way. 
Me seemeth in the highest bark I know 
The Flemish handiwork, but yet ye show 
Unlike to merchants, though your ships are deep 
And slowly through the water do ye creep; 
And thou, fair sir, seem’st journeying from the north 
With peltries Bordeaux-ward? Nay then go forth, 
Thou wilt not harm us: yet if ye be men 
Well-born and warlike, these are fair days, when 
The good heart wins more than the merchant keeps, 
And safest still in steel the young head sleeps; 
And here are banners thou mayst stand beneath 
And not be shamed either in life or death— 
What, man, thou reddenest, wouldst thou say me no, 
If underneath my banner thou should’st go? 
Nay, thou mayst speak, or let thy fellow say 
What he is stuffed with, be it yea or nay.” 

For as he spoke my fellow gazed on me 
With something like to fear, and hurriedly 
As I bent forward, thrust me on one side, 
And scarce the King’s last word would he abide 
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Prologue But ’gan to say, “Sire, from the north we come, 
Though as for me far nigher is my home. 
Thy foes, my Lord, drove out my kin and me, 
Ere yet thine armed hand was upon the sea; 
Chandos shall surely know my father’s name, 
Loys of Dinan, which ill-luck, sword and flame, 
Lord Charles of Blois, the French king, and the pest 
In this and that land now have laid to rest, 
Except for me alone. And now, my Lord, 
If I shall seem to speak an idle word 
To such as thou art, pardon me therefore; 
But we, part taught by ancient books and lore, 
And part by what, nor yet so long ago, 
This man’s own countrymen have come to do, 
Have gathered hope to find across the sea 
A land where we shall gain felicity 
Past tongue of man to tell of; and our life 
Is not so sweet here, or so free from strife, 
Or gloriousdeeds so common, that, if we 
Should think a certain path at last to see 
To such a place, men then could think us wise 
To turn away therefrom, and shut our eyes, 
Because at many a turning here and there 
Swift death might lurk, or unaccustomed fear. 
O King, I pray thee in this young man’s face 
Flash not thy banner, nor with thy frank grace 
Tear him from life; but go thy way, let us 
Find hidden death, or life more glorious 
Than thou durst think of, knowing not the gate 
Whereby to flee from that all-shadowing fate. 

“QO King, since I could walk a yard or twain 
Or utter anything but cries of pain, 
Death was before me; yea, on the first morn 
That I remember aught, among the corn 
I wandered with my nurse, behind us lay 
The walls of Vannes, white in the summer day, 
The reapers whistled, the brown maidens sung, 
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As on the wain the topmost sheaf they hung, Prologue 
The swallow wheeled above high up in air, 
And midst the labour all was sweet and fair; 
When on the winding road between the fields 
I saw a glittering line of spears and shields, 
And pleased therewith called out to someone by 
E’en as I could; he scarce for fear could cry 
“The French, the French!” and turned and ran his best 
Toward the town gates, and we ran with the rest, 
I wailing loud who knew not why at all; 
But ere we reached the gates my nurse did fall, 
I with her, and I wondered much that she 
Just as she fell should still lie quietly; 
Nor did the coloured feathers that I found 
Stuck in her side, as frightened I crawled round, 
Tell me the tale, though I was sore afeard 
At all the cries and wailing that I heard. 

“I say, my Lord, that arrow-flight now seems 
The first thing rising clear from feeble dreams, 
And that was death; and the next thing was death, 
For through our house all spoke with bated breath 
And wore black clothes; withal they came to me 
A little child, and did off hastily 
My shoon and hosen, and with that I heard 
The sound of doleful singing, and afeard 
Forbore to question, when I saw the feet 
Of all were bare, like mine, as toward the street 
We passed, and joined a crowd in such-like guise, 
Who through the town sang woeful litanies, 
Pressing the stones with feet unused and soft, 
And bearing images of saints aloft, 
In hope *gainst hope to save us from the rage 
Of that fell pest, that as an unseen cage 
Hemmed France about, and me and such as me 
They made partakers of their misery. 

‘Lo death again, and if the time served now 
Full many another piure could I show 
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Prologue Of death and death, and men who ever strive 
Through every misery at least to live. 
The priest within the minster preachesit, 
And brooding o'er it doth the wise man sit 
Letting life's joys go by. Well, blame me then, 
If I who love this changing life of men, 
And every minute of whose life were bliss 
Too great to long for greater, but for this— 
Mock me, who take this death-bound life in hand 
And risk the rag to find a happy land, 
Where at the worst death is so far away 
No man need think of him from day to day— 
Mock me, but let us go, for l am fain 
Our restless road, the landless sea, to gain.” 

His words nigh made me weep, but while he spoke 
I noted how a mocking smile just broke 
The thin line of the Prince’s lips, and he 
Who carried the afore-named armour 
Puffed out his wind-beat cheeks and whistled low: 
But the King smiled, and said: “Can it be so? 
I know not, and ye twain are suchas find 
The things whereto old kings must needs be blind. 
For you the world is wide—but not for me, 
Who once had dreams of one great victory 
Wherein that world lay vanquished by my throne, 
And now, the victor in so many an one, 
Find that in Asia Alexander died 
And will not live again; the world is wide 
For you I say, for me a narrow space 
Betwixt the four walls of a fighting place. 
Poor man, why should I stay thee? live thy fill 
Of that fair life, wherein thou seest no ill 
But fear of that fair rest I hope to win 
One day, when I have purged me of my sin. 

“Farewell, it yet may hap that 1 a king 
Shall be remembered but by this one thing, 
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That on the morn before ye crossed the sea Prologue 
Ye gave and took in common talk with me; 
But with this ring keep memory of the morn, 
O Breton, and thou Northman, by this horn 
Remember me, who am of Odin’s blood, 
As heralds say: moreover it were good 
Ye had some lines of writing "neath my seal, 
Or ye might find it somewhat hard to deal 
With some of mine, who pass not for a word 
Whate'er they deem may hold a hostile sword.” 

So as we kneeled this royal man to thank, 
A clerk brought forth two passes sealed and blank, 
And when we had them, with the horn and ring, 
With few words did we leave the noble King, 
And as adown the gangway steps we passed, 
We saw the yards swing creaking round the mast, 
And heard the shipman’s ho, for one by one 
The van outsailed before, by him had run 
E’en as he stayed for us, and now indeed 
Of his main battle must he take good heed: 
But as from off the mighty side we pushed, 
And in between us the green water rushed, 
I heard his scalds strike up triumphantly 
Some song that told not of the weary sea, 
But rather of the mead and fair green-wood, 
And as we leaned o'er to the wind, I stood 
And saw the bright sails leave us, and soon lost 
The pensive music by the strong wind tossed 
From wave to wave; then turning I espied 
Glittering and white upon the weather side 
The land he came from, o’er the bright green sea, 
Scarce duller than the land upon our lee; 
For now the clouds had fled before the sun 
And the bright autumn day was well begun. 
Then I cried out for music too, and heard 
The minstrels sing some well-remembered word, 
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Prologue And while they sang, before me still I gazed, 
Silent with thought of many things, and mazed 
With many longings; when 1 looked again 
To see those lands, nought but the restless plain 
With some far-off small fisher-boat was left. 
A little hour for evermore had reft 
The sight of Europe from my helpless eyes, 
And crowned my store of hapless memories. 

THE ELDER OF THE CITY 
Sit, friends, and tell your tale, which seems to us 

Shall be a strange tale and a piteous, 
Nor shall it lack our pity for its woe, 
Nor ye due thanks for all the things ye show 
Of kingdoms nigh forgot that once were great, 
And small lands come to glorious estate. 

But, sirs, ye faint; behold those maidens stand 
Bearing the blood of this our sunburnt land 
In well-wrought cups,—drink now of this, that while 
Ye poor folk wandered, hid from fortune’s smile 
Abode your coming, hidden none the less 
Below the earth from summer’s happiness. 

THE WANDERERS 
Fair sirs, we thank you, hoping we have come 

Through many wanderings to a quiet home 
Befitting dying men—Good health and peace 
To you and to this land, and fair increase 
Of everything that ye can wish tc have! 

But to my tale: A fair south-east wind drave 
Our ships for ten days more, and ever we 
Sailed mile for mile together steadily, 
But the tenth day I saw the Fighting Man 
Brought up to wait me, and when nigh Iran 
Her captain hailed me, saying that he thought 
‘That we too far to northward had been brought, 
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And we must do our southing while we could; Prologue 
So as his will to me was ever good 
In such-like things, wechanged our coursestraightway, 
And as we might till the eleventh day 
Stretched somewhat south ; then baffling grew the wind, 
But as we still were ignorant and blind 
Nor knew our port, we sailed on helplessly 
O’er a smooth sea, beneath a lovely sky, 
And westward ever, but no signs of land 
All through these days we saw on either hand, 
Nor indeed hoped to see, because we knew 
Some watery desert we must journey through, 
That had been huge enough to keep all men 
From gaining that we sought for until then. 

Yet when I grew downcast, I did not fail 
To call to mind, how from our land set sail 
A certain man, and after he had passed 
Through many unknown seas, did reach at last 
A rocky island’s shore one foggy day, 
And whilea little off the land he lay 
Asin a dream he heard the folk call out 
In his own tongue, but mazed and all in doubt 
He turned therefrom, and afterwards in strife 
With winds and waters, much of precious life 
He wasted utterly, for when again 
He reached his port after long months of pain, 
Unto Biarmeland he chanced to go, 
And there the isle he left so long ago 
He knew at once, where many Northmen were. 

And such a fate I could not choose but fear 
For us sometimes; and sometimes when at night 
Beneath the moon I watched the foam fly white 
From off our bows, and thought how weak and small 
Showed the Rose-Garland’s mast that looked so tall 
Beside the quays of Bremen; when I saw 
With measured steps the watch on toward me draw, 
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Prologue And in the moon the helmsman’s peering face, 
And 'twixt the cordage strained across my place 
Beheld the white sail of the Fighting Man 
Lead down the pathway of the moonlight wan— 
Then when the ocean seemed so measureless 
The very sky itself might well be less, 
When midst the changeless piping of the wind 
The intertwined slow waves, pressed on behind, 
Rolled o’er our wake and made it nought again, 
Then would it seem an ill thing and a vain 
T'o leave the hopeful world that we had known, 
When all was o’er, hopeless to die alone 
Within this changeless world of waters grey. 

But hope would come back to me with the day; 
The talk of men, the viol’s quivering strings, 
Would bring my heart to think of better things. 
Nor were our folk down-hearted through all this; 
For partly with the hope of that vague bliss 
Were they made happy, partly the soft air 
And idle days wherethrough we then did fare 
Were joy enow to rude sea-faring folk. 

But this our ease at last a tempest broke 
And we must scud before it helplessly, 
Fearing each moment lest some climbing sea 
Should topple o'er our poop and end us there; 
Nathless we "scaped, and still the wind blew fair 
For what we deemed was our right course; but when 
On the third eve, we, as delivered men, 
Took breath because the gale was now blown out, 
And from our rolling deck we looked about 
Over the ridges of the dark grey seas, 
And saw the sun, setting in golden ease, 
Smile out at last from out the just-cleared sky 
Over the ocean’s weltering misery, 
Still nothing of the Fighting Man we saw, 
Which last was seen when the first gusty flaw 
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Smote them and us; but nothing would avail Prologue 
To mend the thing, so onward did we sail, 
But slowly, through the moonlit night and fair, 
With all sails set that we could hoist in air, 
And rolling heavily at first; for still 
Each wave came ona glittering rippled hill, 
And lifting us aloft, showed from its height 
The waste of waves, and then to lightless night 
Dropped us adown, and much ado had we 
To ride unspilt the wallow of the sea. 

But the sun rose up in a cloudless sky, 
And from the east the wind blew cheerily, 
And south-west still we steered; till on a day 
As nigh the mast deep in dull thoughts I lay, 
I heard a shout, and turning could I see 
One of the shipmen hurrying fast to me 
With something in his hand, who cast adown 
Close to my hand a mass of sea-weed brown 
Without more words, then knew I certainly 
The wrack, that oft before I had seen lie 
In sandy bights of Norway, and that eve 
Just as the sun the ridgy sea would leave, 
Shore birds we saw, that flew so nigh, we heard 
Their hoarse loud voice that seemed a heavenly word. 

Then all were glad, but Ia fool and young 
Slept not that night, but walked the deck and sung 
Snatches of songs, and verily I think 
I thought next morn of some fresh stream to drink. 
What say I? next morn did I think to be 
Set in my godless fair eternity. 

IRS, ye are old, and ye have seen perchance 
Some little child for very gladness dance 
Over a scarcely-noticed worthless thing, 

Worth more to him than ransom of a king, 
Did not a pang of more than pity take 
Your heart thereat, not for the youngling’s sake, 
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Prologue But for your own, for man that passes by, 
So like to God, so like the beasts that die? 
Lo, sirs, my pity for myself is such, 
When like an image that my hand can touch 
My old self grows unto myself grown old. 
Sirs, I forget, my story is not told. 

Next morn more wrack we saw, more birds, but still 
No land as yet either for good orill, 
But with the light increased the favouring breeze, 
And smoothly did we mount the ridgy seas. 
Then as anigh the good ship’s stem I stood 
Gazing adown, a piece of rough-hewn wood 
On a wave’s crest I saw, and loud I cried: 
“Drift-wood! drift-wood!”” and one from by my side, 
Maddened with joy, made for the shrouds, and clomb 
Up to the top to look on his new home, 
For sure he thought the green earth soon to see; 
But gazing thence about him, presently 
He shouted out: “A sail astern, a sail!” 
Freshening the hope that now had "gun to fail 
Of seeing our fellows with the earth new found; 
Wherefore we shortened sail, and sweeping round 
The hazy edges of the sea and sky, 
Soon from the deck could see that sail draw nigh, 
Half fearful lest she yet might chance to be 
The floating house of some strange enemy, 
Till on her sail we could at last behold 
The ruddy lion with the axe of gold, 
And Marcus Erling’s sign set corner-wise, 
The green, gold-fruited tree of Paradise. 
Ah, what a meeting as she drew anigh, 
Greeted with rin ing shouts and minstrelsy! 
Alas, the joyful fever of that day, 
When all we met still told of land that lay 
Not far ahead! Yet at our joyous feast 
A word of warning spoke the Swabian priest 
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To me and Nicholas, for, “O friends,” he said, Prologue 
“Right welcome is the land that lies ahead 
To us who cannot turn, and in this air, 
Washed by this sea, it cannot but be fair, 
And good for us poor men I make no doubt; 
Yet, fellows, must I warn you not to shout 
Ere we have left the troublous wood behind 
Wherein we wander desperate and blind: 
Think what may dwell there! Call to mind the tale 
We heard last winter o’er the yule-tide ale, 
When that small, withered, black-eyed Genoese 
Told of the island in the outer seas 
He and his fellows reached upon a tide, 
And how, as lying by a streamlet’s side, 
With ripe fruits ready unto every hand, 
And lacking not for women of the land, 
The devils came and slew them, all but him, 
Who, how he scarce knew, made a shift to swim 
Off to his ship: nor must ye, fellows, fear 
Such things alone, for mayhap men dwell here 
Who worship dreadful gods, and sacrifice 
Poor travellers to them in such horrid wise 
As I have heard of; or let this go by, 
Yet we may chance to come to slavery, 
Or all our strength and weapons be too poor 
To conquer such beasts as the unknown shore 
May breed; or set all these ill things aside, 
It yet may be our lot to wander wide 
Through many lands before at last we come 
Unto the gates of our enduring home.” 

But what availed such warning unto us, 
Who by this change made nigh delirious, 
Spake wisdom outward from the teeth, but thought 
That in a little hour we should be brought 
Unto that bliss our hearts were set upon, 
That more than very heaven we now had won. 
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Prologue Well, the next morn unto our land we came, 
And even now my cheeks grow red with shame, 
To think what words I said to Nicholas, 
(Since on that night in the great ship I was,) 
Asking him questions, as if he were God, 
Or at the least in that fair land had trod, 
And knew it well, and still he answered me 
As some great doctor in theology 
Might his poor scholar, asking him of heaven. 

But unto me next morn the grace was given 
To see land first, and when men certainly 
That blessed sight of all sights could descry, 
All hearts were melted, and with happy tears, 
Born of the death of all our doubts and fears, 
Yea, with loud weeping, each did each embrace 
For joy that we had gained the glorious place. 
Then must the minstrels sing, then must they play 
Some joyous strain to welcome in the day, 
But for hot tears could see nor bow nor string, 
Nor for the rising sobs make shift to sing; 
Yea, some of us in that first ecstasy 
For joy of "scaping death went near to die. 

Then might be seen how hard is this world’s lot 
When such a marvel was our grief forgot, 
And what a thing the world’s joy is to bear, 
When on our hearts the broken bonds of care 
Had left such scars, no man of us could say 
The burning words upon his lips that lay; 
Since, trained to hide the depths of misery, 
Amidst that joy no more our tongues were free. 
Ah, then it was indeed when first I knew, 
When all our wildest dreams seemed coming true, 
And we had reached the gates of Paradise 
And endless bliss, at what unmeasured price 
Man sets his life, and drawing happy breath, 
I shuddered at the once familiar death. 
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Alas, the happy day! the foolish day! Prologue 
Alas, the sweet time, too soon passed away! 

Well, in a while I gained the Rose-Garland, 
And as toward shore we steadily did stand 
With all sail set, the wind, which had been light 
Since the beginning of the just past night, 
Failed utterly, and the sharp ripple slept, 
Then toiling hard forward our keels we swept, 
Making small way, until night fell again, 
And then, although of landing we were fain, 
Needs must we wait; but when the sun was set 
Then the cool night a light air did beget, 
And neath the stars slowly we moved along, 
And found ourselves within a current strong 
At daybreak, and the land beneath our lee. 
‘There a long line of breakers could we see, 
That on a yellow sandy beach did fall, 
And then a belt of grass and then a wall 
Of green trees, rising dark against the sky. 
Not long we looked, but anchored presently 
A furlong from the shore, and then, all armed, 
Into the boats the most part of us swarmed, 
And pulled with eager hands unto the beach; 
But when the seething surf our prow did reach, 
From off the bows I leapt into the sea 
Waist deep, and wading, was the first to be 
Upon that land; then to the flowers I ran, 
And cried aloud like to a drunken man 
Words without meaning, whereof none took heed, 
For all across the yellow beach made speed 
To roll among the fair flowers and the grass. 

But when our folly somewhat tempered was, 
And we could talk like men, we thought it good 
To try if we could pierce the thick black wood, 
And see what men might dwell in that new land; 
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Prologue But when we entered it, on either hand 
Uprose the trunks, with underwood entwined 
Making one thicket, thorny, dense and blind; 
Where with our axes, labouring half the day, 
We scarcely made some half a rod of way; 
Therefore, we left that place and tried again, 
Yea, many times, but yet was all in vain; 
So to the ships we went, when we had been 
A long way in our arms, nor yet had seen 
A sign of man, but as for living things, 
Gay birds with many-coloured crests and wings, 
Contes anigh the beach, and while we hacked 
Within the wood, grey serpents, yellow-backed, 
And monstrous lizards; yea, and one man said 
That midst the thorns he saw a dragon’s head; 
And keeping still his eyes on it he Elt 
For a stout shaft he had within his belt; 
But just as he had got it to the string 
And drawn his hand aback, the loathly thing 
Vanished away, and how he could not tell. 

Now spite of all, little our courage fell, 
For this day’s work, nay rather, all things seemed 
To show that we no foolish dream had dreamed — 
The pathless, fearful sea, the land that lay 
So strange, so hard to find, so far away, 
The lovely summer air, the while we knew 
That unto winter now at home it grew, 
The flowery shore, the dragon-guarded wood, 
So hard to pierce—each one of these made good 
The foolish hope that led us from our home, 
That we to utter misery might come. 

Now next morn when the tide began to flow 
We weighed, and somewhat northward did we go 
Coasting that land, and every now and then 
We went ashore to try the woods again, 
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But little change we found in them, until Prologue 
Inland we saw a bare and scarped white hill 
Rise o'er their tops, and going further on 
Unto a broad green river's mouth we won, 
And entering there, ran up it with the flood, 
For it was deep although "twixt walls of wood 
Darkly enough its shaded stream did flow, 
And high trees hid the hill we saw just now. 
So as we peered about from side to side 
A path upon the right bank we espied 
Through the thick wood, and mooring hastily 
Our ships unto the trunks of trees thereby, 
Laurence and I with sixty men took land 
With bow or cutting sword or bill in hand, 
And bearing food to last till the third day; 
But with the others there did Nicholas stay 
To guard the ships, with whom was Kirstin still, 
Who now seemed pining for old things, and ill, 
Spite of the sea-breeze and the lovely air. 

But as for us, we followed up with care 
A winding path, looking from left to right 
Lest any deadly thing should come in sight; 
And certainly our path a dragon crossed 
That in the thicket presently we lost; 
And some men said a leopard they espied, 
And further on we heard a beast that cried; 
Serpents we saw, like those we erst had seen, 
And many-coloured birds, and lizards green, 
And apes that chattered from amidst the trees. 

So on we went until a dying breeze 
We felt upon our faces, and soon grew 
The forest thinner, till at last we knew 
The great scarped hill, which if we now could scale, 
For sight of much far country would avail; 
But coming there we climbed it easily, 
For though escarped and rough toward the sea, 
The beaten path we followed led us round 
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Prologue To wherea soft and grassy slope we found, 
And there it forked ; one arm led up the hill, 
Another through the forest wound on still; 
Which last we left, in good hope soon to see 
Some signs of man, which happened presently; 
For two-thirds up the hill we reached a space 
Levelled by man’s hand in the mountain’s face, 
And there a rude shrine stood, of unhewn stones 
Both walls and roof, with a great heap of bones 
Piled up outside it: there awhile we stood 
In doubt, for something there made cold our blood, 
Till brother Laurence, with a whispered word, 
Crossed himself thrice, and drawing forth his sword 
Entered alone, but therewith presently 
From the inside called out aloud to me 
To follow, so I trembling, yet went in 
To that abode of unknown monstrous sin, 
And others followed : therem could we see, 
Amidst the gloom by peering steadily, 
An altar of rough stones, and over it 
We saw a god of yellow metal sit, 
A cubit long, which Laurence with his tongue 
Had touched and found pure gold; withal there hung 
Against the wall men’s bodies brown and dry, 
Which gaudy rags of raiment wretchedly 
Did wrap about, and all their heads were wreathed 
With golden chaplets; and meanwhile we breathed 
A heavy, faint and sweet spice-laden air, 
As though that incense late were scattered there. 

But from that house of devils soon we passed 
Trembling and pale, Laurence the priest the last, 
And got away in haste, nor durst we take 
Those golden chaplets for their wearers’ sake, 
Or that grim golden devil whose they were; 
Yet for the rest, although they brought us fear 
They did but seem to show our heaven anigh 
Because we deemed these might have come to die 
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In seeking it, being slain for fatal sin. Prologue 
And now we set ourselves in haste to win 

Up to that mountain’s top, and on the way 
Looked backward oft upon the land that lay 
Beneath the hill, and still on every hand 
The forest seemed to cover all the land, 
But that some four leagues off we saw a space 
Cleared of the trees, and in that open place 
Houses we seemed to see, and rising smoke 
That told where dwelt the unknown, unseen folk. 

But when at last the utmost top we won 
A dismal sight our eyes must look upon; 
The mountain’s summit, levelled by man’s art, 
Was hedged by high stones set some yard apart 
All round a smooth paved space, and midst of these 
We saw a group of well-wrought images, 
Or so they seemed at first, who stood around 
An old hoar man laid on the rocky ground 
Who seemed to live as yet; now drawing near 
We saw indeed what things these figures were; 
Dead corpses, by some deft embalmer dried, 
And on this mountain after they had died 
Set up like players at a yule-tide feast; 
Here stood a hunter, with a spotted beast 
Most like a leopard, writhing up his spear; 
Nigh the old man stood one as if drawn near 
To give him drink, and on each side his head 
Two damsels daintily apparelled; 
And then again, nigh him who bore the cup, 
Were two who ’twixt them bore a litter up 
As though upon a journey he should go, 
And round about stood men with spear and bow, 
And painted targets as the guard to all, 
Headed by one beyond man’s stature tall, 
Who, half turned round, as though he gave the word, 
Seemed as he once had been a mighty lord. 

But the live man amid the corpses laid, 
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Prologue Turning from side to side, some faint word said 
Now and again, but kept his eyes shut fast; 
And we when from the green slope we had passed 
On to this dreadful stage, awe-struck and scared, 
Awhile upon the ghastly puppets stared, 
Then trembling, with drawn swords, came close anigh 
To where the hapless ancient man did lie, 
Who at the noise we made now oped his eyes 
And fixing them upon us did uprise, 
And with a fearful scream stretched out his hand, 
While upright on his head his hair did stand 
For very terror, while we none theless 
Were rooted to the ground for fearfulness, 
And scarce our weapons could make shift to hold. 
But as we stood and gazed, over he rolled 
Like a death-stricken bull, and there he lay, 
With his long-hoarded life quite past away. 

Then in our hearts did wonder conquer fear, 
And to the dead men did we draw anear 
And found them such-like things as I have said, 
But he, their master, was apparelled 
Like to those others that we saw e’en now 
Hung up within the dreary house below. 

Right little courage had we there to stay, 
So down the hill again we took our way, 
When looking landward thence we had but seen, 
All round about, the forest dull and green, 
Pierced by the river where our ships we left, 
And bounded by far-off blue mountains, cleft 
By passes here and there; but we went by 
The chapel of the gold god silently, 
For doubts had risen in our hearts at last 
If yet the bitterness of death were past. 

But having come again into the wood, 
We there took counsel whether it were good 
To turn back to the ships, or push on still 
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Till we had reached the place that from the hill ~~ Prologue 
We had beheld, and since the last seemed best 
Onward we marched, scarce staying to take rest 
And eat some food, for feverish did we grow 
For haste the best or worst of all to know. 

Along the path that, as I said before, 
Led from the hill, we went, and laboured sore 
To gain the open ere the night should fall, 
But yet in vain, for like a dreary pall 
Cast o'er the world, the darkness hemmed us in, 
And though we struggled desperately to win 
From out the forest through the very night, 
Yet did that labour so abate our might, 
We thought it good to rest among the trees, 
Nor come on those who might be enemies 
In the thick darkness, neither did we dare 
To light a fire lest folk should slay us there 
Mazed and defenceless; so the one half slept 
As they might do, the while the others kept 
Good guard in turn; and as we watched we heard 
Sounds that might well have made bold men afeard, 
And cowards die of fear, but we, alone, 
Apart from all, such desperate men were grown, 
If we should fail to win our Paradise, 
That common life we now might well despise. 

So by the day-break on our way we were 
When we had seen to all our fighting gear; 
And soon we came unto that open space, 
And here and there about a grassy place 
Saw houses scattered, neither great nor fair, 
For they were framed of trees as they grew there, 
And walled with wattle-work from tree to tree; 
And thereabout beasts unknown did we see, 
Four-footed, tame; and soon a man came out 
From the first house, and with a startled shout 
Took to his heels, and soon from far and near, 
The folk swarmed out, and still as in great fear 
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Prologue Gave us no second look, but ran their best, 
And they being clad but lightly for the rest, 
To follow them seemed little mastery. 
So to their houses gat we speedily 
To see if we might take some loiterer; 
And some few feeble folk we did find there, 
Though most had fled, and unto these with pain 
We made some little of our meaning plain, 
And sent an old man forth into the wood 
To show his fellows that our will was good. 
Who going from us came back presently 
His message done, and with him two or three 
The boldest of his folk, and they in turn 
A little of us by our signs did learn, 
Then went their way: and so at last all fear 
Was laid aside, and thronging they drew near 
To look upon us; and at last came one 
Who had upon his breast a golden sun, 
And in strange glittering gay attire was clad; 
He let us know our coming made him glad, 
And bade us come with him; so thereon we, 
Thinking him someone in authority, 
Rose up and followed him, who with glad face 
Led us through closer streets of that strange place, 
And brought us lastly to a shapely hall 
Round and high-roofed, held up with tree-trunks tall, 
And midst his lords the barbarous king sat there, 
Gold-crowned, in strange apparel rich and fair, 
Whereat we shuddered, for we saw that he 
Was clad like him that erewhile we did see 
Upon the hill, and like those other ones 
Hung in the dismal shrine of unhewn stones. 

Yet nought of evil did he seem to think, 
But bade us sit by him and eat and drink, 
So eating did we speak by signs meanwhile 
Each unto each, and they would laugh and smile 
As folk well pleased; and with them all that day 
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Well feasted, learning some things did we stay. ~~ Prologue 
And sure of all the folk I ever saw 
These were the gentlest: if they had a law 
We knew not then, but still they seemed to be 
Like the gold people of antiquity. 

Now when we tried to ask for that good land, 
Eastward and seaward did they point the hand; 
Yet if they knew what thing we meant thereby 
We knew not; but when we for our reply 
Said that we came thence, they made signs to say 
They knew it well, and kneeling down they lay 
Before our feet, as people worshipping. 

But we, though somewhat troubled at this thing, 
Failed not to hope, because it seemed to us 
That this so simple folk and virtuous, 
So happy midst their dreary forest bowers, 
Showed at the least a better land than ours, 
And some yet better thing far onward lay. 

Amidst all this we made a shift to pray 
That some of them would go with us, to be 
Our fellows on the perilous green sea, 
And much did they rejoice when this they knew, 
And straightway midst their young men lots they drew, 
And the next morn of these they gave us ten, 
And wept at our departing, 

Now these men, 
Though brown indeed through dint of that hot sun, 
Were comely and well knit, as anyone 
I saw in Greece, and fit for deeds of war, 
Though as I said of all men gentlest far; 
Their arms were axe and spear, and shield and bow, 
But nought of iron did they seem to know, 
For all their cutting tools were edged with flint, 
Or with soft copper, that soon turned and bent; 
With cloths of cotton were their bodies clad, 
But other raiment for delight they had 
Most fairly woven of some unknown thing; 
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Prologue And all of them from little child to king 
Had many ornaments of beaten gold: 
Certes, we might have gathered wealth untold 
Amongst them, if thereto had turned our thought. 
But none the glittering evil valued aught. 

Now of these foresters, we learned that they, 
Hemmed by the woods, went seldom a long way 
From where we saw them, and no boat they had, 
Nor much of other people good or bad 
They knew, and ever had they little war: 
But now and then a folk would come from far 
In ships unlike to ours, and for their gold 
Would give them goods; and some men over bold, 
Who dwelt beyond the great hill we had seen, 
Had waged them war, but these all slain had been 
Among the tangled woods by men who knew 
What tracks of beasts the thicket might piercethrough. 

Such things they told us whom we brought away, 
But after this; for certes on that day 
Not much we gathered of their way of life. 

So to the ships we came at last, and rife 
With many things new learned, we told them all, 
And though our courage might begin to fall 
A little now, yet each to other we 
Made countenance of great felicity, 
And spoke as if the prize were well-nigh won. 

Behold then, sirs, how fortune led us on, 
Little by little till we reached the worst, 
And still our lives grew more and more accurst. 

THE ELDER OF THE CITY 
Nay, friends, believe your worser life now past, 

And that a little bliss is reached at last; 
Take heart, therefore, for like a tale so told 
Is each man’s life: and ye, who have been bold 
To see and suffer such unheard-of things, 
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Henceforth shall be more worshipped than the kings Prologue 
We hear you name; since then ye reach this day, 
How are ye worse for what has passed away? 

THE WANDERER 
Kind folk, what words of ours can give you praise 

That fits your kindness; yet for those past days, 
If we bemoan our lot, think this at least: | 
We are as men, who cast aside a feast 
Amidst their lowly fellows, that they may 
Eat with the king, and who at end of day, 
Bearing sore stripes, with great humility 
Must pray the bedesmen of those men to be, 
They scorned that day while yet the sun was high. 

Not long within the river did we lie, 
But put to sea intending as before 
To coast with watchful eyes the unknown shore, 
And strive to pierce the woods: three days we sailed, 
And little all our watchfulnessavailed, 
Though all that time the wind was fair enow; 
But on the fourth day it began to blow 
From off the land, and still increased on us 
Until the storm, grown wild and furious, 
Although at anchor still we strove to ride, 
Had blown us out into the ocean wide, 
Far out of sight of land ; and when at last, 
After three days, its fury was o’erpast, 
Of all our counsels this one was the best, 
To beat back blindly to the longed-for west. 
Baffling the wind was, toilsome was the way, 
Nor did we make land till the thirtieth day, 
When both flesh-meat and water were nigh spent; 
But anchoring at last, ashore we went, 
And found the land far better than the first, 
For this with no thick forest was accurst, 
Though here and there were scattered clumps of wood. 
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Prologue Theair was cooler, too, but soft and good; 
Fair streams we saw, and herds of goats and deer, 
But nothing noisome for a man to fear. 

So since atanchor safe our good ships lay 
Within the long horns of a sandy bay, 
We thought it good ashore to take our ease, 
And pitched our tents anigh some maple-trees 
Not far from shore, and there with little pain 
Enough of venison quickly did we gain 
To feast us all, and high feast did we hold, 
Lighting great fires, for now the nights were cold, 
And we were fain a noble roast to eat; 
Nor did we lack for drink to better meat, 
For from the dark hold of the Rose-Garland 
A well-hooped cask our shipmen brought aland, 
That knew some white-walled city of the Rhine. 

Therecrowned with flowers & flushed with noble wine, 
Hearkening the distant murmur of the main, 
And safe upon our promised land again, 
‘What wonder if our vain hopes rose once more 
And Heaven seemed dull beside that twice-won shore. 

By midnight in our tents were we asleep, 
And little watch that night did any keep, 
For as our garden that fair land we deemed. 
But in my sleep of lovely things I dreamed, 
For I was back at Micklegarth once more, 
But not a court-man’s son there as of yore, 
But the Greek king, or so I seemed to be, 
Set on the throne whoseawe and majesty 
Gold lions guard ; before whose moveless feet 
A damsel knelt, praying in words so sweet 
For what I know not now, that both mine eyes 
Grew full of tears, and I must bid her rise 
And sit beside me; step by step she came 
Up the gold stair, setting my heart aflame 
With all her beauty, till she reached the throne 
And there sat down, but as with her alone 
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In that vast hall, my hand her hand did seek, Prologue 
And on my face I felt her balmy cheek, 
Throughout my heart there shot a dreadful pang, 
And down below us, with a sudden clang 
The golden lions rose, and roared aloud, 
And in at every door did armed men crowd, 
Shouting out death and curses, and I fell 
Dreaming indeed that this at last was hell. 

But therewithal I woke, and through the night 
Heard shrieks and shouts and clamour of the fight, 
And snatching up my axe, unarmed beside 
Nor scarce awaked, my rallying cry I cried, 
And with good haste unto the hubbub went; 
But even in the entry of the tent 
Some dark mass hid the star-besprinkled sky, 
And whistling past my head a spear did fly, 
And striking out I saw a naked man 
Fall ‘neath my blow, nor heeded him, but ran 
Unto the captain’s tent, for there indeed 
I saw my fellows stand at desperate need, 
Beset with foes, nor yet armed more than I, 
Though on the way I rallied hastily 
Some better armed, with whom I straightway fell 
Upon the foe, who with a hideous yell 
Turned round upon us; but we desperate 
And fresh, and dangerous for our axes’ weight, 
Fought so that they must needs give back a pace 
And yield our fellows some small breathing space. 
Then gathering all together, side by side 
We laid our weapons, and our cries we cried 
And rushed upon them, who abode no more 
Our levelled points, but scattering from the shore 
Ran here and there, but when some two or three 
We in the chase had slain right easily, 
We held our hands, nor followed more their flight, 
Fearing the many chances of the night. 
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Prologue Then did we light our watch-fires up again 
And armed us all, and found three good men slain; 
Ten wounded, among whom was Nicholas, 
Though little heedful of these things he was, 
For in his tent he sat upon the ground, 
Holding fair Kirstin’s hand, whom he had found 
Dead, with a feathered javelin in her breast. 

But taking counsel now, we thought it best 
To gather up our goods and get away 
Unto the ships, and there to wait the day; 
Nor did we loiter, fearful lest the foe, 
Who somewhat now our feebleness must know, 
Should come on us with force made manifold, 
And all our story quickly should be told. 
So to our boats in haste the others gat, 
But in his tent, not speaking, Nicholas sat, 
Nor moved when o’er his head we struck the tent. 
But when all things were ready, then I went 
And raised the body up, and silently 
Bore it adown the beach unto the sea; 
Then he arose and followed me, and when 
He reached at last the now embarking men, 
And in aboat my burden I had laid, 
He sat beside; but no word had he said 
Since first he knew her slain. Such ending had 
The night at whose beginning all were glad. 

One wounded man of theirs we brought with us, 
Hoping for news, but he grew furious 
When he awoke aboard from out his swoon, 
And tore his wounds and smote himself, and soon 
Died outright, though his hurts were slight enow, 
So nought from him of that land could we know. 
But now as we that luckless country scanned, 
Just at the daybreak did we see a band 
Of these barbarians come with shout and yell 
Across the place where all these things befell, 
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Down to the very edges of the sea; Prologue 
But though armed now, by day, we easily 
Had made a shift no few of them to slay, 
It seemed to us the better course to weigh 
And try another entry to that land; 
So southward with a light wind did we stand, 
Not losing sight of shore, and now and then 
I led ashore the more part of our men 
Well armed, by daylight, and the barbarous folk 
Once and again from bushments on us broke, 
Whom without loss of men we brushed away. 
But in our turn it happed to us one day 
Upon a knot of them unwares to come; 
These we bore back with us, the most of whom 
Would neither eat nor drink, but sullenly 
Sat in a corner of the ship to die; 
But ‘'mongst them was a woman, who at last, 
Won by the glitter of some toy we cast 
About her neck, by soft words and by wine, 
Began to answer us by sign to sign; 
Of whom we learned not much indeed, but when 
We set on shore those tameless savage men, 
And would have left her too, she seemed to pray, 
For terror of her folk, with us to stay: 
Therefore we took her back with us, and she, 
Though learning not our tongue too easily, 
Unto the forest-folk began to speak. 

OW midst all this passed many a weary week, 
And we no nigher all the time had come 
Unto the portal of our blissful home, 

And needs our bright hope somewhat must decay; 
Yet none the less, as dull day passed by day, 
Still onward by our folly were we led, 
And still with lies our wavering hearts we fed. 

Happy we were in this, that still the wind 
Blew as we wished, and still the air was kind; 
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Prologue Nor failed we of fresh water as we went 
Along the coast, and oft our bows we bent 
On beast and fowl, and had no lack of food. 

Upon a day it chanced, that as we stood 
Somewhat off shore to fetch about a ness, 
Although the wind was blowing less and less, 
We were entrapped into a fearful sea, 
And carried by a current furiously 
Away from shore, and there were we so tost 
That for awhile we deemed ourselves but lost 
Amid those tumbling waves; but now at last, 
When out of sight of land we long had passed, 
The sea fell, and again toward land we stood, 
Which, reached upon thetenth day, seemed right good 
But yet untilled, and mountains rose up high 
Far inland, mingling with the cloudy sky. 

Once more we took the land, and since we found 
That, more than ever, beasts did there abound, 
We pitched our camp beside a little stream, 
But scarcely there of Paradise did dream 
As heretofore. Our camp we fortified 
With wall and dyke, and then the land we tried, 
And found the people most untaught and wild, 
Nigh void of arts, but harmless, good and mild, 
Nor fearing us: with some of these we went 
Back to our camp and people, with intent 
To question them by her we last had got. 
But when she heard their tongue she knew it not, 
Nor they her tongue; howbeit they seemed to say, 
That o’er the mountains other lands there lay 
Where folk dwelt, clothed and armed like unto us, 
But made withal as they were timorous 
And feared them much. Then we made signs that we, 
So little feared by all that tumbling sea, 
Would go to seek them; but they still would stay 
Our journey; nathless what they meant to say 
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We scarce knew yet : howbeit, since these men Prologue 
Were friendly, and the weather, which till then 
Had been most fair, now grew to storm and rain, 
And the wind blew on land, and not in vain 
To us poor fools, that tale half understood 
Those folk had told: midst all, we thought it good 
To haul our ships ashore, and build us there 
A place where we might dwell, till we could fare 
Along the coast, or inland it might be, 
That fertile realm, those goodly men to see. 

Right foul the weather was a dreary space 
While we abode with people of that place, 
And built them huts, as well we could, for we 
Who dwell in Norway have great mastery 
In woodwright’s craft; but they in turn would bring 
Wild fruits to us, and many a woodland thing, 
And catch us fish, and show us how to take 
The smaller beasts, and meanwhile for our sake 
They learned our tongue, and we too somewhat learned 
Of words of theirs; but day by day we yearned 
To cross those mountains, and I woke no morn, 
To find myself lost, wretched and forlorn, 
But those far-off white summits gave me heart; 
Now too those folk their story could impart 
Concerning them, and that in short was this: 
Beyond them lay a fair abode of bliss 
Where dwelt men like the Gods, and clad as we, 
Who doubtless lived on through eternity 
Unless the very world should come tonought; 
But never had they had the impious thought 
To scale those mountains; since most surely, none 
Of men they knew could follow up the sun, 
The fearful sun, and live; but as for us 
They said, who were so wise and glorious 
It might not be so, 

Thus they spoke one eve 
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Prologue When the black rain-clouds for a while did leave 
Upon the fresh and teeming earth to frown, 
And we they spoke to had just set us down 
Midmost their village: from the resting earth 
Sweet odours rose, and in their noisy mirth 
The women played, as rising from the brook 
Off their long locks the glittering drops they shook; 
Betwixt the huts the children raced along; 
Some man was singing a wild barbarous song 
Anigh us, and these folk possessing nought, 
And lacking nought, lived happy, free from thought, 
Or so it seemed: but we, what thing could pay 
For all that we had left so far away? 

Such thoughts as these I uttered murmuringly, 
But lifting up mine eyes, against the sky 
Beheld the snowy peaks brought near to us 
By a strange sunset, red and glorious, 
That seemed as though the much-praised land it lit, 
And would do, long hours after we must sit 
Beneath the twinkling stars with none to heed: 
And though I knew it was not so indeed, 
Yet did it seem to answer me, as though 
It called us once more on our quest to go. 

Then springing up I raised my voice and said: 
“What is it, fellows? fear ye to be dead 
Upon those peaks, when, if ye loiter here 
Half dead, with very death still drawing near, 
Your lives are wasted all the more for this, 
That ye in this world thought to garner bliss? 
Unless indeed ye chance to think it well 
With this unclad and barbarous folk to dwell, 
Deedless and hopeless; ye, to whom the land 
That o'er the world has sent so many a band 
Of conquering men, was yet not good enough. 
Did ye then deem the way would not be rough 
Unto the lovely land ye so desire? 
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Did ye not rather swear through blood and fire, ~~ Prologue 
And all ill things to follow up this quest 
Till life or death your longing laid to rest? 
Let us not linger here then, until fate 
Make longing unavailing, hope too late, 
And turn to lamentations all our prayers! 
But with to-morrow cast aside your cares, 
And stout of heart make ready for the strife 
*Twixt this short time of dreaming and real life. 

Lo now, if but the half will come with me, 
T he summit of those mountains will I see, 
Or else die first ; yea, if but twenty men 
Will follow me; nor will I stay if ten 
Will share my trouble or felicity— 
What do I say? alone, O friends, will 1 
Seek for my life, for no man can die twice, 
And death or life may give me Paradise!” 

Then Nicholas said: “Rolf, I will go with thee, 
For desperate do I think the quest tobe, 
And I shall die, and that to me is well, 
Or else I may forget, I cannot tell— 
Still I will go.” 

Then Laurence said: “I too 
Will go, remembering what I said to you, 
When any land, the first to which we came 
Seemed that we sought, and set your hearts aflame, 
And all seemed won to you: but still I think, 
Perchance years hence, the fount of life to drink, 
Unless by some ill chance I first am slain. 
But boundless risk must pay for boundless gain.” 

So most men said, but yet a few there were 
Who said: “Nay, soothly let us live on here, 
We have been fools and we must pay therefore 
With this dull life, and labour very sore 
Until we die; yet are we grown too wise 
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Prologue Upon this earth to seek for Paradise; 
Leave us, but ye may yet come back again 
When ye have found your trouble nought and vain.” 

ELL, in three days we left those men behind, 
To dwell among the simple folk and kind 
Who were our guides at first, until that we 

Reached the green hills clustered confusedly 
About the mountains; then they turned, right glad 
That till that time no horrors they had had; 
But we still hopeful, making nought of time, 
The rugged rocks now set ourselves to climb, 
And lonely there for days and days and days 
We stumbled through the blind and bitter ways, 
Now rising to the never-melting snow, 
Now beaten thence, and fain to try below 
Another kingdom of that world of stone. 

At last when all our means of life were gone, 
And some of us had fallen in the fight 
With cold and weariness, we came in sight 
Of what we hungered for—-what then—what then? 
A savage land, a land untilled again, 
No lack of food while lasted shaft or bow, 
But folk the worst of all we came to know; 
Scarce like to men, yea, worse than most of beasts, 
For of men slain they made their impious feasts; 
These, as I deem for our fresh blood athirst, 
From out the thick wood often on us burst, 
Not heeding death, and in confused fight 
We spent full many a wretched day and night, 
That yet were happiest of the times we knew, 
For with our grief such fearful foes we grew, 
That Odin’s gods had hardly scared men more 
As fearless through the naked press we bore. 

At first indeed some prisonersdid we take, 
Asking them questions for our fair land’s sake, 
Hoping ’gainst hope; but when in vain had been 
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Our questioning, and we one day had seen Prologue 
Their way of banqueting, then axe and spear 
Ended the wretched life and sullen fear 
Of any wild man wounded in the fight. 

So with the failing of our hoped delight 
Wegrew to be like devils: then I knew 
At my own cost, what each man cometh to 
When every pleasure from his life is gone, 
And hunger and desire of life alone, 
That still beget dull rage and bestial fears, 
Like gnawing serpents through the world he bears. 

What time we spent there? nay, 1 do not know: 
For happy folk no time can pass too slow 
Because they die. Because at last they die 
And are at rest, no time too fast can fly 
For wretches: but eternity of woe 
Had hemmed us in, and neither fast or slow 
Passed the dull time as we held reckoning. 

\ ET midst so many a wretched, hopeless thing 
One hope there was, if it was still a hope, 
At least, at last, to turn, and scale the cope 

Of those dread mountains we had clambered o'er. 
And we did turn, and with what labour sore, 
What thirst, what hunger, and what wretchedness 
We struggled daily, how can words express? 
Yet amidst all, the kind God led us on 
Until at last a high raised pass we won 
And like grey clouds afar beheld the sea, 
And weakened with our toil and misery 
Wept at that sight, that like a friend did seem 
Forgotten long, beheld but ina dream 
When we know not if we be still alive. 

But thence descending, we with rocks did strive, 
Till dwindled, worn, at last we reached the plain 
And came unto our untaught friends again, 
And those we left, who yet alive and well, 
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Prologue Wedded to brown wives, fain would have ustell 
The story of our woes, which when they heard, 
The country people wondered at our word, 
But not our fellows; and so all being said 
A little there we gathered lustihead, 
Still talking over what was best to do. 
And we the leaders yet were fain to go 
From sea to sea and take what God might send, 
Who at the worst our hopes and griefs would end 
With that same death we once had hoped to stay, 
Or even yet might send us such a day, 
That our past troubles should but make us glad 
As men rejoice in pensive songs and sad. 
‘This was our counsel; those that we had left 
Said, that they once before had been bereft 
Of friends and country by a sick man’s dream, 
That this their life not evil did they deem 
Nor would they rashly cast it down the wind; 
But whoso wandered, they would stay behind. 
Others there were who said, whate’er might come, 
They would at least seek for the happy home 
They had forgotten once, and there at last 
In penitence for sins and follies past 
Wait for the death that they in vain had fled. 

Well, when all things by all sides had been said, 
We drew the ships again unto the sea, 
Which those who went not with us, carefully 
Had tended for those years we were away 
(Which still they said was ten months and a day); 
And these we rigged, and in a little while 
The Fighting Man looked o'er the false sea’s smile 
Unto the land of Norway, and our band 
Across the bulwarks of the Rose-Garland, 
Amidst of tears and doubt and misery 
Sent after them a feeble farewell cry, 
And they returned a tremulous faint cheer, 
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While from the sandy shell-strewn beach anear ~~ Prologue 
The soft west wind across the waves bore out 
A strange confused noise of wail and shout, 
For there the dark line of the outland folk 
A few familiar grey-eyed faces broke, 
That minded us of Norway left astern, 
Ere we began our heavy task to learn. 

THE ELDER OF THE CITY 
Sirs, by my deeming had ye still gone on 

When ye had crossed the mountains, ye had won 
Unto another sea at last, and there 
Had found clad folk, and cities great and fair, 
Though not the deathless country of your thought. 

THE WANDERER 
Yea, sirs, and short of that we had deemed nought, 

Ere yet our hope of life had fully died; 
And for those cities scarce should we have tried, 
E’en had we known of them, and certainly 
Nought but those bestial people did we see. 
But let me hasten now unto the end. 

Fair wind and lovely weather God did send 
To us deserted men, who but two score 
Now mustered: so we stood off from the shore 
Still stretching south till we lost land again, 
Because we deemed the labour would be vain 
To try the shore too near where we had been, 
Where none of us as yet a sign had seen 
Of that which we desired. And now we few, 
Thus left alone, each unto other grew 
The dearer friends, and less accursed we seemed 
As still the less of "scaping death we dreamed, 
And knew the lot of all men should be ours, 
A chequered day of sunshine and of showers 
Fading to twilight and dark night at last. 

Those forest folk with ours their lot had cast, 
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Prologue And ever unto us were leal and true, 
And now when all our tongue at last they knew 
They told us tales, too long to tell as now; 
Yet this one thing I fain to you would show 
About the dying man our sight did kill 
Amidst the corpses on that dreary hill: 
Namely, that when their King drew nigh to death, 
But still had left in him some little breath, 
They bore him to that hill, when they had slain, 
By a wild root that killed with little pain, 
His servants and his wives like as we saw, 
Thinking that thence the Gods his soul would draw 
To heaven; but the King being dead at last, 
The servants dead being taken down, they cast 
Into the river, but the King they hung 
Embalmed within that chapel, where they sung 
Some office over him in solemn wise, 
Amidst the smoke of plenteous sacrifice. 

\X/ ore though wild hope nolongerinusburned, 
Unto the land within a while we turned, 
And found it much the same, and still untilled, 

And still its people of all arts unskilled; 
And some were dangerous and some were kind; 
But midst them no more tidings did we find 
Of what we once had deemed well won, but now 
Was like the dream of some past kingly show. 

What shall I say of all these savages, 
Of these wide plains beset with unsown trees, 
Through which untamed man-fearing beasts did range? 
To usat least there seemed but little change, 
For we were growing weary of the world. 

Whiles did we dwell ashore, whiles were we hurled 
Out to the landless ocean, whiles we lay | 
Long time within some river or deep bay; 
And so the months went by, until at last, 
When now three years were fully overpast 
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Since we had left our fellows, and grown old Prologue 
Our leaky ship along the water rolled, 
Upon a day unto a land we came 
Whose people spoke a tongue well-nigh the same 
As that our forest people used, and who 
A little of the arts of mankind knew, 
And tilled the kind earth, certes notin vain; 
For wealth of melons we saw there, and grain 
Strange unto us. Now battered as we were, 
Grown old before our time, in worn-out gear, 
These people, when we first set foot ashore, 
Garlands of flowers and fruits unto us bore, 
And worshipped us as gods, and for no words 
That we could say would cease to call us lords, 
And pray our help to give them bliss and peace, 
And fruitful seasons of the earth’s increase. 

Withal at last, they, when in talk they fell 
With our good forest-folk, to them did tell 
That they were subject toa mighty king, 
Who, as they said, ruled over everything, 
And, dwelling in a glorious city, had 
All things that men desire to make them glad. 
“He,” said they, “none the less shall be but slave 
Unto your lords, and all that he may have 
Will he but take as free gifts at their hands, 
If they will deign henceforth to bless his lands 
With their most godlike presence.” 

Yecan think 
How we poor wretched souls outworn might shrink 
From such strange worship, that like mocking seemed 
To us, who of a godlike state had dreamed, 
And missed it in such wise; yet none the less 
An earthly haven to our wretchedness 
This city seemed, therefore we gan to pray 
That some of them would guide us on our way, 
Which words of ours they heard most joyously, 
And brought us to their houses nigh the sea, 
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Prologue And feasted us with such things as they might. 
But almost ere the ending of the night 

We started on our journey, being up-borne 
In litters, like to kings, who so forlorn 
Had been erewhile; so in some ten days’ space 
They brought us nigh their king’s abiding place; 
And as we went the land seemed fair enough, 
Though sometimes did we pass through forests rough, 
Deserts and fens, yet for the most, the way 
Through ordered villages and tilled land lay, 
Which after all the squalid miseries 
We had beheld, seemed heaven unto our eyes, 
Though strange to us it was. 

But now when we 
From a hill-side the city well could see, 
Our guides there prayed us to abide awhile, 
Wherefore we stayed, though eager to beguile 
Our downcast hearts from brooding o'er our woe 
By all the new things that abode might show; 
So while we bided on that flowery down 
The swiftest of them sped on toward the town 
To bear them news of this unhoped-for bliss; 
And we, who now some little happiness 
Could find in that fair place and pleasant air, 
Sat "neath strange trees, on new flowers growing there 
Of scent unlike to those we knew of old, 
While unfamiliar tales the strange birds told. 
But certes seemed that city fair enow 
That spread out o’er the well-tilled vale below, 
Though nowise built like such as we had seen; 
Walled with white walls it was, and gardens green 
Were set between the houses everywhere; 
And now and then rose up a tower foursquare 
Lessening in stage on stage: with many a hue 
The house walls glowed, of red and green and blue, 
And some with gold were well adorned, and one 
From roofs of gold flashed back the noontide sun. 
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Had we but seen such things not long ago Prologue 
We should have hastened us to come thereto, 
In hope to find the very heaven we sought. 

But now while quietly we sat, and thought 
Of many things, the gate wherein that road 
Had end, was opened wide, and thereout flowed 
A glittering throng of people, young and old, 
And men and women, much adorned with gold; 
Wherefore we rose to meet them, who stood still 
When they beheld us winding down the hill, 
And lined both sides of the grey road, but we 
Now drawing nigh them, first of all could see 
Old men in venerable raiment clad, 
White-bearded, who sweet flowering branches had 
In their right hands; then young men armed right well 
After their way, which now were long to tell; 
Then damsels clad in radiant gold array, 
Who with sweet-smelling blossoms strewed the way 
Before our feet; then men with gleaming swords 
And glittering robes, and crowned like mighty lords; 
And last of all, within the very gate 
The King himself, round whom our guides did wait, 
Kneeling with humble faces downward bent. 

What wonder if, as "twixt these folk we went, 
Hearkening their singing and sweet minstrelsy, 
A little nigher now seemed our heaven to be-— 
Alas, a fair folk, a sweet spot of earth, 
A land where many a lovely thing has birth, 
But whereall fair things comeat last to die. 

Now when we three unto the King drew nigh 
Before our fellows, he, adored of all, 
Spared not before us on his knees to fall, 
And as we deemed who knew his speech but ill, 
Began to pray us to bide with him still, 
Telling withal of some old prophecy 
Which seemed to say that there we should not die. 

What could we do amidst these splendid lords? 
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Prologue No time it was to doubt or make long words, 
Nor with a short but happy life at hand 
Durst we to ask about the deathless land, 
Though well we felt the life whereof he spoke, 
Could never be among those mortal folk. 
Therefore we way-worn, disappointed men, 
So richly dowered with three-score years and ten, 
Vouchsafed to grant the King his whole request; 
Thinking within that town awhile to rest, 
And gather news about the hope that fled 
Still on before us, risen from the dead, 
From out its tomb of toil and misery, 
That held it while we saw but sea and sky, 
Or untilled lands and people void of bliss, 
And our own faces heavy with distress. 

But entering now that town, what huge delight 
We had therein, how lovely to our sight 
Was the well-ordered life of people there, 
Who on that night within a palace fair 
Made us a feast with great solemnity, 
Till we forgot that we came there to die 
If we should leave our quest; for e’en as kings 
They treated us, and whatsoever things 
We asked for, or could think of, those were ours. 

Houses we had, noble with walls and towers, 
Lovely with gardens, cooled with running streams, 
And rich with gold beyond a miser’s dreams, 
And men and women slaves, whose very lives 
Were in our hands; and fair and princely wives 
If so we would ; and all things for delight, 
Good to the taste or beautiful to sight 
The land might yield. They taught us of their law; 
The muster of their men-at-arms we saw, 
As men who owned them; in their judgment-place 
Our lightest word made glad the pleader’s face, 
And the judge trembled at our faintest frown. 
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Think then, if we, late driven up and down Prologue 
Upon the uncertain sea, or struggling sore 
With barbarous men upon an untilled shore, 
Or at the best, midst people ignorant 
Of arts and letters, fighting against want 
Of very food——think if we now were glad 
From day to day, and as folk crazed and mad 
Deemed our old selves, the wanderers on the sea. 

And if at whiles midst our felicity 
We yet remembered us of that past day 
When in the long swell off the land we lay, 
Weeping for joy at our accomplished dream, 
And each to each a very god did seem, 
For fear was dead——if we remembered this, 
Yet after all, was this our life of bliss, 
A little thing that we had gained at last? 
And must we sorrow for the idle past, 
Or think it ill that thither we wereled? 
Thus seemed our old desire quite quenched and dead. 

You must remember that we yet were young. 
Five years had passed since the grey fieldfare sung 
To me a dreaming youth laid "neath the thorn; 
And though while we were wanderingand forlorn 
I seemed grown old and withered suddenly, 
But twenty summers had I seen go by 
When I left Wickland on that desperate cruise. 
But now again our wrinklesdid we lose 
With memory of our ills, and like a dream 
Our fevered quest with its bad days did seem, 
And many things grew fresh again, forgot 
While in our hearts that wild desire was hot: 
Yea, though at thought of Norway we might sigh, 
Small was the pain which that sweet memory 
Brought with its images seen fresh and clear, 
And many an old familiar thing grown dear, 
But little loved the while we lived with it. 
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Prologue So smoothly o’er our heads the days did flit, 
Yet not eventless either, for we taught 
Such lore as we from our own land had brought 
Unto this folk, who when they wrote must draw 
Such draughts as erst at Micklegarth I saw, 
Writ for the evil Pharaoh-kings of old; 
Their arms were edged with copper or with gold, 
Whereof they had great plenty, or with flint; 
No armour had they fit to bear the dint 
Of tools like ours, and little could avail 
Their archer craft; their boats knew nought of sail, 
And many a feat of building could we show, 
Which midst their splendour still they did not know. 

And midst of all, war fell upon the land, 
And in forefront of battle must we stand, 
To do our best, though little mastery 
We thought it then to make such foemen flee 
As there we met; but when again we came 
Into the town, with something like to shame 
We took the worship of that simple folk 
Rejoicing for their freedom from the yoke 
That round about their necks had hung so long. 

For thus that war began: some monarch stron 
Conquered their land of old, and thereon laid 
A dreadful tribute, which they still had paid 
With tears and curses; for as each fifth year 
Came round, this heavy shame they needs must bear: 
‘Ten youths, ten maidens must they choose by lot 
Among the fairest that they then had got, 
Who a long journey o’er the hills must go 
Unto the tyrant, nor with signs of woe 
Enter his city, but in bright array, 
And harbingered by songs and carols gay, 
Betake them to the temple of his God; 
But when the streets their weary feet had trod 
Their wails must crown the long festivity, 
For on the golden altar must they die. 
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Such was the sentence till the year we came, Prologue 
And counselled them to put away thisshame 
[f they must die therefor; so on that year 
Barren of blood the devil's altars were; 
Wherefore a herald clad in strange attire 
The tyrant sent them, and but blood and fire 
His best words were; him they sent back again 
Defied by us, who made his threats but vain, 
When face to face with those ill folk we stood 
Ready to seal our counsel with our blood. 

Past all belief they loved us for all this, 
And if it would have added to our bliss 
That they should die, this surely they had done. 
So smoothly slipped the years past one by one, 
And we had lived and died as happy there 
As any men the labouring earth may bear, 
But for the poison of that wickedness 
That led us on God's edicts to redress. 
At first indeed death seemed so far away, 
So sweet in our new home was every day, 
That we forgot death like the most of men 
Who cannot count the threescore years and ten; 
Yet we grew fearful as the time drew on, 
And needs must think of all we might have won, 
Yea, by so much the happier that we were 
By just so much increased on us our fear, 
And those old times of our past misery 
Seemed not so evil as the days went by 
Faster and faster with the years’ increase, 
For loss of youth to us was loss of peace. 

YWO gates unto the road of life there are, 
I And to the happy youth both seem afar, 

Both seem afar; so far the past one seems, 
The gate of birth, made dim with many dreams, 
Bri ght with remembered hopes, beset with flowers; 
So far it seems he cannot count the hours 
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Prologue That to this midway path haveled him on 
Where every joy of life now seemeth won— 
So far, he thinks not of the other gate, 
Within whose shade the ghosts of dead hopes wait 
To call upon him as he draws anear, 
Despoiled, alone, and dull with many a fear: 
« Where is thy work? how little thou hast done; 
Whereare thy friends, why art thou so alone?” 

How shall he weigh his life? slow goes the time 
The while the fresh dew-sprinkled hill we climb, 
Thinking of what shall be the other side; 
Slow pass perchance the minutes we abide 
On the gained summit, blinking at the sun; 
But when the downward journey is begun 
No more our feet may loiter; past our ears 
Shrieks the harsh wind scarce noted midst our fears, 
And battling with the hostile things we meet 
Till, ere we know it, our weak shrinking feet 
Have brought us to the end and all is done. 

And so with us it was, when youth twice won 
Now for the second time had passed away, 
And we unwitting were grown old and grey, 
And one by one, the death of some dear friend, 
Some cherished hope, brought to a troublous end 
Our joyous life; asina dawn of June 
The lover, dreaming of the brown bird’s tune 
And longing lips unto his own brought near, 
Wakes up the crashing thunder-peal to hear. 
So, sirs, when this world’s pleasures came to nought, 
Not upon God we set our wayward thought, 
But on the folly our own hearts had made; 
Once more the stories of the past we weighed 
With what we hitherto had found ; once more 
We longed to be by some unknown far shore; 
Once more our life seemed trivial, poor and vain, 
Till we our lost fool’s paradise might gain. 
Yea, we were like the felon doomed to die, 
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Who when unto the sword he draws anigh Prologue 
Struggles and cries, though erewhile in his cell 
He heard the priest of heaven and pardon tell, 
Weeping and half contented to be slain. 

Was] the first who thought of this again? 
Perchance I was; but howsoe’er that be, 
Long time I thought of these things certainly 
Ere I durst stir my fellows to the quest, 
Though secretly myself, with little rest 
For tidings of our lovely land I sought. 
Should prisoners from another folk be brought 
Unto our town, I questioned them of this; 
I asked the wandering merchants of a bliss 
They dreamed not of, in chaffering for their goods; 
The hunter in the far-off lonely woods, 
The fisher in the rivers nigh the sea, 
Must tell their wild strange stories unto me. 
Within the temples books of records lay 
Such as Itold of, thereon day by day 
I pored, and got long stories from the priests 
Of many-handed gods with heads of beasts, 
And such-like dreariness; and still, midst all 
Sometimes a glimmering light would seem to fall 
Upon my ignorance, and less content 
As time went on I grew, and ever went 
About my daily life distradtedly, 
Until at last I felt that I must die 
Or to my fellows tell what in me was. 

So on a day I came to Nicholas 
And trembling "gan to tell of this and that, 
And as I spoke with downcast eyes I sat 
Fearing to see some scorn within his eyes, 
Or horror at unhappy memories; 
But now, when mine eyes could no longer keep 
The tears from falling, he too, nigh to weep, 
Spoke out: “O Rolf, why hast thou come to me, 
Who thinking I was happy, now must see 
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Prologue That only with the ending of our breath, 
Or by that fair escape from fear and death 
Can we forget the hope that erewhile led 
Our little band to woe and drearihead? 
But now are we grown old, Rolf, and to-day 
Life is a little thing to cast away, 
Nor can we suffer many years of it 
If all goes wrong; so no more will I sit, 
Praying for all the things that cannot be: 
Tell thou our fellows what thou tellest me, 
Nor fear that I will leave you in your need.” 

Well, sirs, with all the rest I had such speed 
That men enough of us resolved to go 
The very bitterness of death to know 
Or else to conquer him; some idle tale 
With our kind hosts would plenteously avail, 
For of our quest we durst not tell them aught, 
Since something more than doubt was in our thought, 
Though unconfessed, that we should fail at last; 
Nor had we quite forgot our perils past. 

Alas! can weak men hide such thoughts as these? 
I think the summer wind that bows the trees 
Through which the dreamer wandereth muttering 
Will bear abroad some knowledge of the thing 
That so consumes him; howsoe’er that be, 
We, born to drink the dregs of misery, 
Found in the end that someone knew our aim. 
For while we weighed the chances of the game 
That we must play, nor yet knew what to shun, 
Or what to do, there came a certain one, 
A young man strange within the place, to me, 
Who, swearing me at first to secrecy, 
Began to tell me of the hoped-for land. 
The trap I saw not, with a shaking hand 
And beating heart, unto the notes of years 
I turned, long parchments blotted with my tears, 
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And tremulously read them out aloud; Prologue 
But still, because the hurrying thoughts would crowd 
My whirling brain, scarce heard the words I read. 
Yet in the end it seemed that what he said 
Tallied with that, heaped up so painfully. 

Now listen! this being done, he said to me: 
“0 godlike Eastern man, believest thou 
That I who look so young and ruddy now 
Am very old? because in sooth 1 come 
To seek thee and to lead thee to our home 
With all thy fellows. But if thou dost not, 
Come now with me, for nigh unto this spot 
My brother, left behind, an ancient man 
Now dwelleth, but as grey-haired, weak and wan 
As Iam fresh; of me he doth not know, 
So surely shall our speech together show, 
The truth of this my message.” Yea, said I, 

« doubt thee not, yet would I certainly 

Hear the old man talk if he liveth yet, 
That I a clearer tale of this may set 
Before my fellows; come then, lead me there.” 

Thus easily 1 fell into the snare; 
For as along the well-known streets we went 

An old hoar man there met us, weak and bent, 
Who staying us, the while with age he shook, 
My lusty fellow by the shoulder took, 
And said: “Oh, stranger, canst thou be the son, 
Or but the younger double of such an one, 
Who dwelt once in the weaver’s street hereby?” 

But the young man looked on him lovingly, 
And said: “O certes, thou art now grown old 
That thou thy younger brother canst behold 
And call him stranger.” “ Yea, yea, old enow,” 
The other said ; *“ what fables talkest thou? 
My brother has but three years less than I, 
Nor dealeth time with men so marvellously 
That he should seem like twenty, I fourscore: 
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Prologue Thou art my nephew, let the jest pass o'er.” 
“Nay,” said he, “but it is not good to talk 

Here in the crowded street, so let us walk 
Unto thine habitation; dost thou mind, 
When we were boys, how once we chanced to find 
That crock of copper money hid away 
Up in the loft, and how on that same day 
We bought this toy and that, thou a short sword 
And Iabrazen boat?” 

But at that word 
The old man wildly on him gan to stare, 
And said no more, the while we three did fare 
Unto his house, but there we being alone, 
Many undoubted signs the younger one 
Gave to his brother, saying withal, that he 
Had gained the land of all felicity, 
Where, after trials too long then to tell, 
The slough of grisly eld from off him fell, 
And left him strong and fair and young again; 
Neither from that time had he suffered pain 
Greater or less, or feared at all to die: 
And though, he said, he knew not certainly 
If he should live for ever, this he knew 
His days should not be full of pain and few 
As most men’s lives were. Now when asked why he 
Had left his home, a deadly land to see, 
He said that people's chiefs had sent him there, 
Moved by report that tall men, white and fair, 
Like to the Gods, had come across the sea, 
Of whom old seers had told that they should be 
Lords of that land; therefore his charge was this, 
To lead us forth to that abode of bliss, 
But secretly, since for the other folk 
They were as beasts to toil beneath the yoke. 
“But,” said he, “brother, thou shalt go with me, 
If now at last no doubt be left in thee 
Of who I am.” 
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At that, to end it all Prologue 
The weak old man upon his neck did fall, 
Rejoicing for his lot with many tears: 
But I, rejoicing too, yet felt vague fears 
Within my heart, for now almost too nigh 
We seemed to that long-sought felicity. 
What should I do though? What could it avail 
Unto these men, to make a feigned tale? 
Besides in all no faltering could I find, 
Nor did they go beyond, or fall behind, 
What in such cases such-like men would do, 
Therefore I needs must think their story true. 

So now unto my fellows did I go 
And all things in due order straight did show, 
And had the man who told the tale at hand; 

Of whom some made great question of the land, 
And where it was, and how he found it first; 
And still he answered boldly to the worst 
Of all their questions: then from out the place 
He went, and we were left there face to face. 

And joy it was to see the dark cheeks, tanned 
By many a summer of that fervent land, 
Flush up with joy, and see the grey eyes gleam 
Through the dull film of years, as that sweet dream 
Flickered before them, now grown real and true. 

But when the certainty of all we knew, 
Deeming for sure our quest would not be vain, 
We got us ready for the sea again. 
But to the city’s folk we told no more 
Than that we needs must make for some far shore, 
Whence we would come again to them, and bring 
For them and us full many a wished-for thing 
To make them glad. 

Then answered they indeed 
That our departing made their hearts to bleed, 
But with no long words did they bid us stay, 
And I remembered me of that past day,



Prologue And somewhat grieved I felt, that so it was: 
Not thinking how the deeds of men must pass, 
And their remembrance as their bodies die; 
Or, if their memories fade not utterly, 
Like curious pictures shall they be at best, 
For men to gaze at while they sit at rest, 
Talking of alien things and feasting well. 

H me! 1 loiter, being right loth to tell 
A things that happened to us in the end. 

Down to the noble river did we wend 
Where lay the ships we taught these folk to make, 
And there the fairest of them did we take 
And so began our voyage; thirty-three 
Were left of us, who erst had crossed the sea, 
Five of the forest people, and beside 
None but the fair young man, our new-found guide, 
And his old brother; setting sail with these 
We left astern our gilded palaces 
And all the good things God had given us there 
With small regret, however good they were. 

Well, in twelve days our vessel reached the sea, 
When turning round we ran on northerly 
In sight of land at whiles; what need to say 
How the time past from hopeful day to day? 
Suffice it that the wind was fair and good, 
And we most joyful, as still north we stood; 
Until when we 2 month at sea had been, 
And for six days no land at all had seen, 
We sighted it once more, whereon our guide 
Shouted: “QO fellows, lay all fear aside, 
This is the land whereof I spake to you.” 
But when the happy tidings all men knew, 
Trembling and pale we watched the land grow great, 
And when above the waves the noontide heat 
Had raised a vapour "twixt us and the land 
That afternoon, we saw a high ness stand 
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Out in the sea, and nigher when we came, Prologue 
And all the sky with sunset was aflame, 
"Neath the dark hill we saw a city lie, 
Washed by the waves, girt round with ramparts high. 

A little nigher yet, and then our guide 
Bade us to anchor, lowering from our side 
The sailless keel wherein he erst had come, 
Through many risks, to bring us to his home. 
But when our eager hands this thing had done, 
He and his brother gat therein alone. 
But first he said: “Abide here till the morn, 
And when ye hear the sound of harp and horn 
And varied music, run out every oar, 
Up anchor, and make boldly for the shore. 
O happy men! well-nigh doI regret 
That I am not as you, to whom as yet 
That moment past all moments is unknown, 
When first unending life to you is shown. 
But now I go, that all in readiness 
May be, your souls with this delight to bless.” 

He waved farewell to us and went, but we, 
As the night grew, beheld across the sea 
Lights moving on the quays, and now and then 
We heard the chanting of the outland men. 
How can I tell of that strange troublous night? 
Troublous & strange, though "neath the moonshine white, 
Peace seemed upon the sea, the glimmering town, 
The shadows of the tree-besprinkled down, 
The moveless dewy folds of our loose sail; 
But how could these for peace to us avail? 

Weary with longing, blind with great amaze, 
We struggled now with past and future days; 
And not in vain our former joy we thought, 
Since thirty years our wandering feet had brought 
To this at last—and yet, what will you have? 
Can man be made content? We wished to save 
The bygone years; our hope, our painted toy, 
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Prologue We feared to miss, drowned in that sea of joy. 
Old faces still reproached us: “ We are gone, 
And ye are entering into bliss alone; 
And can ye now forget? Year passes year, 
And still ye live on joyous, free from fear; 
But where are we? where is the memory 
Of us, to whom ye once were drawn so nigh? 
Forgetting and alone ye enter in; 
Remembering all, alone we wail our sin, 
And cannot touch you.” Ah, the blessed pain! 
When heaven just gained was scarcely all a gain. 
How could we weigh that boundless treasure then, 
Or count the sorrows of the sons of men? 
Ah, woe is me to think upon that night! 

Day came, and with the dawning of the light 
We were astir, and from our deck espied 
The people clustering by the water-side, 
As Fro meet us; then across the sea 
We heard great horns strike up triumphantly, 
And then scarce knowing what we did, we weighed, 
And running out the oars for shore we made, 
With banners fluttering out from yard and mast. 
We reached the well-built marble quaysat last, 
Crowded with folk, and in the front of these 
There stood our guide, decked out with braveries, 
Holding his feeble brother by the hand; 
Then speechless, trembling, did we now take land, 
Leaving all woes behind ; but when our feet 
The happy soil of that blest land did meet, 
Fast fell our tears, as on a July day 
The thunder-shower falls pattering on the way, 
And certes someone we desired to bless, 
But scarce knew whom midst all our thankfulness. 

Now the crowd opened, and an ordered band 
Of youths and damsels, flowering boughs in hand, 
Came forth to meet us, just as long ago, 
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When first we won some rest from pain and woe, Prologue 

Except that now eld chained not anyone, 

No man was wrinkled but ourselves alone, 

But smooth and beautiful, bright-eyed and glad, 

Were all we saw, in fair thin raiment clad 

Fit for the sunny place. 

But now our friend, 

Our guide, who brought us to this glorious end, 

Led us amidst that band, who ’gan to sing 

Some hymn of welcome, midst whose carolling 

Faint-hearted men we must have been indeed 

To doubt that all was won; nor did we heed 

That, when we well were gotten from the quay, 

Armed men went past us, by the very way 

That we had come, nor thought oftheir intent, 

For armour unto us was ornament, 

And had been now, for many peaceful years, 

Since bow and axe had dried the people’s tears. 

Let all that pass. With song and minstrelsy 

Through many streets they led us, fair to see, 

For nowhere did we meet maimed, poor or old, 

But all were young and clad in silk and gold. 

Like aking’s court the common ways did seem 

On that fair morn of our accomplished dream. 

Far did we go, through market-place and square, 

Past fane and palace, till a temple fair 

We came to, set aback midst towering trees, 

But raised above the tallest ofall these. 

So there we entered through abrazen gate. 

And all the thronging folk without did wait, 

Except the golden-clad melodious band. 

But when within the precind we did stand, 

Another rampart girdled round the fane, 

And that being past another one again, 

And small space was betwixt them, all these three 

O fwhite stones laid in wondrous masonry 

Were budded, but the fourth we now passed through 
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Prologue Was half of white and half of ruddy hue; 
Nor did we reach the temple through this one, 
For now a fifth wall came, of dark red stone 
With golden coping and wide doors of gold; 
And this being past, our eyes could then behold 
The marvellous temple, foursquare, rising high 
In stage on stage up toward the summer sky, 
Like the unfinished tower that Nimrod built 
Before the concord of the world was spilt. 

So now we came into the lowest hall, 
A mighty way across from wall to wall, 
Where carven pillars held a gold roof up, 
And silver walls fine as an Indian cup, 
With figures monstrous asa dream were wrought; 

And under foot the floor beyond all thought 
Was wonderful, for like the tumbling sea 
Beset with monsters did it seem to be; 
But in the midst a pool of ruddy gold 
Caught in its waves a glittering fountain cold, 
And through the bright shower of its silver spray 
Dimly we saw the high-raised dais, gay 
With wondrous hangings, for high up and small 
The windows were within the dreamlike hall; 
Betwixt the pillars wandered damsels fair 
Crooning low songs, or filling all the air 
With incense wafted to strange images 
That made us tremble, since we saw in these 
The devils unto whom we now must cry 
Ere we begin our new felicity: 
Nathless no altars did we see but one 
Which dimly from before the dais shone 
Built of green stone, with horns of copper bright. 

Now when we entered from the outer light 
And all the scents of the fresh day were past, 
With its sweet breezes, a dull shade seemed cast 
Over our joy; what then? not if we would 
Could we turn back—and surely all was good. 
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But now they brought us vestmentsrichand fair, Prolo gue 
And bade us our own raiment put off there, 
Which straight we did, and with a hollow sound 
Like mournful bells our armour smote the ground, 
And damsels took the weapons from our hands 
That might have gleamed with death in other lands, 
And won us praise; at last when all was done, 
And brighter than the Kaiser each man shone, 
Us unarmed helpless men the music led 
Up to the dais, and there our old guide said: 
“Rest, happy men, the time will not be long 
Ere they will bring with incense, dance and song 
The sacred cup, your life and happiness, 
And many a time this fair hour shall ye bless.” 

Alas, sirs! words are weak to tell of it, 
I seemed to see a smile of mockery flit 
Across his face as from our thrones he turned, 
And in my heart a sudden fear there burned, 
The last, I said, for ever and a day; 
But even then with harsh and ominous bray 
A trumpet through the monstrous pillars rung, 
And to our feet with sudden fear we sprung— 
Too late, too late! for through all doors did stream 
Armed men, that filled the place with clash and gleam, 
And when the dull sound of their moving feet 
Was still, a fearful sight our eyes did meet, 
A fearful sight to us: 0/d men and grey 
Betwixt the bands of soldiers took their way, 
And at their head in wonderful attire, 
Holding within hishand a pot of fire, 
Moved the false brother of the traitorous guide, 
Who with bowed head walked ever by hisside; 
But as anigh the elders ‘gan to draw, 
We, almost turned to stone by what we saw, 
Heard the old man say to the younger one: 
“Speak to them that thou knowest, O fair Son!” 
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Prologue Then the wretch said: “O ye, who sought to find 
Unending life against the law of kind, 
Within this land, fear ye not now too much, 
For no man’s hand your bodies here shall touch, 
But rather with all reverence folk shall tend 
Your daily lives, until at last they end 
By slow decay: and ye shall pardon us 
The trap whereby beings made so glorious 
As ye are made, we drew unto this place. 
Rest ye content then! for although your race 
Comes from the Gods, yet are ye conquered here, 
As we would conquer them, if we knew where 
They dwell from day to day, and with whatarms 
We, overcoming them, might win such charms 
That we might make the world what ye desire. 

«Rest then at ease, and if ye €’er shall tire 
Of this abode, remember at the worst 
Life flitteth, whether it be blessed or cursed. 
But will ye tire? yeare our Gods on earth 
Whiles that ye live, nor shall your lives lack mirth, 
For song, fair women and heart-cheering wine 
The chain of solemn days shall here entwine 
With odorous flowers; ah, surely ye are come, 
When all is said, unto an envied home.” 

Like an old dream, dreamed in another dream, 
I hear his voice now, see the hopeless gleam, 
Through the dark place of that thick wood of spears. 
That fountain’s splash rings yet within mine ears 
I thought the fountain of eternal youth— 
Yet I can scarce remember in good truth 
What then I felt: I should have felt as he 
Who, waking after some festivity 
Sees a dim land, and things unspeakable, 
And comes to know at last that it is hell— 
I cannot tell you, nor can tell you why, 
Driven by what hope, 1 cried my battle-cry 
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And rushed upon him; this I know indeed, Prologue 
My naked hands were good to me at need, 
That sent the traitor to his due reward, 
Ere I was dragged off by the hurrying guard, 
Who spite of all used neither sword nor spear, 
Nay as it seemed, touched us with awe and fear. 
Though at the last, grown all too weak to strive, 
They brought us to the dais scarce alive, 
And changed our tattered robes again, and there 
Bound did we sit, each in his golden chair, 
Beholding many mummeries that they wrought 
About the altar; till at last they brought, 
Crowned with fair flowers, and clad in robes of gold, 
The folk that from the wood we won of old. 
Why make long words? before our very eyes 
Our friends they slew, a fitting sacrifice 
To us their new-gained Gods, who sought to find 
Within that land, a people just and kind 
That could not die, or take away the breath 
From living men. 

‘What thing but that same death 
Had we left now to hope for? death must come 
And find us somewhere an enduring home. 
Will grief kill men, as some folk think it will? 
Then are we of all men most hard to kill. 
The time went past, the dreary days wentby 
In dull unvarying round of misery, 
Nor can I tell if it went fast or slow, 
What would it profit you the time to know 
That we spent there; all I can say to you 
Is, that no hope our prison wall shone through, 
That ever we were guarded carefully, 
While day and dark and dark and day went by 
Like such a dream, as in the early night 
The sleeper wakes from in such sore affright, 
Such panting horror, that to sleep again 
He will not turn, to meet such shameful pain. 

73



Prologue Lo such were we; but as we hoped before 
Where no hope was, so now, when all seemed o'er 
But sorrow for our lives so cast away, 
Again the bright sun brought about the day. 

At last the temple's dull monotony 
Was broke by noise of armed men hurrying by 
Within the precin&, and we seemed to hear 
Shouts from without of anger and of fear, 
And noises as of battle; and red blaze 
The night sky showed; this lasted through two days. 
But on the third our guards were whispering 
Pale-faced, as though they feared some coming thing, 
And when the din increased about noontide, 
No longer there with us would they abide, 
But left us free; judge then if our hearts beat, 
When any pain, or death itself was sweet 
To hideous life within that wicked place, 
Where every day brought on its own disgrace. 

Few words betwixt us passed ; we knew indeed 
Where our old armour once so good at need 
Hung up as relics nigh the altar-stead; 
Thither we hurried, and from heel to head 
Soon were we armed, and our old spears and swords 
Clashing 'gainst steel and stone, spoke hopeful words 
To us, the children of a warrior race. 
But round unto the hubbub did we face 
And through the precinct strove to make our way 
Set close together; in besmirched array 
Some met us, and some wounded very sore, 
And some who wounded men to harbour bore; 
But these too busy with their pain or woe 
To note us much, unchallenged let us go: 
Then here and there we passed some shrinking maid 
In a dark corner trembling and afraid, 
But eager for the news about the fight. 
Through trodden gardens then we came in sight 
Of the third rampart that begirt the fane, 
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Which now the foemen seemed at point to gain, Prologue 
For o’er the wall the ladders "gan to show, 
And huge confusion was there down below 
"Twixt wall and wall; but as the gate we passed 
A man from out the crowd came hurrying fast, 
But, drawing nigh us, stopped short suddenly, 
And cried: “O masters, help us or we die! 
This impious people "gainst their ancient lords 
Have turned, & in their madness drawn their swords, 
Yea, and they now prevail, and fearing not 
The dreadful Gods still grows their wrath more hot. 
Wherefore to bring you here was my intent, 
But the kind Gods themselves your hands have sent 
To save us all, and this fair holy house 
With your strange arms, and hearts most valorous.” 

No word we said, for even as he spoke 
A frightful clamour from the wall outbroke, 
As the thin line of soldiers thereupon 
Crushed back and broken, left the rampart won, 
And leapt and tumbled therefrom as they could, 
While in their place the conquering foemen stood: 
Then the weak, wavering, huddled crowd below 
Their weight upon the inner wall ’gan throw, 
And at the narrow gates by hundreds died; 
For not long did the enemy abide 
On the gained rampart, but by every way 
Got to the ground and "gan all round to slay, 
Till great and grim the slaughter grew to be. 
But we well pleased our tyrants’ end to see 
Still firm against the inner wall did stand, 
While round us surged the press on either hand. 
Nor did we fear, for what was left of life 
For us to fear for? so at last the strife 
Drawn inward, in that place did much abate, 
And we began to move unto the gate 
Betwixt the dead and living; and these last 
Ever with fearful glances by us passed 
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Prologue Nor hindered aught; but mindful of the lore 
Our fathers gained on many a bloody shore, 
We, when unto the street we made our way, 
Moved as in fight nor broke our close array, 
Though no man harmed us of the troubled crowd 
That thronged the streets with shouts and curses loud; 
But rather when our clashing arms they heard 
Their hubbub lulled, and they as men afeard 
Drew back before us. 

Well, as nigh we drew 
Unto the sea, the men showed sparse and few, 
Though frightened women standing in the street 
Before their doors we did not fail to meet, 
And passed by folk who at their doors laid down 
Men wounded in the fight; so through the town 
We reached the unguarded water-gate at last, 
And there, nigh weeping, saw the green waves cast 
Against the quays, whereby five tall ships lay: 
For in that devil's house, right many a day 
Had passed with all its dull obscenity 
Uncounted by us while we longed to die, 
And while of all men we were out of sight, 
Except those priests, the people as they might 
Made ships like ours; in whose new handiwork 
Few mariners and fearful now did lurk, 
And these soon fled before us: therefore we 
Stayed not to think, but running hastily 
Down the lone quay, seized on the nighest ship, 
Nor yet till we had let the hawser slip 
Dared we be glad, and then indeed once more, 
Though we no longer hoped for our fair shore, 
Our past disgrace, worse than the very hell, 
Though hope was dead, made things seem more than well, 
For if we died that night, yet were we free. 

Ah! with what joy we sniffed the fresh salt sea 
After the musky odours of that place; 
With what delight each felt upon his face 
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The careless wind, our master and our slave, Prologue 
As through the green seas fast from shore we drave, 
Scarce witting where we went. 

But now when we 
Beheld that city, far across the sea, 
A thing gone past, nor any more could hear 
The mingled shouts of victory and of fear, 
From out the midst thereof shot up a fire, 
In a long, wavering, murky, smoke-capped spire 
That still with every minute wider grew, 
So that the ending of the place we knew 
Where we had passed such days of misery, 
And still more glad turned round unto the sea. 

M Y tale grows near its ending, for we stood 
Southward to our kind folk een as we could, 
But made slow way, for ever heavily 

Our ship sailed, and she often needs must lie 
At anchor in some bay, the while with fear 
Ourselves, we followed up the fearful deer, 
Or filled our water-vessels; for indeed, 
Of meat and drink were we in bitter need, 
As well might be, for scarcely could we choose 
What ship from off that harbour to cast loose. 

Midst this there died the captain, Nicholas, 
Whom, though he brought us even to this pass, 
I loved the most of all men; even now 
When that seems long past, I can scarce tell how 
I bear to live, since he could live no more. 
Certes he took our failure very sore, 
And often do I think he fain had died, 
But yet for very love must needs abide 
A little while, and yet a while again, 
As though to share the utmost of our pain, 
And miss the ray of comfort and sweet rest 
Wherewith ye end our long disastrous quest. 
A drearier place than ever heretofore 
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Prologue The world seemed, as from that far nameless shore 
We turned and left him "neath the trees to bide; 
For midst our rest worn out at last he died. 
And such seemed like to hap to us as well, 
If any harder thing to us befell 
Than was our common life; and still we talked 
How ourold friendswould meetmen foiled, and balked 
Of all the things that were to make them glad. 
Ah, sirs! no sight of them henceforth we had; 
A wind arose, which blowing furiously 
Drove usout helpless tothe open sea; 
Eight days it blew, and when 1t fell, we lay 
Leaky, dismasted, a most helpless prey 
"To winds and waves and with but little food. 
Then with hard toil a feeble sail and rude 
We rigged up somehow, and nigh hopelessly, 
Expecting death, we staggered o'er the sea 
For ten days more, but when all food and drink 
Were gone for three days, and we needs must think 
That in mid ocean we were doomed to die, 
One morn again did land before us lie: 
And we rejoiced; as much at least as he, 
Who tossing on his bed deliriously, 
Tortured with pain, hears the physician say 
That he shall have one quiet painless day 
Before he dies, What more? we soon did stand 
In this your peaceful and delicious land 
Amongst the simple kindly country folk; 
But when heard the language that they spoke, 
From out my heart a joyous cry there burst, 
So sore for friendly words was 1 athirst, 
And I must fall a-weeping, to have come 
To such a place that seemed a blissful home, 
After the tossing from rough sea tosea; 
So weak at last, so beaten down were we. 

What shall say in these kind people’s praise 
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Who treated us like brothers for ten days, Prologue 
Till with their tending we grew strong again, 
And then withal in country cart and wain 
Brought us unto this city where we are; 
May God be good to them for all their care. 

And now, stirs, all our wanderings have ye heard, 
And all our story to the utmost word; 
And here hath ending all our foolish quest, 
Not at the worst if hardly at the best, 
Since ye are good. Sirs, we are old and grey 
Before our time; in what coin shall we pay 
For this your goodness? take it not amiss 
"That we, poor souls, must pay you back for this 
As good men pay back God, Who, raised above 
The heavens and earth, yet needeth earthly love. 

THE ELDER OF THE CITY 
O friends, content you! this is much indeed, 

And we are paid, thus garnering for our need 
Your blessings only, bringing in their train 
God’s blessings as the south wind brings the rain. 
And for the rest, no little thing shall be 
(Since ye through all yet keep your memory) 
The gentle music of the bygone years, 
Long past to us with all their hopes and tears. 
Think, if the Gods, who mayhap love us well, 
Sent to our gates some ancient chronicle 
Of that sweet unforgotten land long left, 
Of all the lands wherefrom we now are reft— 
Think, with what joyous hearts, what reverence, 
What songs, what sweet flowers we should bring it thence, 
What images would guard it, whata shrine 
Above its well-loved black and white shculd shine! 
How should it pay our labour day by day 
To look upon the fair place where it lay; 
With what rejoicings even should we take 
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Prologue 

Bo 

Each well-writ copy that the scribes might make, 
And bear them forth to hear the people’s shout, 
E’en as good rulers’ children are borne out 
To take the people’s blessing on their birth, 
When all the city falls to joy and mirth. 

Such, sirs, are ye, our living chronicle, 
And scarce can we be grieved at what befell 
Your lives in that too hopeless quest of yours, 
Since it shall bring us wealth of happy hours 
Whiles that we live, and to our sons, delight, 
And their sons’ sons. 

But now, sirs, let us go, 
That we your new abodes with us may show, 
And tell you what your life henceforth may be, 
But poor, alas, to that ye hoped to see.



HINK, listener, that I had the luck to stand, 

Awhile ago within a flowery land, 
Fair beyond words; that thence I brought away 

Some blossoms that before my footsteps lay, 
Not plucked by me, not over-fresh or bright; 
Yet, since they minded me of that delight, 
Within the pages of this book I laid 
Their tender petals, there in peace to fade. 
Dry are they now, and void of all their scent 

And lovely colour, yet what once was meant 
By these dull stains, some men may yet descry 
As dead upon the quivering leaves they lie. 

Behold them here, and mock me if you will, 
But yet believe no scorn of men can kill 
My love of that fair land wherefrom they came, 
Where midst the grass their petals once did flame. 

Moreover, since that land as ye should know, 
Bears not alone the gems for summer's show, 
Or gold and pearls for fresh green-coated spring, 
Or rich adornment for the flickering wing 

Of fleeting autumn, but hath little fear 
For the white conqueror of the fruitful year; 
So in these pages month by month I show 
Some portion of the flowers that erst did blow 
In lovely meadows of the varying land, 
W herein erewhile I had the luck to stand. 
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MARCH 

LAYER of the winter, art thou hereagain? 
Ss welcome, thou that bring’st the summer nigh! 

The bitter wind makes not thy victory vain, 
Nor will we mock thee for thy faint blue sky. 
Welcome, O March! whose kindly days and dry 
Make April ready for the throstle’s song, 
Thou first redresser of the winter’s wrong! 

Yea, welcome March! and though I die ere June, 
Yet for the hope of life I give thee praise, 
Striving to swell the burden of the tune 
That even now I hear thy brown birds raise, 
Unmindful of the past or coming days; 
Who sing: “O joy! a new year is begun: 
What happiness to look upon the sun!” 

Ah, what begetteth all this storm of bliss 
But Death himself, who crying solemnly, 
E’en from the heart of sweet Forgetfulness, 
Bids us “Rejoice, lest pleasureless ye die. 
Within a little time must ye go by. 
Stretch forth your open hands, and while ye live 
Take all the gifts that Death and Life may give.” 

The remnant of that once aspiring band, 
With all hopes fallen away, but such aslight 

The sons of men to that unfailing night, 
That death they needs must look on face to face. 

Time passed, and ever fell the days apace 
From off the new-strung chaplet of their life; 
Yet though the time with no bright deeds was rife, 
Though no fulfilled desire now made them glad, 
They were not quite unhappy; rest they had, 
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And with their hope their fear had passed away; 
New things and strange they saw from day to day, 
Honoured they were, and had no lack of things 
For which men crouch before the feet of kings, 
And, stripped of honour, yet may fail to have. 

Therefore their latter journey to the grave 
Was like those days of later autumn-tide, 
When he who in some town may chance to bide 
Opens the windows for the balmy air, 
And seeing the golden hazy sky so fair, 
And from some city garden hearing still 
The wheeling rooks the air with music fill, 
Sweet hopeful music, thinketh: Is this spring, 
Surely the year can scarce be perishing? 
But then he leaves the clamour of the town, 
And sees the withered scanty leaves fall down, 
The half-ploughed field, the flowerless garden-plot, 
The dark full stream by summer long forgot, 
The tangled hedges where, relaxed and dead, 
The twining plants their withered berries shed, 
And feels therewith the treachery of the sun, 
And knows the pleasant time is well-nigh done. 

In such St. Luke's short summer lived these men, 
Nearing the goal of threescore years and ten; 
The elders of the town their comrades were, 
And they to them were waxen now as dear 
As ancient men to ancient men can be; 
Grave matters of beliefand polity 
They spoke of oft, but not alone of these; 
For in their times of idleness and ease 
They told of poets’ vain imaginings, 
And memories vague of half-forgotten things, 
Not true nor false, but sweet to think upon. 

For nigh the time when first that land they won, 
When new-born March made fresh the hopeful air, 
The Wanderers sat within a chamber fair, 

~ 
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Guests of that city’s rulers, when the day 
Far from the sunny noon had fallen away; 
The sky grew dark, and on the window-pane 
They heard the beating of the sudden rain. 
Then, all being satisfied with plenteous feast, 
There spoke an ancient man, the land’s chief priest, 
Who said: «“ Dear guests, the year begins to-day, 
And fain are we, before it pass away, 
To hear some tales of that now altered world, 
Wherefrom our fathers in old time were hurled 
By the hard hands of fate and destiny. 
Nor would ye hear perchance unwillingly 
How we have dealt with stories of the land 
Wherein the tombs of our forefathers stand ; 
Wherefore henceforth two solemn feasts shall be 
In every month, at which some history 
Shall crown our joyance; and this day, indeed, 
I have a story ready for our need, 
If ye will hear it; though perchance itis 
That many things therein are writ amiss, 
This part forgotten, that part grown too great; 
For these things, too, are in the hands of fate.” 

They cried aloud for joy to hear him speak, 
And as again the sinking sun did break, 
Through the dark clouds and blazed adown the hall, 
His clear thin voice upon their ears did fall, 
Telling a tale of times long passed away, 
When men might cross a kingdom in a day, 
And kings remembered they should one day die, 
And all folk dwelt in great simplicity.



ATALANTA’S RACE 

THE ARGUMENT 
TALANTA, DAUGHTER OF KING SCH(E- 

Arius NOT WILLING TO LOSE HER VIR- 
GIN’S ESTATE, MADE IT A LAW TO ALL 

SUITORS THAT THEY SHOULD RUN A RACE 
WITH HER IN THE PUBLIC PLACE, AND IF 
THEY FAILED TO OVERCOME HER SHOULD 
DIE UNREVENGED; AND THUS MANY BRAVE 
MEN PERISHED. AT LAST CAME MILANION, 
THE SON OF AMPHIDAMAS, WHO, OUTRUN- 
NING HER WITH THE HELP OF VENUS, GAIN- 
ED THE VIRGIN AND WEDDED HER. 

HROUGH thick Arcadian woods a hunter went, 
Following the beasts up, on a fresh spring day; 
But since his horn-tipped bow but seldom bent, 

Now at the noontide nought had happed to slay, 
Within a vale he called his hounds away 
Hearkening the echoes of his lone voice cling 
About the cliffs and through the beech-trees ring. 

But when they ended, still awhile he stood, 
And but the sweet familiar thrush could hear, 
And all the day-long noises of the wood, 
And o’er the dry leaves of the vanished year 
His hounds’ feet pattering as they drew anear, 
And heavy breathing from their heads low hung, 
To see the mighty cornel bow unstrung. 

Then smiling did he turn to leave the place, 
But with his first step some new fleeting thought 
A shadow cast across his sun-burnt face; 
I think the golden net that April brought 
From some warm world his wavering soul had caught; 
For, sunk in vague sweet longing, did he go 
Betwixt the trees with doubtful steps and slow. 
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Yet howsoever slow he went, at last 
The trees grew sparser, and the wood was done; 
Whereon one farewell backward look he cast, 
Then, turning round to see what place was won, 
With shaded eyes looked underneath the sun, 
And o’er green meads and new-turned furrows brown 
Beheld the gleaming of King Scheeneus’ town. 

So thitherward he turned, and on each side 
The folk were busy onthe teeming land, 
And man and maid from thebrown furrows cried, 
Or midst the newly-blossomed vines did stand, 
And as the rustic weapon pressed the hand 
Thought of the nodding of the well-filled ear, 
Or how the knife the heavy bunch should shear. 

Merry it was: about him sung the birds, 
The spring flowers bloomed along the firm dry road, 
The sleek-skinned mothers of the sharp-horned herds 
Now for the barefoot milking-maidens lowed; 
While from the freshness of his blue abode, 
Glad his death-bearing arrows to forget, 
Thebroad sun blazed, nor scattered plagues as yet. 

Through such fair things unto the gates he came, 
And found them open, as though peace were there; 
Wherethrough, unquestioned of his race or name, 
He entered, and along the streets "gan fare, 
Which at the first of folk were well-nigh bare; 
But pressing on, and going more hastily, 
Men hurrying too he "gan at last to see. 

Following the last of these, he still pressed on, 
Until an open space he came unto, 
Where wreaths of fame had oft been lost and won, 
For feats of strength folk there were wont to do. 
And now our hunter looked for something new, 
Because the whole wide space was bare, and stilled 
The high seats were, with eager people filled. 
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There with the others to a seat he gat, Atalanta’s 
Whence he beheld a broidered canopy, Race 

"Neath which in fair array King Scheeneus sat 
Upon his throne with councillors thereby; 
And underneath his well-wrought seat and high, 
He saw a golden image of the sun, 
A silver image of the Fleet-foot One. 

A brazen altar stood beneath their feet 
Whereon a thin flame flickered in the wind, 
Nigh this a herald clad in raiment meet 
Made ready even now his horn to wind, 
By whom a huge man held a sword, entwined 
With yellow flowers; these stood a little space 
From off the altar, nigh the starting-place. 

And there two runners did the sign abide 
Foot set to foot: a young man slim and fair, 
Crisp-haired, well knit, with firm limbs often tried 
In places where no man his strength may spare; 
Dainty his thin coat was, and on his hair 
A golden circlet of renown he wore, 
And in his hand an olive garland bore. 

But on this day with whom shall he contend? 
A maid stood by him like Diana clad 
When in the woods she lists her bow to bend, 
Too fair for one to look on and be glad, 
Who scarcely yet has thirty summers had, 
If he must still behold her from afar; 
Tao fair to let the world live free from war. 

She seemed all earthly matters to forget; 
Of all tormenting lines her face was clear, 
Her wide grey eyes upon the goal were set 
Calm and unmoved, as though no soul were near; 
But her foe trembled as a man in fear, 
Nor from her loveliness one moment turned 
His anxious face with fierce desire that burned. 

87



Atalanta’s 
Race 

Now through the hush there broke the trumpet’s clang 
Just as the setting sun made eventide. 
Then from light feet a spurt of dust there sprang, 
And swiftly were they running side by side; 
But silent did the thronging folk abide 
Until the turning-post was reached at last, 
And round about it still abreast they passed. 

But when the people saw how close they ran, 
When halfway to the starting-point they were, 
A cry of joy broke forth, whereat the man 
Headed the white-foot runner, and drew near 
Unto the very end of all his fear; 
And scarce his straining feet the ground could feel, 
And bliss unhoped for o'er his heart "gan steal. 

But midst the loud victorious shouts he heard 
Her footsteps drawing nearer, and the sound 
Of fluttering raiment, and thereat afeard 
His flushed and eager face he turned around, 
And even then he felt her past him bound 
Fleet as the wind, but scarcely saw her there 
Till on the goal she laid her fingers fair. 

There stood she breathing like a little child 
Amid some warlike clamour laid asleep, 
For no victorious joy her red lips smiled, 
Her cheek its wonted freshness did but keep; 
No glance lit up her clear grey eyesand deep, 
Though some divine thought softened all her face 
As once more rang the trumpet through the place. 

But her late foe stopped short amidst his course, 
One moment gazed upon her piteously, 
Then witha groan his lingering feet did force 
To leave the spot whence he her eyes could see; 
And, changed like one who knows his time must be 
But short and bitter, without any word 
He knelt before the bearerwf the sword; 
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Then high rose up the gleaming deadly blade,  Atalanta’s 
Bared of its flowers, and through thecrowded place Race 
Was silence now, and midst of it the maid 
Went by the poor wretch at a gentle pace, 
And he to hers upturned his sad white face; 
Nor did his eyes behold another sight 
Ere on his soul there fell eternal night. 

O was the pageant ended, and all folk 
Talking of this and that familiar thing 
In little groups from that sad concourse broke, 

For now the shrill bats were upon the wing, 
And soon dark night would slay the evening, 
And in dark gardens sang the nightingale 
Her little-heeded, oft-repeated tale. 

And with the last of all the hunter went, 
Who, wondering at the strange sight he had seen 
Prayed an old man to tell him what it meant, 
Both why the vanquished man so slain had been, 
And if the maiden were an earthly queen, 
Or rather what much more she seemed to be, 
No sharer in the world’s mortality. 

“Stranger,” said he, “I pray she soon may die 
Whose lovely youth has slain so many an one! 
King Scheeneus’ daughter is she verily, 
Who when her eyes first looked upon the sun 
Was fain to end her life but new begun, 
For he had vowed to leave but men alone 
Sprung from his loins when he from earth was gone. 

“Therefore he bade one leave her in the wood, 
And let wild things deal with her as they might, 
But this being done, some cruel God thought good 
To save her beauty in the world’s despite: 
Folk say that her, so delicate and white 
As now she is, a rough root-grubbing bear 
Amidst her shapeless cubs at first did rear. 
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“In course of time the woodfolk slew her nurse, 
And to their rude abode the youngling brought, 
And reared her up to be a kingdom’s curse, 
Who grown a woman, of no kingdom thought, 
But armed and swift, mid beasts destruction wrought, 
Nor spared two shaggy centaur kings to slay 
To whom her body seemed an easy prey. 

“So to this city, led by fate, she came 
Whom known by signs, whereof I cannot tell, 
King Scheeneus for his child at last did claim, 
Nor otherwhere since that day doth she dwell, 
Sending too many a noble soul to hell— 
What! thine eyes glisten! what then, thinkest thou 
Her shining head unto the yoke to bow? 

“Listen, my son, and love some other maid, 
For she the saffron gown will never wear, 
And on no flower-strewn couch shall she be laid, 
Nor shall her voice make glad a lover's ear: 
Yet if of Death thou hast not any fear, 
Yea, rather, if thou lovest him utterly, 
Thou still mayst woo her ere thou com’st to die, 

“Like him that on this day thou sawest lie dead; 
For, fearing as I deem the sea-born one, 
The maid has vowed e’en such a man to wed 
As in the course her swift feet can outrun, 
But whoso fails herein, his days are done: 
He came the nighest that was slain to-day, 
Although with him I deem she did but play. 

“Behold, such mercy Atalanta gives 
To those that long to win her loveliness; 
Be wise! be sure that many a maid there lives 
Gentler than she, of beauty little less, 
Whose swimming eyes thy loving words shall bless, 
When in some garden, knee set close to knee, 
Thou sing’st the song that love may teach to thee.” 
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So to the hunter spake that ancient man, Atalanta’s 
And left him for his own home presently: Race 
But he turned round, and through the moonlight wan 
Reached the thick wood, and there "twixt tree and tree 
Distraught he passed the long night feverishly, 
"Twixt sleep and waking, and at dawn arose 
To wage hot war against his speechless foes. 

There to the hart’s flank seemed his shaft to grow, 
As panting down thebroad green glades he flew, 
There by his horn the Dryads well might know 
His thrust against the bear’s heart had been true, 
And there Adonis’ bane his javelin slew, 
But still in vain through rough and smooth he went, 
For none the more his restlessness was spent. 

So wandering, he to Argive cities came, 
And in the lists with valiant men he stood, 
And by great deeds he won him praise and fame, 
And heaps of wealth for little-valued blood; 
But none of all these things, or life, seemed good 
Unto his heart, where still unsatisfied 
A ravenous longing warred with fear and pride. 

Therefore it happed when but a month had gone 
Since he had left King Scheeneus’ city old, 
In hunting-gear again, again alone 
The forest-border meads did he behold, 
Where still mid thoughts of August's quivering gold 
Folk hoed the wheat, and clipped the vine in trust 
Of faint O&ober’s purple-foaming must. 

And once again he passed the peaceful gate, 
While to his beating heart his lips did lie, 
That owning not vi€torious love and fate, 
Said, half aloud: “And here too must I try, 
To win of alien men the mastery, 
And gather for my head fresh meed of fame 
And cast new glory on my father’s name.” 
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In spite of that, how beat his heart, when first 

Folk said to him: “And art thou come to see 
That which still makes our city’s name accurst 
Among all mothers for its cruelty? 
Then know indeed that fate is good to thee, 
Because to-morrow a new luckless one 
Against the whitefoot maid is pledged to run.” 

So on the morrow with no curious eyes 
As once he did, that piteous sight he saw, 
Nor did that wonder in his heart arise 
As toward the goal the conquering maid "gan draw, 
Nor did he gaze upon her eyes with awe, 
Too full the pain of longing filled his heart 
For fear or wonder there to have a part. 

But O, how long the night was ere it went! 
How long it was before the dawn begun 
Showed to the wakening birds the sun’s intent 
That not in darkness should the world be done! 
And then, and then, how long before the sun 
Bade silently the toilers of the earth 
Get forth to fruitless cares or empty mirth! 

And long it seemed that in the market-place 
He stood and saw the chaffering folk go by, 
Ere from the ivory throne King Scheeneus’ face 
Looked down upon the murmur royally, 
But then came trembling that the time was nigh 
When he midst pitying looks his love must claim, 
And jeering voices must salute his name. 

But as the throng he pierced to gain the throne, 
His alien face distraught and anxious told 
‘What hopeless errand he was bound upon, 
And, each to each, folk whispered to behold 
His godlike limbs; nay, and one woman old 
As he went by must pluck him by the sleeve 
And pray him yet that wretched love to leave. 
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For sidling up she said: “Canst thou live twice, Atalanta’s 
Fair son? canst thou have joyful youth again, Race 
That thus thou goest to the sacrifice 
Thyself the victim? nay then, all in vain 
Thy mother bore her longing and her pain, 
And one more maiden on the earth must dwell 
Hopeless of joy, nor fearing death and hell. 

“QO fool, thou knowest not the compaét then 
That with the three-formed Goddess she has made 
To keep her from the loving lips of men, 
And in no saffron gown to be arrayed, 
And therewithal with glory to be paid, 
And love of her the moonlit river sees 
White ’gainst the shadow of the formless trees. 

“Come back, and I myself will pray for thee 
Unto the sea-born framer of delights, 
To give thee her who on the earth may be 
The fairest stirrer up to death and fights, 
To quench with hopeful days and joyous nights 
The flame that doth thy youthful heart consume; 
Come back, nor give thy beauty to the tomb.” 

How should he listen to her earnest speech? 
Words, such as he not once or twice had said 
Unto himself, whose meaning scarce could reach 
The firm abode of that sad hardihead? 
He turned about, and through the market-stead 
Swiftly he passed, until before the throne 
In the cleared space he stood at last alone. 

Then said the King: “Stranger, what dost thou here? 
Have any of my folk done ill to thee? 
Or art thou of the forest men in fear? 
Or art thou of the sad fraternity 
Who still will strive my daughter’s mates to be, 
Staking their lives to win to earthly bliss 
The lonely maid, the friend of Artemis?” 
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“QO King,’ he said, “thou sayest the word indeed; 
Nor will I quit the strife till I have won 
My sweet delight, or death to end my need. 
And know that I am called Milanion, 
Of King Amphidamas the well-loved son: 
So fear not that to thy old name, O King, 
Much loss or shame my victory will bring.” 

“Nay, Prince,” said Scheeneus, “welcome to this land 
Thou wert indeed, if thou wert here to try 
Thy strength 'gainst someone mighty of his hand; 
Nor would we grudge thee well-won mastery. 
But now, why wilt thou come to me to die, 
And at my door lay down thy luckless head, 
Swelling the band of the unhappy dead, 

“Whose curses even now my heart doth fear? 
Lo, Iam old, and know what life can be, 
And what a bitter thing is death anear. 
O Son! be wise, and hearken unto me, 
And if no other can be dear to thee, 
At least as now, yet is the world full wide, 
And bliss in seeming hopeless hearts may hide: 

“But if thou losest life, then all is lost.” 
“Nay, King,” Milanion said, “thy words are vain. 
Doubt not that I have counted well the cost. 
But say, on what day wilt thou that I gain 
Fulfilled delight, or death to end my pain? 
Right glad were 1 if it could be to-day, 
And all my doubts at rest for ever lay.” 

“Nay,” said King Schoeneus, “thus it shall not be, 
But rather shalt thou let a month go by, 
And weary with thy prayers for viGory 
What God thou know’st the kindest and most nigh. 
So doing, still perchance thou shalt not die: 
And with my goodwill wouldst thou have the maid 
For of the equal Gods I grow afraid. 
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“And until then, O Prince, be thou my guest, Atalanta’s 
And all these troublous thingsawhile forget.” Race 
Nay," said he, “couldst thou give my soul good rest, 
And on mine head a sleepy garland set, 
Then had I ’scaped the meshes of the net, 
Nor shouldst thou hear from me another word; 
But now, make sharp thy fearful heading sword. 

“Yet will I do what son of man may do, 
And promise all the Gods may most desire, 
That to myself I may at least be true; 
And on that day my heart and limbs sotire, 
With utmost strain and measureless desire, 
That, at the worst, I may but fall asleep 
When in the sunlight round that sword shall sweep.” 

He went therewith, nor anywhere would bide, 
But unto Argos restlessly did wend; 
And there, as one who lays all hope aside, 
Because the leech has said his life must end, 
Silent farewell he bade to foe and friend, 
And took his way unto the restless sea, 
For there he deemed his rest and help might be. 

PON the shore of Argolisthere stands 
A temple to the Goddess that he sought, 
That, turned unto the lion-bearing lands, 

Fenced from the east, of cold winds hath no thought, 
Though to no homestead there the sheaves are brought, 
No groaning press torments the close-clipped murk, 
Lonely the Fre stands, far from all men’s work. 

Pass through a close, set thick with myrtle trees, 
Through the brass doors that guard the holy place, 
And entering, hear the washing of the seas 
That twice a-day rise high above the base, 
And with the south-west urging them, embrace 
The marble feet of her that standeth there 
That shrink not, naked though they be and fair. 
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Small is the fane through which the seawind sings 
About Queen Venus’ well-wrought image white, 
But hung around are many precious things, 
The gifts of those who, longing for delight, 
Have hung them there within the Goddess’ sight, 
And in return have taken at her hands 
The living treasures of the Grecian lands. 

And thither now has come Milanion, 
And showed unto the priests’ wide open eyes 
Gifts fairer than all those that there have shone, 
Silk cloths, inwrought with Indian fantasies, 
And bowls inscribed with sayings of the wise 
Above the deeds of foolish living things, 
And mirrors fit to be the gifts of kings. 

And now before the Sea-born One he stands, 
By the sweet veiling smoke made dim and soft, 
And while the incense trickles from his hands, 
And while the odorous smoke-wreaths hang aloft, 
Thus doth he pray to her: * O Thou, who oft 
Hast holpen man and maid in their distress, 
Despise me not for this my wretchedness! 

“0 Goddess, among us who dwell below, 
Kingsand great men, great for a little while, 
Have pity on the lowly heads that bow, 
Nor hate the hearts that love them without guile; 
Wilt thou be worse than these, and is thy smile 
A vain device of him who set thee here, 
An empty dream of some artificer? 

“Q Great One, some men love, and are ashamed; 
Some men are weary of the bonds of love; 
Yea, and by some men lightly art thou blamed, 
That from thy toils their lives they cannot move, 
And mid the ranks of men their manhood prove. 
Alas! O Goddess, if thou slayest me 
What new immortal can I serve but thee? 
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“Think then, will it bring honour tothy head ~~ Atalanta’s 
If folk say: ¢ Everything aside he cast Race 
And toall fame and honour was he dead, 
And to his one hope now is dead at last, 
Sinceall unholpen heis gone and past: 
Ah, the Gods love not man, for certainly, 
He to his helper did not cease to cry.’ 

“Nay, but thou wilt help; they who died before 
Not single-hearted as I deem came here, 
Therefore unthanked they laid their gifts before 
Thy stainless feet, still shivering with their fear, 
Lest in their eyes their true thought might appear, 
Who sought to be the lords of that fair town, 
Dreaded of men and winners of renown. 

“0 Queen, thou knowest I pray not for this; 
O set us down together in some place 
Where not a voice can break our heaven of bliss, 
Where nought but rocks and I can see her face, 
Softening beneath the marvel of thy grace, 
Where nota foot our vanished steps can track-— 
The golden age, the golden age come back! 

“Q fairest, hear me now who do thy will, 
Plead for thy rebel that she be not slain, 
But liveand love and be thy servant still; 
Ah, give her joy and take away my pain, 
And thus two long-enduring servants gain. 
An easy thing this is to do for me, 
What need of my vain words to weary thee! 

“But none the less, this place will I not leave 
Until I needs must go my death to meet, 
Or at thy hands some happy sign receive 
That in great joy we twain may one day greet 
Thy presence here and kiss thy silver feet, 
Such as we deem thee, fair beyond all words, 
Victorious o’er our servants and our lords.” 
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Then from the altar back a space he drew, 
But from the Queen turned not his face away, 
But 'gainst a pillar leaned, until the blue 
That arched the sky, at ending of the day, 
Was turned to ruddy gold and changing grey, 
And clear but low, the nigh-ebbed windless sea 
In the still evening murmured ceaselessly. 

And there he stood when all the sun was down, 
Nor had he moved, when the dim golden light, 
Like the far lustre of a godlike town, 
Had left the world to seeming hopeless night, 
Nor would he move the more when wan moonlight 
Streamed through the pillars for a little while, 
And lighted up the white Queen’s changeless smile. 

Nought noted he the shallow-flowing sea 
As step by step it set the wrack a-swim; 
The yellow torchlight nothing noted he 
Wherein with fluttering gown and half-bared limb 
The temple damsels sung their midnight hymn; 
And nought the doubled stillness of the fane 
When they were gone and all was hushed again. 

But when the waves had touched the marble base, 
And steps the fish swim over twice a-day, 
The dawn beheld him sunken in his place 
Upon the floor; and sleeping there he lay, 
Not heeding aught the little jets of spray 
The roughened sea brought nigh, across him cast, 
For as one dead all thought from him had passed. 

Yet long before the sun had showed his head, 
Long ere the varied hangings on the wall 
Had gained once more their blue and green and red, 
He rose as one some well-known sign doth call 
When war upon the city’s gates doth fall, 
And scarce like one fresh risen out of sleep, 
He ’gan again his broken watch to keep. 
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Then he turned round; not for the sea-gull’scry  Atalanta’s 
That wheeled above the temple in his flight, Race 
Not for the fresh south wind that lovingly 
Breathed on the new-born day and dying night, 
But some strange hope "twixt fear and great delight 
Drew round his face, now flushed, now pale and wan, 
And still constrained his eyes the sea to scan, 

Nowa faint light lit up the southern sky, 
Not sun nor moon, for all the world was grey, 
But this a bright cloud seemed, that drew anigh, 
Lighting the dull waves that beneath it lay 
As toward the temple still it took its way, 
And still grew greater, till Milanion 
Saw nought for dazzling light that round him shone. 

But as he staggered with hisarms outspread, 
Delicious unnamed odours breathed around; 
For languid happiness he bowed his head, 
And with wet eyes sank down upon the ground, 
Nor wished for aught, nor any dream he found 
To give him reason for that happiness, 
Or make him ask more knowledge of his bliss. 

At last his eyes were cleared, and he could see 
Through happy tears the Goddess face to face 
With that faint image of Divinity, 
Whose well-wrought smile and dainty changeless grace 
Until that morn so gladdened all the place; 
Then he, unwitting, cried aloud her name 
And covered up his eyes for fear and shame. 

But through the stillness he her voice could hear 
Piercing his heart with joy scarce bearable, 
That said: “ Milanion, wherefore dost thou fear? 
I am not hard to those who love me well; 
List to what I a second time will tell, 
And thou mayest hear perchance, and live to save 
The cruel maiden from a loveless grave. 
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“See, by my feet three golden apples lie— 
Such fruit among the heavy roses falls, 
Such fruit my watchful damsels carefully 
Store up within the best loved of my walls, 
Ancient Damascus, where the lover calls 
Above my unseen head, and faint and light 
The rose-leaves flutter round me in the night. 

“ And note, that these are not alone most fair 
With heavenly gold, but longing strange they bring 
Unto the hearts of men, who will not care, 
Beholding these, for any once-loved thing 
Till round the shining sides their fingers cling. 
And thou shalt see thy well-girt swiftfoot maid 
By sight of these amidst her glory stayed. 

“For bearing these within a scrip with thee, 
When first she heads thee from the starting-place 
Cast down the first one for her eyes to see, 
And when she turns aside make on apace, 
And if again she heads thee in the race 
Spare not the other two to cast aside 
If she not long enough behind will bide. 

«Farewell, and when has come the happy time 
That she Diana’s raiment must unbind, 
And all the world seems blessed with Saturn’s clime, 
And thou with eager arms about her twined 
Beholdest first her grey eyes growing kind, 
Surely, O trembler, thou shalt scarcely then 
Forget the Helper of unhappy men.” 

Milanion raised his head at this last word, 
For now so soft and kind she seemed to be 
No longer of her Godhead was he feared; 
Too late he looked ; for nothing could he see 
But the white image glimmering doubtfully 
In the departing twilight cold and grey, 
And those three apples on the steps that lay. 
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These then he caught up quivering with delight, Atalanta’s 
Yetfearful lest it all might be a dream; Race 
And though aweary with the watchful night, 
And sleepless nights of longing, still did deem 
He could not sleep; but yet the first sunbeam 
That smote the fane across the heaving deep 
Shone on him laid in calm untroubled sleep. 

But little ere the noontide did he rise, 
And why he felt so happy scarce could tell 
Until the gleaming apples met his eyes. 
Then leaving the fair place where this befell 
Oft he looked back as one who loved it well, 
Then homeward to the haunts of men "gan wend 
To bring all things unto a happy end. 

OW has the lingering month at last gone by, 
Again are all folk round the running place, 
Nor other seems the dismal pageantry 

Than heretofore, but that another face 
Looks o’er the smooth course ready for the race; 
For now, beheld of all, Milanion 
Stands on the spot he twice has looked upon. 

But yet—what change is this that holds the maid? 
Does she indeed see in his glittering eye 
More than disdain of the sharp shearing blade, 
Some happy hope of help and victory? 
The others seemed to say: “ We come to die, 
Look down upon us for a little while, 
That dead, we may bethink us of thy smile.” 

But he-—what look of mastery was this 
He cast on her? why were his lips so red? 
Why was his face so flushed with happiness? 
So looks not one who deems himself but dead, 
E’en if to death he bows a willing head; 
So rather looks a God well pleased to find 
Some earthly damsel fashioned to his mind. 
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Why must she drop her lids before his gaze, 
And even as she casts adown her eyes 
Redden to note his eager glance of praise, 
And wish that she were clad in other guise? 
Why must the memory to her heart arise 
Of things unnoticed when they first were heard, 
Some lover's song, some answering maiden’s word? 

What makes these longings, vague, without aname, 
And this vain pity never felt before, 
This sudden languor, this contempt of fame, 
This tender sorrow for the time past o'er, 
These doubts that grow each minute more and more? 
Why does she tremble as the time grows near, 
And weak defeat and woeful vi&ory fear? 

Now while she seemed to hear her beating heart, 
Above their heads the trumpet blast rang out 
And forth they Sprang; and she must play her part. 
Then flew her white feet, knowing not a doubt, 
Though slackening once, she turned her head about, 
But then she cried aloud and faster fled 
Than e’er before, and all men deemed him dead. 

But with no sound he raised aloft his hand, 
And thence what seemed a ray of light there flew 
And past the maid rolled on along the sand; 
Then trembling she her feet together drew 
And in her heart a strong desire there grew 
To have the toy; some God she thought had given 
That gift to her, to make of earth a heaven. 

Then from the course with eager steps she ran, 
And in her odorous bosom laid the gold. | 
But when she turned again, the great-limbed man, 
Now well ahead she failed not to behold, 
And mindful of her glory waxing cold, 
Sprang up and followed him in hot pursuit, 
Though with one hand she touched the golden fruit. 
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Note too, the bow that she was wont to bear Atalanta’s 
She laid aside to grasp the glittering prize, Race 
And o’er her shoulder from the quiver fair 
Three arrows fell and lay before her eyes 
Unnoticed, as amidst the people’s cries 
She sprang to head the strong Milanion, 
Who now the turning-post had well-nigh won. 

But as he set his mighty hand onit 
White fingers underneath his own were laid, 
And white limbs from his dazzled eyes did flit, 
Then he the second fruit cast by the maid: 
She ran awhile, and then as one afraid 
Wavered and stopped, and turned and made no stay, 
Until the globe with its bright fellow lay. 

Then, as a troubled glance she cast around, 
Now far ahead the Argive could she see, 
And in her garment’s hem one hand she wound 
To keep the double prize, and strenuously 
Sped o'er the course, and little doubt had she 
To win the day, though now but scanty space 
Was left betwixt him and the winning place. 

Short was the way unto such wingéd feet, 
Quickly she gained upon him, till at last 
He turned about her eager eyes to meet 
And from his hand the third fair apple cast. 
She wavered not, but turned and ran so fast 
After the prize that should her bliss fulfil, 
That in her hand it lay ere it was still. 

Nor did she rest, but turned about to win 
Once more, an unblest woeful vitory: 
And yet—and yet—why does her breath begin 
To fail her, and her feet drag heavily? 
Why fails she now to see if far or nigh 
The goal is? why do her grey eyes grow dim? 
Why do these tremors run through every limb? 
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She spreads herarms abroad some stay to find 
Else must she fall, indeed, and findeth this, 
A strong man’s arms about her body twined. 
Nor may she shudder now to feel his kiss, 
So wrapped she is in new unbroken bliss: 
Made happy that the foe the prize hath won, 
She weeps glad tears for all her glory done. 

Upon the brazen altar break the sword, 
And scatter incense to appease the ghosts 

Of those who died here by their own award. 
Bring forth the image of the mighty Lord, 
And her who unseen o’er the runners hung, 
And did a deed for ever to be sung. 

Qoreniet the trumpet, hew adown the posts! 

Here are the gathered folk; make no delay, 
Open King Scheneus’ well-filled treasury, 
Bring out the gifts long hid from light of day, 
The golden bowls o’erwrought with imagery, 
Gold chains, and unguents brought from over sea, 
The saffron gown the old Pheenician brought, 
Within the temple of the Goddess wrought. 

O ye, O damsels, who shall never see 
Her, that Love’s servant bringeth now to you, 
Returning from another victory, 
In some cool bower do all that now is duel 
Since she in token of her service new 
Shall give to Venus offerings rich enow, 
Her maiden zone, her arrows and her bow. 
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The growing wind at end of that wild day 
Alone they heard, for silence bound them all; 

Yea, on their hearts a weight had seemed to fall, 
As unto the scarce-hoped felicity 
The tale grew round——the end of life so nigh, 
The aim so little, and the joy so vain— 
For asa child's unmeasured joy brings pain 
Unto a grown man holding grief at bay, 
So the old fervent story of that day 
Brought pain half-sweet, to these: till now the fire 
Upon the hearth sent up a flickering spire 
Of ruddy flame, as fell the burned-through logs, 
And, waked by sudden silence, grey old dogs, 
The friends of this or that man, rose and fawned 
On hands they knew ; withal once more there dawned 
The light of common day on those old hearts, 
And all were ready now to play their parts, 
And take what feeble joy might yet remain 
In place of all they once had hoped to gain. 

St when hislast word’s echo died away, 

March was a-dying through soft days and sweet 
Too hopeful for the wild days yet to be; 

But in the hall that ancient company, 
Not lacking younger folk that day at least, 
Softened by spring were gathered at the feast, 
And as the time drew on, throughout the hall 
A horn was sounded, giving note to all 
That they at last the looked-for tale should hear. 

N OW on the second day that these did meet 

Then spake a Wanderer: “O kind hosts and dear, 
Hearken alittle unto sucha tale 
As folk with us will tell in every vale 
About the yule-tide fire, whenas the snow 
Deep in the passes, letteth men to go 
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From place to place: now there few great folk be, 
Although we upland men have memory 
Of ills kings did us; yet as now indeed 
Few have much wealth, few are in utter need. 
Like the wise ants a kingless, happy folk 
We long have been, not galled by any yoke, 
But the white leaguer of the winter tide 
Whereby all men at home are bound to bide. 
—Alas, my folly! how I talk of it, 
As though from this place where to-day we sit 
The way thereto were short. Ah, would to God 
Upon the snow-freed herbage now I trod! 
But pardon, sirs; the time goes swiftly by, 
Hearken a tale of conquering destiny.” 
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THE MAN BORN TO BE KING 
THE ARGUMENT 

IT WAS FORETOLD TO A GREAT KING, THAT 
HE WHO SHOULD REIGN AFTER HIM 
SHOULD BE LOW-BORN AND POOR; WHICH 
THING CAME TO PASS IN THE END, FOR ALL 
THAT THE KING COULD DO. 

KING there was in days of old 
Who ruled wide lands, nor lacked for gold, 
Nor honour, nor much longed-for praise, 

And his days were called happy days, 
So peaceable his kingdoms were, 
While others wrapt in war and fear 
Fell ever unto worse and worse. 

Therefore his city was the nurse 
Of all that men then had of lore, 
And none were driven from his door 
That seemed well skilled in anything; 
So of the sages was he king; 
And from this learnéd manand that, 
Little by little, lore he gat, 
And many a lordless, troubled land 
Fell scarce loth to his dreaded hand. 

Midst this it chanced that, on a day, 
Clad in his glittering gold array, 
He held a royal festival; 
And nigh him in his glorious hall 
Beheld his sages most and least, 
Sitting much honoured at the feast. 
But mid the faces so well known, 
Of men he well might call his own, 
He saw alittle wizened man 
With face grown rather grey than wan 
From lapse of years; beardless was he, 
And bald as is the winter tree; 
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But his two deep-set, glittering eyes 
Gleamed at the sight of mysteries 
None knew but he; few words he said, 
And unto those small heed was paid; 
But the King, young yet old in guile, 
Failed not to note a flickering smile 
Upon his face, as now and then 
He turned him from the learnéd men 
Toward the King’s seat, so thought to know 
What new thing he might have to show; 
And presently, the meat being done, 
He bade them bring him to his throne, 
And when before the throne he stood, 
He said: “ We deem thy coming good; 
What is thine art? canst thou in rhyme 
Tell stories of the ancient time? 
Or dost thou chronicle old wars? 
Or know'st thou of the change of stars? 
Or seek’st thou the transmuting stone? 
Or canst thou make the shattered bone 
Grow whole, and dying men arise 
And liveas long as thou the wise; 
Or what gift dost thou bring me here, 
Where nought but men of lore are dear 
To me and mine?” 

“O King," said he, 
“But few things know I certainly, 
Though I have toiled for many a day 
Along the hard and doubtful way 
That bringeth wise men to the grave: 
And now, for all the years I gave 
To know all things that man can learn, 
A few months’ learned life I earn, 
Nor feel much liker toa God 
Than when beside my sheep I trod 
Upon the thymy, wind-swept down. 
Yet am I come unto thy town 
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To tell thee somewhat that 1 learned The man born 
As on the stars I gazed, and yearned to be king 
To cast this weary body off, 
With all its chains of mock and scoff 
And creeping death; foras I read 
The sure decrees with joy and dread, 
Somewhat I saw writ down of thee, 
And who shall have the sovereignty 
When thou art gone.” 

Nay,’ said the King, 
“Speak quick and tell me of the thing.” 

“Sire,” said the Sage, *“ thine ancient line 
Thou holdest as a thing divine, 
So long and undisturbed it is, 
But now shall there be end to this, 
For surely in my glittering text 
I read that he who shall sit next 
On this thine ancient throneand high 
Shall be no better born than 1 
Whose grandsire none remembereth, 
Nor where my father first drew breath.” 

“Yea,” said the King, “and this may be; 
Yet, O Sage, ere I credit thee, 
Some token certes must thou show, 
Or tell me what I think to know 
Alone, among all folk alive; 
Then surely great gifts will I give 
To thee, and make thee head of all 
Who watch the planets rise and fall.” 

“Bid these stand backward from thy throne,” 
The Sage said, “then to theealone 
Long hidden matters will I tell; 
And then, if thou believest, well 
And if thou dost not, well also; 
Noa gift I ask, butleave to go; 
For strange to me is this thy state, 
And for thyself, thou well mayst hate 
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My crabbed age and misery.” 
“Well,” said the King, “let this thing be; 

And ye, my masters, stand aback! 
For of the fresh air have I lack, 
And in my pleasance would I walk 
To hearken this grave elder’s talk 
And gain new lore.” 

Therewith he rose 
And led the way unto a close, 
Shaded with grey-leaved olive-trees; 
And when they were amidst of these 
He turned about and said: «Speak, friend, 
And of thy folly make an end, 
And take this golden chain therefor.” 

“Rightly thou namest my weak lore,” 
The Sage said, “therefore to the end 
Be wise, and what the fates may send 
Take thou, nor struggle in the net 
Wherein thine helpless feet are set! 
Hearken! a year is well-nigh done 
Since, at the hottest of the sun, 
Stood Antony beneath this tree, 
And took a jewelled cup of thee, 
And drank swift death in guise of wine; 
Since he, most trusted of all thine, 
At last too full of knowledge grew, 
And chiefly, he of all men knew 
How the Earl Marshal Hugh had died; 
Since he had drawn him on to ride 
Into a bushment of his foes, 
To die amidst the rain of blows.” 

“Thou knowest that by me he died,” 
The King said ; “how if now I cried: 
Help! the magician slayeth me? 
Swiftly should twenty sword-blades be 
Clashing within thy ribs, and thou 
Nearer to death than even now.” 
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“Not thus, O King, I fear to die,” The man born 
The Sage said; “Death shall pass me by to be king 
Many a year yet, because perchance 
I fear not aught his clattering dance, 
And have enough of weary days. 
But thou—farewell, and win the praise 
Of sages, by thy hearkening 
With heed to this most certain thing. 
Fear not because this tale I know, 
For to my grey tower back I go 
High raised above the heathy hills 
Where the great erne the swift hare kills, 
Or stoops upon the new-yeaned lamb; 
There almost asa God Iam 
Unto few folk; who hear thy name 
Indeed, but know not of thy fame, 
Nay, scarce if thou be man or beast.” 

So saying, back unto the feast 
He turned, and went adown the hall, 
Not heeding any gibe or call; 
And left the palace and the town 
With face turned toward his windy down. 
Back to the hall, too, the King went, 
With eyes upon the pavement bent 
In pensive thought, delighting not 
In riches and his kingly lot; 
But thinking how his days began 
And of the lonely souls of man. 

But time passed, and midst this and that 
The wise man’s message he forgat; 
And as a king he lived his life, 
And took to him a noble wife 
Of the kings’ daughters, rich and fair. 
And they being wed for nigh a year, 
And she now growing great with child, 
It happed unto the forest wild
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This King with many folk must ride 
Atending of the summer-tide. 
There boar and hart they brought to bay, 
And had right noble prize that day; 
But when the noon was now long past, 
And the thick woods grew overcast, 
They roused the mightiest hart of all. 
Then loudly ’gan the King to call 
Unto his huntsmen, not to leave 
That mighty beast for dusk nor eve 
Till they had won him; with which word 
His horn he blew, and forth he spurred, 
Taking no thought of most or least, 
But only of that royal beast. 
And over rough and smooth he rode, 
Nor yet for anything abode, 
Till dark night, swallowing up the day, 
With blindness his swift course must stay. 
Nor was there with him anyone, 
So far his fair steed had outrun 
The best of all his hunting-folk. 

So, glancing at the stars that broke 
"Twixt the thick branches here and there, 
Backward he turned, and peered with care 
Into the darkness, but saw nought, 
Nor heard his folk, and therewith thought 
His bed must be the brake leaves brown. 
Then in a while he lighted down, 
And felt about a little space, 
If he might find a softer place; 
But as he groped from tree to tree 
Some glimmering light he seemed to see 
"T'wixt the dark stems, and thither turned, 
If yet perchance some wood-fire burned 
Within a peasant’s hut, where he 
Might find, amidst their misery, 
Rough food, or shelter at the least. 
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So, leading on his wearied beast, The man born 
Blindly he crept from tree to tree, to be king 
Till slowly grew that light to be 
The thing he looked for, and he found 
A hut on a cleared space of ground, 
From whose half-opened door there streamed 
The light that erst far off had gleamed. 
Then of that shelter was he fain, 
But just as he made shift to gain 
The open space in front of it, 
A shadow o’er the grass did flit, 
And on the wretched threshold stood 
A big man, with a bar of wood 
In his right hand, who seemed as though 
He got him ready for a blow; 
But ere he spoke the King cried: “Friend, 
May God good hap upon thee send, 
If thou wilt give me rest this night, 
And food according to thy might.” 

“Nay,” said the carle, “my wife lieth 
In labour, and is nigh her death: 
Nor canst thou enter here at all, 
But near by is my asses’ stall, 
Who on this night bide in the town; 
There, if thou wilt, mayst thou lie down, 
And sleep until the dawn of day, 
And I will bring thee what I may 
Of food and drink.” 

Then said the King: 
“Thanked be thou; neither for nothing 
Shalt thou this good deed do to me.” 

“Nay,” said the carle, “let these things be; 
Surely I think before the morn, 
To be too weary and forlorn 
For gold much heart in me to put.” 
With that he turned, and from the hut 
Brought out a lantern, and rye-bread, 
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And wine, and showed the King a shed, 
Strewed with a litter of dry brake: 
Withal he muttered, for his sake, 
Unto Our Lady some rude prayer, 
And turned about and left him there. 

So when the rye-bread, nowise fine, 
The King had munched, and with green wine 
Had quenched his thirst, his horse he tied 
Unto a post, and there beside 
He fell asleep upon the brake. 

But in an hour did he awake, 
Astonied with an unnamed fear, 
For words were ringing in his ear 
Like the last echo of a scream: 
«Take! take!” but of the vanished dream 
No image was there left to him. 
Then, trembling sore in every limb, 
Did he arise, and drew his sword, 
And passed forth on the forest sward, 
And cautiously about he crept; 
But nought at all he heard, except 
Some groaning of the woodman’s wife, 
And forest sounds well known, but rife 
With terror to the lonely soul. 

Then he lay down again, to roll 
His limbs within his huntsman’s cloak; 
And slept again, and once more woke 
To tremble with that unknown fear, 
And other echoing words to hear: 
“Give up! giveup!’’ nor anything 
Showed more why these strange words should ring 
About him. Then he sat upright, 
Bewildered, gazing through the night, 
Until his weary eyes, grown dim, 
Showed not the starlit tree-trunks slim 
Against the black wood, grey and plain; 
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And into sleep he sank again, The man born 
And woke not soon: but sleeping dreamed to be king 

That he awoke, nor other seemed 
The place he woke in but that shed, 
And there beside his bracken bed 
He seemed to see the ancient Sage 
Shrivelled yet more with untold age, 
Who bending down his head to him 
Said, with a mocking smile and grim: 
“Take, or give up; what matters it? 
This child new-born shall surely sit 
Upon thy seat when thou art gone, 
And dwelling "twist straight walls of stone.” 

Again the King woke at that word 
And sat up, panting and afeard, 
And staring out into the night, 
Where yet the woods thought not of light; 
And fain he was to cast off sleep, 
Such visions from his eyesto keep. 
Heavy his head grew none theless, 
"Twixt wildering thoughts and weariness, 
And soon he fell asleep once more, 
Nor dreamed nor woke again, before 
The sun shone through the forest trees; 
And, shivering in the morning breeze, 
He blinked with just-awakened eyes, 
And pondering on those mysteries, 
Unto the woodman’s hovel went. 

Him he found kneeling down, and bent 
In moody grief above a bed 
Whereon his wife lay, stark and dead, 
Whose soul near morn had passed away; 
And ’twixt the dead and living lay 
A new-born man-child, fair and great. 
So in the door the King did wait 
To watch the man, who had no heed 
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Of this or that, so sore did bleed 
The new-made wound within his heart. 
But as the King gazed, for his part 
He did but see his threatened foe, 
And ever hard his heart did grow 
With deadly hate and wilfulness: 
And sight of that poor man’s distress 
Made 1t the harder, as of nought 
But that unbroken line he thought 
Of which he was the last: withal 
His scornful troubled eyes did fall 
Upon that nest of poverty, 
Where nought of joy he seemed to see. 

On straw the poor dead woman lay; 
The door alone let in the day, 
Showing the trodden earthen floor, 
A board on trestles weak and poor, 
Three stumps of tree for stool or chair, 
A half-glazed pipkin, nothing fair, 
A bowl of porridge by the wife, 
Untouched by lips that lacked for life, 
A platter and a bowl of wood; 
And in the further corner stood 
A bow cut from the wych-elm tree, 
A holly club, and arrows three 
Il pointed, heavy, spliced with thread. 

Ah! soothly, well remembered 
Was that unblissful wretched home, 
Those four bare walls, in days to come; 
And often in the coming years 
He called to mind the pattering tears 
That, on the rent old sackcloth cast 
About the body, fell full fast, 
"T'wixt half-meant prayers and curses wild, 
And that weak wailing of the child, 
His threatened dreaded enemy, 
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The mighty King that was to be. The man born 
But as he gazed unsoftened there, to be king 

With hate begot of scorn and care, 
Loudly he heard a great horn blow, 
And his own hunting call did know, 
And soon began the shouts to hear 
Of his own people drawing near. 
Then lifting up his horn, he blew 
A long shrill point, but as he threw 
His head aback, beheld his folk, 
Who from the close-set thicket broke 
And o’er the cleared space swiftly passed, 
With shouts that he was found at last. 

‘Then turned the carle his doleful face, 
And slowly rising in his place, 
Drew thwart his eyes his fingers strong, 
And on that gay-dressed glittering throng 
Gazed stupidly, as still he heard 
The name of King; but said no word. 

But his guest spoke: “Sirs, well be ye! 
This luckless woodman, whom ye see, 
Gave me good harbour through the night 
And such poor victual as he might; 
Therefore shall he have more than gold 
For his reward; since dead and cold 
His helpmate lies who last night died. 
See now the youngling by her side; 
Him will I take and rear him so 
That he shall no more liealow 
In straw, or from the beech-tree dine, 
But rather use white linen fine 
And silver plate; and with the sword 
Shall learn to serve some king or lord. 
How say’st thou, good man?” 

“Sire,” he said 
Weeping, but shamefaced, “since here dead 
She lies, that erst kept house for me, 
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E’en as thou willest let it be; 
Though 1 had hoped to havea son 
To help me get the day’s work done. 
And now, indeed, forth must he go 
If unto manhood he should grow, 
And lonely I must wander forth, 
To whom east, west, and south, and north 
Areallalike: forgive it me 
If little thanks I give to thee 
Who scarce can thank great God in heaven 
For what is left of what was given.” 

Small heed unto him the King gave, 
But trembling in his haste to have 
The body of his enemy, 
Said to an old squire: “Bring tome 
Thebabe, and give the good man this 
Wherewith to gain a little bliss, 
In place of all his troubles gone, 
Nor need he now belong alone.” 

The carle’s rough face, at clink of gold, 
Lit up, though still did he behold 
The wasted body lying there; 
But stooping, a rough box, foursquare, 
Made ofold wood and lined with hay, 
Wherein the helpless infant lay, 
He raised, and gave it to the squire 
‘Who on the floor cast down his hire, 
Nor sooth dared murmur aught the while, 
But turning smiled a grim hard smile 
To see the carle his pieces count 
Still weeping: so did all men mount 
And turning round into the wood 
Forgat him and his drearihood, 
And soon were far off from the hut. 

Then coming out, the door he shut 
Behind him, and adown a glade, 
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Towards a rude hermitage he made The man born 
To fetch the priest unto his need, to be king 
To bury her and say her bede. 
So when all things that he might do 
Were done aright, heavy with woe, 
He left the woodland hut behind 
To take such chance as he might find 
In other lands, forgetting all 
That in that forest did befall. 

But through the wild wood rode the King, 
Moody and thinking on the thing, 
And weighted yet by hovering fear; 
Till now, when they had drawn anear 
The open country, and could see 
The road run on from close to lea, 
And lastly by a wooden bridge 
A long way from that heathy ridge 
Cross over a deep lowland stream, 
Then in his eyes there came a gleam, 
And his hand fell upon his sword, 
And turning round to squire and lord 
He said: “Ride, sirs, the way is clear, 
Nor of my people have I fear, 
Nor do my foes range over wide; 
And for myself, fain would I ride 
Right slowly homewards through the fields 
Noting what thisand that one yields; 
While by my squire who bears the child 
Lightly my way shall be beguiled. 
For some nurse now he needs must have 
This tender life of his to save; 
And doubtless by the stream there is 
Some house where he may dwell in bliss, 
Till he grow old enough to learn 
How gold and glory he may earn; 
And grow, perchance, to bealord.” 
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With downcast eyes he spoke that word; 
But forth they galloped speedily, 
And hedrew rein and stood to see 
Their green coats lessening as they went. 
This man unto the other bent, 
Until mid dustand haze at last 
Into a wavering mass they passed; 
Then 'twixt the hedgerows vanished quite 
Just told of by the dust-cloud white 
Rolled upwards 'twixt the elm-trunks slim. 

Then turned the King about to him 
Who held the child, noting again 
The thing wherein he first had lain, 
And on one side of it could see 
A lion painted hastily 
In red upon a ground of white, 
As though of old it had been dight 
For some lord’s rough-wrought palisade; 
But naked mid the hay was laid 
The child, and had no mark or sign. 

Then said the King: “My ancient line 
Thou and thy sires through good and ill 
Have served, and unto thee my will 
Is law enough from day to day; 
Ride nigh me hearkening what I say.” 

He shook hisreinand side by side 
Down through the meadows did they ride, 
And opening all his heart, the King 
Told to the old man everything, 
Both of the Sage, and of hisdream. 
Withal, drawn nigh unto the stream, 
He said: ¢ Yet this shall never be, 
For surely as thou lovest me, 
Adown this water shall he float 
With this rough box for ark and boat, 
Then if mine old line he must spill 
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There let God save him if He will, The man born 
While I in no case shed his blood.” to be king 

“Yea,” said the squire, “thy words are good, 
For the whole sin shall lieon me, 
Who greater things would do for thee 
If need there were; yet note, I pray, 
It may be he will ’scape this day 
And live; and what wouldst thoudo then 
If thou shouldst meet him amongst men? 
I counsel thee tolethim go 
Since sure to nought thy will shall grow.” 

“Yea, yea,” the King said, “letall be 
That may be, if I once but see 
This ark whirl in the eddies swift 
Or tangled in the autumn drift 
And wrong side up.” 

But with that word 
- Their horse-hoofs on the plank he heard, 
And swift across the bridge he rode, 
And nigh the end of it abode, 
Then turned to watch the old squire stop, 
And leaning o’er the bridge-rail drop 
The luckless child ; he heard withal 
A muttered word and splashing fall 
And from the wakened child a cry, 
And saw the cradle hurrying by, 
Whirled round and sinking, but as yet 
Holding the child, nor overset. 
Now somewhat, soothly, at the sight 

Did the King doubt if he outright 
Had rid him of his feeble foe, 
But frowning did heturntogo 
Unto his home, nor knew indeed 
How better he might help his need; 
And as unto his house he rode 
Full little care for all he showed, 
But bade stark Samuel the squire 
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Unto his bridle-hand ride nigher, 
And talked to him of careless things, 
As unto such will talk great kings. 

But when unto his palace gate 
He came at last, thereby did wait 
The chamberlain with eager eyes 
Above his lips grown grave with lies, 
In haste to tell him that the Queen, 
While in the wild=wood he had been, 
Had borne a daughter unto him 
Strong, fair of face, and straight of limb. 
So well at ease and glad thereat 
His troubled dream he nigh forgat, 
His troubled waking, and theride 
Unto the fateful river side; 
Or thought of all as little things 
Unmeet to trouble souls of kings. 

So passed the days, so passed the years 
In such-like hopes, and such-like fears, 
And such-like deeds in field and hall 
As unto royal men befall; 
And fourteen years have passed away 
Since on the huddled brake he lay 
And dreamed that dream, remembered now 
Onceand again, when slow and slow 
The minutes of some sleepless night 
Crawl toward the dawning of the light. 

Remembered not on this sweet morn 
When to the ringing of the horn, 
Jingle of bitsand mingled shout 
Toward that same stream he rideth out 
To see his grey-winged falcons fly. 
So long he rode he drew anigh 
A mill upon theriver’s brim, 
That seemed a goodly place to him, 
For o’er the oily smooth millhead 
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There hung the apples growing red, The man born 
And many an ancient apple-tree to be king 
Within the orchard could he see, 
While the smooth mill walls whiteand black 
Shook to the great wheel's measured clack, 
And grumble of the gear within; 
While o’er the roof that dulled that din 
The doves sat crooning half the day, 
And round the half-cut stack of hay 
The sparrows fluttered twittering. 

There smiling stayed the joyous King, 
And since the autumn noon was hot 
Thought good anigh the pleasant spot 
To dine that day, and therewith sent 
To tell the miller his intent: 
Who held the stirrup of the King, 
Bareheaded, joyful at the thing, 
While from his horse he lit adown, 
Then led him o’er an elm-beam brown, 
New cut in February tide, 
That crossed the stream from side to side. 
So underneath the apple-trees 
The King sat careless, well at ease 
And ate and drank right merrily. 

To whom the miller drew anigh 
Among the courtiers, bringing there 
Such as he could of country fare, 
Green yellowing plums from off his wall, 
Wasp-bitten pears, the first to fall 
From off the wavering spire-like tree, 
Junkets, and cream and fresh honey. 

Smiling, the King regarded him, 
For he was round-paunched, short of limb, 
Red-faced, with long, lank flaxen hair; 
But with him wasa boy, right fair, 
Grey-eyed and yellow-haired, most like 
Unto some Michael who doth strike 
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The dragon on a minster wall, 
So sweet-eyed was he, and withal 
So fearless of all things he seemed. 
But when he saw him the King deemed 
He scarce could be the miller's kin, 
And laughing said: “Hast thou within 
Thy dusty mill the dame who bore 
This stripling in the days of yore, 
For fain were I to see her now, 
If she beliker him than thou?” 

“Sire,” said the miller, “that may be, 
And thou my dame shalt surely see; 
But for the stripling, neither I 
Begat him, nor my wife did lie 
In labour when the lad was born, 
But as an outcast and forlorn 
We found him fourteen years to-day, 
So quick the time has worn away.” 

Then the King, hearkening what he said, 
A vanished day remembered, 
And troubled grew his face thereat; 
But while he thought of thisand that 
The man turned from him andwas gone, 
And by him stood the lad alone; 
At whom he gazed, and as their eyes 
Met, a great horror "gan arise 
Within his heart, and back he shrank 
And shuddering a deep draught he drank, 
Scarce knowing if his royal wine 
He touched, or juice of some hedge-vine. 

But as his eyes he lifted up 
From off his jewelled golden cup, 
Once more the miller drew anigh, 
By whom his wife went timidly 
Bearing some burden in herhand; 
So when before him shedid stand 
And he beheld her worn and old, 
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And black-haired, then that hair of gold, The man born 
Grey eyes, firm lips and round cleft chin, to be king 
Brought stronger memory of hissin. 

But the carle spake: “Dame, tell the King 
How this befell, a little thing 
The thoughts of such great folk to hold; 
Speak out, and fear not to be bold.” 
“My tale,” she said, “is short enow, 

For this day fourteen years ago 
Along this river-side I rode 
From market to our poor abode, 
Where dwelt we far from other men, 
Since thinner was the country then 
Than now itis; soas I went 
And wearied o'er my panniers bent, 
From out the streama feeble cry 
I heard, and therewith presently 
From off my mule’s back could I see 
This boy who standeth here by thee, 
A naked, new-born infant, laid 
In a rough ark that had been stayed 
By a thick tangled bed of weed; 
So pitying the youngling’s need, 
Dismounting, did I wade for him 
Waist deep, whose ark now scarce did swim, 
And he, with cold and misery 
And hunger, was at point to die. 
Withal, I bare him to the mill 
And cherished him, and had good will 
To bring the babe up as mine own; 
Since childless were we and alone, 
And no one came to father it. 
So oft have I rejoiced to sit 
Beside the fire and watch him play. 
And now, behold him! but some day 
I look to lose him, for, indeed, 
I deem he comes of royal seed, 
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Unmeet for us: and now, my lord, 
Hast thou heard every foolish word 
About my son, this boy, whose name 
Is Michael soothly, since he came 
To us this day nigh Michaelmas. 
See, sire, the ark wherein he was! 
Which I have kept.” 

Therewith she drew 
A cloth away; but the King knew, 
Long ere she moved, what he should see, 
Nor looked, but seeming carelessly 
Leaned on the board and hid his eyes. 
But at the last did he arise 
And saw the painted lion red, 
Not faded, well remembered; 
Withal he thought: “And who of these 
Were with me then amongst the trees 
To see this box?” But presently 
He thought again that none but he 
And the grey squire, old Samuel, 
That painting could have noted well; 
Since Samuel his cloak had cast 
About it, and therewith had passed 
Throughout the forest on that day, 
And not till all were well away 
Had drawn it off before the King. 
But changed and downcast at the thing 
He left the lovely autumn place, 
Still haunted by the new-found face 
Of his old foe, and back he rode 
Unto his ancient rich abode, 
Forcing but dismal merriment 
As midst his smiling lords he went; 
Who yet failed not to note his mood, 
So changed: and some men of the wood 
Remembered them, but said not aught, 
Yea, trembled lest their hidden thought 
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Some bird should learn and carry it. The man born 
The morrow come, the King did sit to be king 

Alone, to talk with Samuel, 
Who yet lived, gathering wage for hell. 
He from the presence in a while 
Came forth, and with his ugly smile 
He muttered: “Well betide me then, 
St. Peter! they are lucky men 
Who serve no kings, since they indeed 
May damn themselves each for his need. 
And will not he outlive this day 
Whom the deep water could not slay, 
Ere yet his lips had tasted food?” 
With that a horse, both strong and good, 
He gat of the King’s equerry, 
And toward the mill rode speedily. 

There Michael by the mill-tail lay, 
Watching the swift stream snatch away 
His float from midst the careless dace; 
But thinking of the thin, dark face, 
That yesterday all men he saw 
Gaze at with seeming love and awe; 
Nor had he, wondering at the lords, 
Lost one word of the housewife’s words; 
And still he noted that the King 
Beheld him as a wondrous thing, 
Strange to find there: so in his heart 
He thought to play some royal part 
In this wild play of life, and made 
Stories, wherein great words he said, 
And did great deeds in desperate fight. 
But midst these thoughts there came in sight 
He who had carried him of yore, 
From out the woodman’s broken door, 
Dressed like a king’s man, with fine gold 
Touching his hard brown hands and old, 
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So was his sleeve embroidered; 
A plumed hat had he on his head, 
And by his side a cutting sword 
Fit for the girdle of a lord; 
And round his neck a knife he bore, 
The hilt whereof was figured oer 
With green leaves ona golden ground, 
Whose stem a silver scroll enwound; 
Charged with these letters, writ in black: 
Strike! for no dead man cometh back! 

The boy gazed at him earnestly, 
With beating heart, as he drew nigh. 
And when at last he drew his rein 
Beside him, thought that not in vain 
His dream might be. But Samuel 
Below his breath said: “Surely well 
Shalt thou fulfil thy destiny; 
And, spite of all, thou wilt not die 
Till thou hast won the archéd crown?” 

But with that word he lighted down, 
And said aloud: “Lad, tell to me 
Where the good miller I may see, 
For from the King I come to-day, 
And have a word of his to say; 
I think, indeed, concerning thee, 
For surely thou his lad must be.” 

Then Michael leapt up, nor took heed 
Of how the nibbling dace might feed 
Upon the loose ends of his bait. 
“Fair sir,” he said, “my sire doth wait 
Until men bring his mare from grass, 
For to the good town will he pass, 
Since he has need of household gear; 
Follow, my lord, the place is here.” 

Withal, the good steed being made fast, 
Unto the other side they passed, 
And by the door the miller found, 
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Who bowed before him to the ground, The man born 
And asked what he would have him do. to be king 
Then from his bosom Samuel drew 
A scroll, and said: “Good friend, read here, 
And do my bidding without fear 
Of doing ll.” 

“Sir,” said the man, 
“But little lettered skill I can; 
Let my dame come, for she can read 
Weli-written lettersat good need.” 

“Nay, friend,” he said, “suffice it thee 
This seal at the scroll’s end to see, 
My lord the King’s; and hear my word, 
That I come hither from my lord 
Thy foundling lad to have away 
To serve the King from thissame day.” 

Downcast the miller looked thereat, 
And twisting round his dusty hat, 
Said: “Well, my lord, so must it be, 
Nor ishe aught akin to me, 
Nor seems so: none the less would I 
Have left him, when I came to die, 
All things T have, with this my mill, 
Wherein he hath no ’prentice skill, 
Young as heis: and surely here 
Might he have lived, with little fear, 
A life of plenty and of bliss. 
Near by, too, a fair maid theres, 
I looked should be good wife to him.” 

Meanwhile young Michaels head "gan swim 
With thoughts of noble life and praise; 
And he forgat the happy days 
Wherein the happy dreams he dreamed 
That now so near fulfilment seemed; 
And looking through the open mill, 
Stared at the grey and windy hill
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And saw it not, but some fair place 
Made strange with many a changing face, 
And all his life that was to be. 

But Samuel, laughing scornfully, 
Said: “O good soul, thou thinkest then 
This is a life for well-born men, 
As deems our lord this youngling is— 
Tell me, good lad, where lies thy bliss?” 

But Michael turned shamefaced and red, 
Waked from his dream, and stammering said: 
“Fair sir, my life is sweet and good, 
And John, the ranger of the wood, 
Saith that I draw so good a bow, 
That] shall have full skill enow 
Ere many months have passed me by 
To join the muster, and to try 
To win the bag of florins white 
That folk, on Barnaby the bright, 
Shoot for within the market town, 
Sir, please you to look up and down 
The weedy reaches of our stream, 
And note the bubbles of the bream, 
And see the great chub take the fly, 
And watch the long pike basking lie 
Outside the shadow of the weed. 
Withal there come unto our need 
Woodcock and snipe when swallows go; 
And now the water-hen flies low 
With feet that well-nigh touch the reeds, 
And plovers cry about the meads, 
And the stares chatter; certes, sir, 
Itis a fair place all the year.” 

Eyeing him grimly, Samuel said: 
“Thou show’st churl’s breeding, by my head, 
In foul despite of thy fair face! 
Take heart, for toa better place 
Thou goest now. Miller, farewell, 
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Nor need’st thou to the neighbours tell The man born 
The noble fortunes of the lad; to be king 
For, certes, he shall not be glad 
To know them in a year or twain. 
Yet shall thy finding not be vain, 
And thou mayst bless it; for behold 
This bag wherein is store of gold; 
Take it and let thy hinds go play, 
And grind no corn for many a day, 
For it would buy thy mill and thee.” 

He turned to go, but pensively 
Stood Michael; for his broken dream 
Doubtful and far away did seem 
Amidst the squire’s rough mockeries; 
And tears were gathering in his eyes. 
But the kind miller’s rough farewell 
Rang in his ears; and Samuel 
Stamped with his foot and plucked his sleeve; 
So therewithal he turned to leave 
His old abode, the quiet place, 
Trembling, with wet and tearful face. 

But even as he turned there came 
From out the house the simple dame 
And cast rough arms about the lad, 
Saying: “For that I havebeen glad 
By means of thee this many a day, 
My mourning heart this hour doth pay. 
But, fair son, mayst thou live in bliss 
And die in peace; remembering this, 
When thou art come to high estate, 
That in our house, early and late, 
The happy house that shall be sad, 
Thou hadst the best of all we had 
And love unfeignéd from us twain, 
Whose hearts thou madest young again, 
Hearts that the quicker old shall grow 
Now thou art gone.” 

131



The man born 
to be king 

“Good dame,enow,” 
Quoth Samuel, “ the day grows late, 
And sure the King for meat shall wait 
Until he see this new-found lord.” 
He strode away upon that word; 
And half ashamed and half afeard, 
Yet eager as his dream he neared, 
Shyly the lad went after him. 
They crossed the stream and by its brim 
Both mounted the great warhorse grey 
And without word they rode away. 

Butasalong the rivers edge 
They went, and brown birds in the sedge 
Twittered their sweet and formless tune 
In the fair autumn afternoon, 
And reach by reach the well-known stream 
They passed, again the hopeful dream 
Of one too young to think death near, 
Who scarce had learned the name of fear, 
Remorseful memories put to flight; 
Lovely the whole world showed and bright. 
Nor did the harsh voicerouse again 
The thought of mockery or of pain, 
For other thoughts held Samuel. 

So, riding silently and well, 
They reached at last the dusty road 
That led unto the King’s abode. 
But Samuel turned away his face 
Therefrom,and ata steady pace 
The great horse thundered o’er the bridge, 
And made on toward the heathy ridge, 
Wherefrom they rode that other day. 
But Michael, noting well the way, 
Why thus they went, fell wondering, 
And said aloud: “ Dwells then the King, 
Fair sir, as now within the wood?” 
132



“Young fool, where that it seems him good ‘The man born 
He dwelleth,” quoth old Samuel, to be king 
“ And now it pleaseth him to dwell 
With the black monks across the wood.” 

Withal he muttered in his hood: 
“Curst be the King, and thou also, 
Who thrust me out such deeds todo, 
When I should bide at home to pray, 
Who draw so nigh my ending day.” 
So saying, forth his horse he spurred 
And to himself said yet this word: 
“Yea, yea, and of all days forlorn 
God curse the day when I was born.” 

Therewith he groaned; yet saying thus 
His case seemed hard and piteous, 
When he remembered how of old 
Another tale he might have told. 

So as each thought his own thoughts still, 
The horse began to breast the hill, 
And still they went on higher ground, 
Until as Michael turned him round 
He saw the sunny country-side 
Spread out before him far and wide, 
Golden amidst its waning green, 
Joyous with varied life unseen. 
Meanwhile from side to side of them 
The trees began their way to hem, 
Asstill hegazed from treeto tree, 
And when he turned back presently 
He saw before him like a wall 
Uncounted tree-trunks dim and tall. 
Then with their melancholy sound 
The odorous spruce-woods met around 
Those wayfarers, and when he turned 
Once more, far off the sunlight burned 
In star-like spots, while from o’erhead 
Dim twilight through the boughs was shed. 
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Not thereas yet had Michael been, 
Nor had he left the meadows green 
Dotted about with spreading trees, 
And fresh with sun and rain and breeze, 
For those mirk woods; and now his eyes 
Gazed round about for mysteries. 
Since many an old wife’s tale he knew; 
Huge woodcutters in raiment blue, 
The remnant of a mighty race, 
Theancient masters of the place, 
And hammering trolls he looked to see, 
And dancers of the faérie, 
Who, as the ancient stories told, 
In front were lovely to behold, 
But empty shells seen from behind. 

So on they rode until the wind 
Had died out, stifled by the trees, 
And Michael mid those images 
Of strange things made alive by fear, 
Grew drowsy in the forest drear; 
Nor noted how the time went past 
Until they nigh had reached at last 
The borders of the spruce-tree wood; 
And with a tingling of the blood 
Samuel bethought him of the day 
When turned about the other way 
He carried him he rode with now. 
For the firs ended on the brow 
Ofarough gravelly hill, and there 
Lay a small valley nowise fair 
Beneath them, clear at first of all 
Butbrake, till amid rushes tall 
Down in the bottom alders grew 
Crabbed and rough; and winding through 
The clayey mounds a brook there was 
Oozy and foul, half choked with grass. 
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There now the squire awhile drew rein, ‘The man born 
And noted how the ground again to be king 
Rose up upon the other side, 
And saw a green glade opening wide 
"T'wixt oaks and hollies, and he knew 
Full well what place itled unto; 
Withal he heard the bittern’s boom, 
And though without the fir-wood’s gloom 
They now were come, yet red and low 
The sun above the trees did show, 
And in despite of hardihead, 
The old squire had a mortal dread 
Of lying in the wood alone 
When that was done that should be done. 

Now Michael, wakened by the wind, 
Clutched tighter at the belt behind, 
And with wide eyes was staring round 
When Samuel said: © Get to the ground, 
My horse shall e’en sink deep enow 
Without thy body, in this slough; 
And haste thee, or we both shall lie 
Beneath the trees, and beas dry 
Asautumn dew can make us. Haste! 
The time is short for thee to waste.” 

Then from the horse the boy did glide, 
And slowly down the valley side 
They went, and Michael, wakened now, 
Sang such rude songs as he might know, 
Grown fresh and joyous of his life; 
While Samuel, clutching at the knife 
About his neck that hung, again 
Down in the bottom tightened rein, 
And turning, in a hoarse voice spake: 
“My girths are loosening, come and take 
The straps and draw them tighter, lad.” 

Then Michael stayed his carol glad, 
And noting little in hismirth 
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The other’s voice, unto the girth 
Without a word straight set his hand: 
But as with bent head he did stand, 
Straining to tighten what was tight, 
In Samuel's hand the steel flashed bright, 
And fell, deep smitten in his side; 
Then, leaping back, the poor lad cried 
As if for help, and staggering fell, 
With wide eyes fixed on Samuel; 
Who none the less grown deadly pale, 
Lit down, lest that should not avail 
To slay him, and beside him knelt, 
And since his eyes were closed now, felt 
His heart that beat yet: therewithal 
His hand upon the knife did fall. 
But, ere his fingers clutched it well, 
Far off he seemed to hear a bell, 
And trembling knelt upright again, 
And listening, listened not in vain, 
For clear he heard a tinkling sound. 
Then to his horse from off the ground 
He leapt, nor reasoned with his dread 
But thought the angel of the dead 
Was drawing nigh the slayer to slay, 
Ere scarce the soul had passed away. 
One dreadful moment yet he heard 
That bell, then like a madman spurred 
His noble horse; that, maddened too, 
The close-set fir-wood galloped through, 
Not stayed by any stock or stone, 
Until, the furious race being done, 
Anigh the bridge he fell down dead; 
And Samuel, mazed with guilt and dread, 
Wandered afoot throughout the night, 
But came, at dawning of the light, 
Half-dead unto the palace gate. 

There till the opening did he wait; 
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Then, by the King’s own signet-ring, The man born 
He gained the chamber of the King, to be king 
And painfully what he had done 
He told, and how the thing had gone. 
And said withal: “ Yet is he dead, 
And surely that which made my dread 
Shall give thee joy: for doubt not aught 
That bell the angels to him brought, 
That he in Abraham's breast might lie, 
So ends, O King, the prophecy.” 

Nathless the King scowled, ill content, 
And said: “I deemed that I had sent 
A man of war to do my will, 
Who lacked for neither force nor skill, 
And thou com’st with a woman's face, 
Bewildered with thy desperate race, 
And made an idiot with thy fear, 
Nor bring’st me any token here!” 

Therewith he rose and gat away; 
But brooding on it through that day, 
Thought that all things went not so ill 
As first he deemed, and that he still 
Might leave his old line flourishing. 
Therewith both gold and many a thing 
Unto old Samuel] he gave, 
But failed thereby his life to save; 
Who, not so old in years as sin, 
Died ere the winter, and within 
The minster choir was laid asleep, 
With carven saints his head to keep. 

And so the days and years went by, 
And still in great felicity 
The King dwelt, wanting only this— 
A son wherewith to share his bliss, 
And reign when he was dead and gone. 
Nor had he daughter, save that one 
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Born on the night when Michael first, 
Forlorn, alone, and doubly cursed, 
Felt on him this world’s bitter air. 

This daughter, midst fair maids most fair 
Was not yet wed, though at this time, 
Being come unto her maiden’s prime, 
She looked upon her eighteenth May. 
Midst this her mother passed away, 
Not much lamented of the King, 
Who had the thought of marrying 
Some dame more fertile, and who sent 
A wily man with this intent 
To spy the countries out and find 
Some great king's daughter, wise and kind, 
And fresh and fair in face and limb, 
In all things a fit mate for him. 

So in short time it came to pass 
Again the King well wedded was, 
And hoped once more to have a son. 
And when this fair dame he had won, 
A year in peace he dwelt with her, 
Until the time was drawing near 
When first his eyes beheld that foe, 
Dead as he deemed these years ago. 
Now at that time, as custom was, 
His daughter was about to pass 
Unto a distant house of his, 
Built by some king for worldly bliss 
In ancient days: there, far removed 
From courts or towns, his dame beloved 
The dead king had been wont to see 
Play mid the summer greenery; 
Or like Erigone of old 
Stand in the vineyards girt with gold, 
To queen it o’er the vintagers, 
Half worshipping that face of hers. 
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Long yearsagone these folk were passed, The man born 
Their crimes forgotten, or else cast to be king 
Into the glowing crucible 
Of time, that tempers all things well, 
That maketh pleasure out of pain, 
And out of ruin golden gain; 
Nathless, unshaken still, there stood 
The towersand ramparts red as blood 
Wherein their lives had passed away; 
And still the lovely gardens lay 
About them, changed but smiling still, 
As in past time, on good or ill, 

Thither the Princess Cecily 
Must goawhile in peace to be; 
For now, midst careand doubtand toil, 
Proud words drawn back, and half-healed broil, 
The King had found one meet to wed 
His daughter, of great goodlihead, 
Wealth and unbroken royalty. 
And now he said to her, when she 
Was setting out for that fair place: 
“QO daughter, thou shalt see my face 
Before a month is fully gone, 
Nor wilt thou see me then alone; 
For that man shall be with me then 
Whom | have chosen from all men 
To hold the treasure of my life. 
Full sore he longs to see his wife, 
Nor needst thou fear him for thy part, 
Who holdeth many a woman's heart 
As the net holds the silvery fish. 
Farewell, and all that thou mayst wish 
I pray God grant thee.” 

Therewithal 
He kissed her, and from out the hall 
She passed, not shamefaced, or afraid 
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Of what might happen; though, indeed, 
Her heartof no man’s heart had need 
To make her happy, as she thought. 

Ever the new sun daily brought 
Fresh joy of life to her bedside; 
The warld before her open wide 
Was spread, a place for joy and bliss. 
Her lips had trembled with no kiss, 
Wherewith love slayeth fear and shame; 
Her grey eyes, conscious of no blame, 
Beheld unmoved the eyes of men; 
Her hearing grew no dimmer when 
Some unused footstep she might hear; 
And unto no man was she dear, 
But as some Goddess might have been 
‘When Greek men worshipped many a queen. 

Now with her armed folk forth she rode 
Unto that ancient fairabode, 
And while the lark sang o’er the corn, 
Love gilded not the waning morn; 
And when the sun rose high above, 
High thoughts she thought, but not of love; 
And when that sun the world did leave, 
He left no love to light the eve. 
The moon no melancholy brought, 
The dawn no vain, remorseful thought. 
But all untroubled her sweet face 
Passed "neath the gate of that old place, 
And there her bridegroom she abode. 

But scarce was she upon the road 
Ere news unto the King was brought 
That Peter, the old Abbot, sought 
To see him, having newly come 
From the wild place that was his home 
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Across the forest; so the King The man born 
Bade him to enter, well willing to be king 
To hear what he might have to say; 
Who, entering the great hall straightway, 
Had with him an old, reverend man, 
The sub-prior, Father Adrian, 
And five monks more, and therewithal 
Ten of his folk,stout men and tall, 
Who bore armed staves and coats of fence. 

So when he came toaudience, 
He prayed the King of this or that, 
Whereof my tale-teller forgat, 
And graciously the King heard all 
And said at last: “ Well, what may fall, 
Thou go’st not hence, fair lord, to-day; 
Unless in vain a king must pray, 
Thou and thy monks shall eat with me; 
While feast thine axe-men merrily.” 

Withal, he eyed the Abbot’s folk, 
In careless mood, then once more spoke: 

~ “Tall men thou feedest, by the rood, 
Lord Abbot! come they from the wood? 
Dwell many more such thereabout? 
Fain were I such should swell the shout 
When I am armed and rank meets rank.” 

But as he spoke his loud voice sank 
Wavering, nor heard heaughtat all 
Of the faint noises of the hall, 
Or what the monk in answer said; 
For, looking from a steel-clad head, 
Those eyes again did he behold, 
That erst from "neath the locks of gold 
Kindly and bold, but soft with awe, 
Beneath the apple-boughs he saw. 

But when thereof he surely knew, 
Pale to the very lips he grew; 
Till gathering heart within a while, 
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With the faint semblance of a smile 
He seemed to note the Abbot’s words 
That he heard not; then from the lords 
He turned, and facing Michael said: 
“Raise up the steel cap from thine head, 
That I may see if thou look’st bold; 
Methinks, I know thy face of old; 
Whence com’st thou?” 

Michael lifted straight 
From off his brow the steel cap’s weight, 
And showed the bright locks curling round 
His fresh and ruddy face, sun-browned, 
Andina voice clearasa bell 
Told all his story, till he fell 
Sore wounded in that dismal vale; 
And said withal: “My lord, the tale 
Of what came after, none knoweth 
Better than he who, from ill death 
Saved me that tide, and made me man, 
My lord, the sub-prior Adrian.” 

“Speak on then, father,” quoth the King, 
Making as he was hearkening. 
“My lord,” said Adrian, “I, who then 

Was but a server of poor men, 
Outside our Abbey walls, one day 
Was called by one in poor array, 
A charcoal-burner’s lad, who said 
That soon his father would be dead, 
And that of all things he would have 
His rights, that he his soul might save. 
I made no tarrying at that word, 
But took between mine hands the Lord, 
And bade the boy bear forth the bell; 
For though few folk there were to tell 
Who passed that way, nathless, I trow 
The beasts were glad that news to know. 

“Well, by the pinewood’s skirts we went 
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While through its twilight the bell sent The man born 
A heavenly tinkling; but thelad to be king 
"Gan telling me of fears he had 
Of elves who dwell within the wood. 
I chid him thereat, as was good, 
Bidding him note Whom in mine hands 
I held, The Ransom of all lands. 
But as the firwood’s dim twilight 
Waxed into day, and fair and bright 
The evening sun showed through the trees, 
Our ears fanned by the evening breeze 
The galloping of horse-hoofs heard, 
Wherewith my page hung back, afeard 
Of elves and such-like; but I said: 
‘Wilt thou thy father should be dead 
Ere we can reach him? O my son, 
Fear not that aught can stay This One.’ 

“Therewith 1 smote my mule, and he 
Ran forward with me hastily 
As fearing to be left behind. 
Well, as we went, what should we find 
Down by the stream, but this my son, 
Who seemed as though his days were done; 
Forin his side a knife there stood 
Wherefrom ran out a stream of blood, 
Soaking the grass and water-mint; 
Then, 1 dismounting, we by dint 
Of all our strength the poor youth laid 
Upon my mule, and down aglade 
Of oaks and hollies then we passed, 
And reached the woodman’s home at last; 
A poor hut, built of wattled wood, 
And by its crooked gable stood 
A ruinous shed, unroofed and old, 
That beasts of burden once did hold: 
— Thyself, my lord, mayst know it well, 
Since thereabout the wild swine dwell; 
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And hartand hind and roe are there— 
So the lad’s wounds I staunched with care 
Forthwith, and then the man I shrived, 
Who none the less got well and lived 
For many a day: then back I went 
And the next day our leech I sent 
With drugs to tend upon the lad, 
Who soon was as he ne’er had had 
A hurtat all: and he being well, 
We took him in our house to dwell, 
And taught him letters, and indeed 
Before long, Latin could he read 
As well as I; but hath no will 
To turn unto religion still. 
Yet is he good and doth no wrong; 
And being thereto both hale and strong, 
My lord the Abbot sayeth of him: 
‘He shall serve God with heart and limb, 
Not heart and voice.” Therefore, my lord, 
Thou seest him armed with spear and sword 
For their defence who feed him still, 
Teach him and guard his soul from ill, 
Ho, Michael | hast thou there with thee 
The fair-wrought knife I first did see 
Deep in thy side? there, show it now 
Unto the King, that he may know 
Our tale is not a thing of nought.” 

Withal the King, with eyes distraught 
Amidst his anxious face and pale, 
Sat leaning forward through this tale, 
Scarce noting here and there a word. 
But all being told, at last he heard 
His own voice changed and harsh and low, 
That said: “Fair lord, I fain would know, 
Since this your man-at-arms seems true, 
What thing will he be worth to you; 
For better had he wear my rose 
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Than loiter in your Abbey-close, The man born 
Poring o’er books no man can read.” to be king 

“Q sire!” the monk said, “if thy need 
Be great of such men, let him go; 
My men-at-arms need make no show 
Of fairness, nor should ladies miss, 
E’en as thou say’st, such men as this.” 

Laughing he spoke; the King the while 
His pale face puckering to a smile; 
Then, as in some confuséd dream, 
In Michael's hand he saw the gleam 
Of that same steel remembered well, 
The gift he gave to Samuel; 
Drawn from his father’s ancient chest 
To do that morn hisown behest. 
And as he now beheld its sheen, 
The twining stem of gold and green, 
The white scroll with the letters black, 
Strike! for no dead man cometh back! 
He hardened yet his heart once more, 
And grown unhappy as before 
When last he had that face in sight, 
Now for the third time come to light, 
Once more was treacherous, fierce and fell. 

Now was the Abbot feasted well 
With all his folk, then went away; 
But Michael clad in rich array 
Became the King’s man and was thought 
By all most happy, to be brought 
Unto such hopeful fair estate. 

For ten days yet the King did wait, 
Which past, for Michael did he send, 
And he being come, said to him: “Friend, 
Take now this letter from my hand 
And go unto our southern land; 
My captain Hugh shall go with thee 
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For one day’s journey, then shall he 
Tell thee which way thou hast to ride; 

The third day thence about noontide 
If thou dost well, thou shouldst be close 
Unto my Castle of the Rose 
Where dwells my daughter; needs itis 
That no man living should see this 
Until that thou within my wall 
Hast given it to the seneschal; 
Be wise and wary then, that thou 
Mayst think of this that happeneth now 
As birthday to thine high estate.” 

So said he, knowing not that fate 
Was dealing otherwise than he. 

But Michael going, presently 
Met Hugh, a big man rough and black, 
And who of nought but words had lack; 
With him he mounted, and set forth 
And daylong rode on from the north. 

Now if the King had hope that Hugh 
Some deed like Samuel’s might do 
I know not; certes nought he said 
To that hard heart and narrow head, 
Who knew no wiles but wiles of war, 
And was as true as such menare; 
Yet had there been a tale to tell 
If Michael had not held him well, 
And backward still the wrath had turned 
Wherewith his heart not seldom burned 
At scornful words his fellow said. 

At last they reached cross-ways that led 
One west, one southward still, whereat 
Hugh, taking off his feathered hat, 
Bowed low in scorn, and said: “Fair sir, 
Unto the westward must [ spur, 
While you go southward, soon to get, 
I doubt not, an earl’scoronet; 
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Farewell, my lord, and yet beware The man born 
Thou dost not at my lady stare to be king 
Too hard, lest thou shouldst plumb the moat 
Or have a halter round thy throat.” 

But Michael to hisscoff said nought, 
But upon high things set his thought 
As his departing hooves he heard. 
And still betwixt the hedgerows spurred, 
And when the twilight was o’erpast 
At a small inn drew rein at last, 
And slept that night as such folk can; 
And while next morn the thrushes ran 
Their first course through the autumn dew 
The gossamers did he dash through, 
And on his way rode steadily 
Thelive-long day; nor yet was he 
Alone, as well might be that day, 
Since a fair town was in his way. 
Stout hinds he passed, and yeomen good, 
And friars of the heavy hood; 
And white-coifed housewives mounted high 
Above their maunds, while merrily 
The well-shod damsel trudged along 
Beside them, sending forth a song 
As little taught as is a bird's; 
And goodmen, goodwives, priests and herds 
And merry maids failed not to send 
Good wishes for his journey’s end 
Athwart him as still on he sped, 
Free from all evil thoughts or dread. 

Withal again the day went by, 
And in that city’s hostelry 
He slept, and by the dawn of day 
Next morn again was on his way, 
And leaving the scarce wakened street 
The newly risen sun did greet 
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With cheerful heart. His way wound on 
Still up and up, till he had won 
Up to a great hill’s chalky brow, 
Whence looking back he saw below 
The town spread out, church, square and street 
And baily, crawling up the feet 
Of the long yew-besprinkled hill; 
And in the fragrant air and still, 
Seeming to gain new life from it, 
The doves from roof to roof did flit: 
The early fires sent up their smoke 
That seemed to him to tell of folk 
New wakened unto great delight: 
For he upon that morning bright 
So joyous felt, so free from pain, 
He seemed as he were born again 
Into some new immortal state 
That knew no envy, fear, or hate. 

Now the road turned to his left hand 
And led him through a table-land, 
Windy and barren of all grain; 
But where a hollow specked the plain 
The yew-trees hugged the sides of it, 
And mid them did the woodlark flit 
Or sang well sheltered from the wind; 
And all about the sheep did find 
Sweet grass, the while the shepherd’s song 
Rang clear as Michael sped along. 

Long time he rode, till suddenly, 
When now the sun was broad and high, 
From out a hollow where the yew 
Still guarded patches of the dew, 
He rode and saw that he had won 
That highland’s edge; he gazed upon 
A valley that beneath the haze 
Of that most fair of autumn days, 
Showed glorious; fair with golden sheaves, 
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Rich with the darkened autumn-leaves, The man born 
Gay with the water-meadows green, to be king 
The bright blue streams that lay between, 
The miles of beauty stretched away 
From that bleak hill-side bare and grey, 
Till white cliffs over slopes of vine 
Drew ’gainst the sky a broken line. 
And ’twixt the vineyardsand the stream 
Michael saw gilded spirelets gleam; 
For, hedged with many a flowery close, 
There lay the Castle of the Rose, 
His hurried journey’saimand end. 

Then downward he began to wend, 
And ’twixt the flowery hedges sweet 
He heard the hook smite down the wheat, 
And murmur of the unseen folk; 
But when he reached the stream that broke 
The golden plain, butleisurely 
He passed the bridge; for he could see 
The masters of that ripening realm, 
Cast down beneath an ancient elm 
Upon alittle strip of grass, 
From hand to hand the pitcher pass, 
While on the turf beside them lay 
The ashen-handled sickles grey, 
The matters of their cheer between: 
Slices of white cheese, specked with green, 
And green-striped onions and ryebread, 
And summer apples faintly red, 
Even beneath the crimson skin; 
And yellow grapes, well ripe and thin, 
Plucked from the cottage gable-end. 

And certes Michael felt their friend, 
Hearing their voices, nor forgot 
His boyhood and the pleasant spot 
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Beside the well-remembered stream; 
And friendly did this water seem 
As through its white-flowered weeds it ran 
Bearing good thingsto beastand man. 

Yea, as the parapet he passed, 
And they a greeting toward him cast, 
Once more he felt a boy again; 
As though beneath the harvest wain 
He was asleep, by that old stream, 
And all these things were but a dream— 
The King, the Squire, the hurrying ride 
Unto the lonely quagmire side; 
The sudden pain, the deadly swoon, 
The feverish life from noon to noon; 
The tending of the kind old man, 
The black and white Dominican, 
The hour before the Abbot's throne, 
The poring o’er old books alone 
In summer morns; the King again, 
‘The envious greetings of strange men, 
This mighty horseand rich array, 
This journey onan unknown way. 
Surely he thought to wake from it 
And once more by the waggon sit, 
Blinking upon the sunny mill. 

But not for either good or ill 
Shall he see one of all those days. 
On through the quivering noontide haze 
He rode, and now on either hand 
Heavy with fruit the trees did stand; 
Nor had he ridden long, ere he 
The red towers of the house could see 
Grey on the wind-beat southern side: 
And soon the gates thrown open wide 
He saw, the long-fixed drawbridge down, 
The moat with lilies overgrown, 
Midst which the gold-scaled fishes lay: 
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Such peace was there for many a day. The man born 
And deep within the archway’s shade to be king 
The warder on his cloak was laid, 
Dozing, one hand upon a harp; 
And nigh him a great golden carp 
Lay stiff, with all his troubles done, 
Drawn from the moat ere yet the sun 
Was high, and nigh him was his bane, 
Ananghing rod of Indian cane. 

Now hearing Michael's horse-hooves smite 
The causeway, shading from the light 
His eyes, as one scarce yet awake, 
He madea shift his spear to take, 
And, eyeing Michael’s badge the while, 
Rose up, and with alazy smile 
Said: ©“ Hol fair sir, abide, abide, 
And show why hitherward ye ride 
Unto my lady's royal home.” 
Said Michael: “From the King I come, 
As by my badge ye well may see; 
And letters have I here with me 
To give my lord the Seneschal.” 

“Yea,” said the man, “but in the hall 
He feasteth now; what haste is there? 
Certes full quickly cometh care; 
And sure I am he will not read 
Thy letters, or to aught give heed 
Till he has played out all the play, 
And every guest has gone away; 
So thou, O damoiseau, must wait; 
Tie up thine horseanigh the gate, 
And sit with me, and thou shalt hear 
“ The Kaiser lieth on his bier.’ 
Thou laughest; hast thou never heard 
Of this same valorous Red Beard, 
And how he died? Well, I can sing 
Of many another dainty thing,



‘The man born 

to be king 
Thou wilt not a long while forget, 
The budget is not empty yet— 
Peter! I think thou mockest me; 
But thou art young and fair perdie, 
I wish thee luck: well, thou mayst go 
And feel the afternoon wind blow 
Within Dame Bertha'’s pleasance here; 
She who was held so lief and dear, 
All this was built but for her sake; 
Who made the hearts of men to ache, 
And dying full of years and shame 
Yet left an unforgotten name. 
God rest her soul!” 

Michael the while 
Hearkened his talking with a smile, 
Then said: “O friend, 1 think to hear 
Both “The King lieth on his bier’ 
And many another song of thee, 
Ere I depart; but now show me 
The pleasance of the ancient queen; 
For these red towers above the green 
Seem like the gates of Paradise, 
That surely somewhere through them lies.” 

Then said the warder: “That may be 
If thou know’st what may come to thee. 
When past the drawbridge thou hast gone, 
Upon the left three steps of stone 
Lead to a path beneath the wall 
Of the great court, that folk now call 
The falconer’s path, nor canst thou miss 
Going thereby, to find the bliss 
Thou look’st for, since the path ends there, 
And through a wicket gilded fair 
The garden lies where thou wouldst be: 
Nor will I fail to come to thee 
Whene’er my Lord the Seneschal 
Shall pass well fed from out the hall.” 
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Then Michael, thanking him, passed on The man born 

And soon the gilded wicket won, to be king 
And went into that pleasance sweet, 
And wandered there with wary feet 
And open mouth, as though he deemed 
That in some lovely dream he dreamed, 
And feared to wake to common day, 
So fair was all;and ¢’en decay 
Brought there but pensive loveliness, 
Where autumn those old walls did bless 
With wealth of fruit, and through the grass 
Unscared the spring-born thrush did pass, 
Who yet knew nought of winter-tide. 

So wandering, to a fountain’s side 
He came, and o’er the basin hung 
Watching the fishes, as he sung 
Some song remembered from of old, 
Ere yet the miller won that gold. 
But soon made drowsy with his ride, 
And the warm hazy autumn-tide, 
And many a musical sweet sound, 
He cast him down upon the ground 
And watched the glittering water leap, 
Still singing low, nor thought to sleep. 

But scarce three minutes had gone by 
Before, as if in mockery, 
The starling chattered o’er his head, 
And nothing he remembered, 
Nor dreamed of aught that he had seen. 

Meanwhile unto that garden green 
Had come the Princess, and with her 
A maiden that she held right dear, 
Who knew the inmost of her mind. 
Those twain, as the warm scented wind 
Played with their raiment or their hair, 
Had late been running hereand there, 
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Chasing each other merrily, 
As maids do, thinking no one by; 
But now, well wearied therewithal, 
Had let their gathered garments fall 
About their feet, and slowly went, 
And through the leaves a murmur sent, 
As of two happy doves that sing 
The soft returning of the spring. 

But of the two the Princess spoke 
The less, but into laughter broke 
Not seldom, and would redden oft, 
Ason her lips her fingers soft 
She laid, as still the other maid, 
Half grave, half smiling, follies said. 

So in their walk they drew anigh 
That fountain in the midst, whereby 
Lay Michael sleeping, dreaming nought 
Of such fair things so nigh him brought. 
They, when the Foantain shaft was past, 
Beheld him on the ground down-cast, 
And stopped at first, until the maid 
Stepped lightly forward to the shade, 
And when she had gazed thereawhile 
Came running back again, a smile 
Parting her lips, and her bright eyes 
Afire with many fantasies; 
And erethe Lady Cecily 
Could speak a word: * Hush! hush!” said she; 
“Did I not say that he would come 
To woo thee in thy peaceful home 
Before thy father brought him here? 
Come, and behold him, have no fear! 
The great bell would not wake him now, 
Right in his ears.” 

«Nay, what dost thou?” 
The Princess said; “let us go hence; 
Thou know’st I give obedience 
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To what my father bids; but I The man born 
A maid full fain would live and die, to be king 
Since I am born to bea queen.” 

“Yea, yea, for such as thou hast seen, 
That may be well,” the other said. 
“But come now, come; for by my head 
This one must be from Paradise; 
Come swiftly then, if thou art wise, 
Ere aught can snatch him back again.” 

She caught her hand, and notin vain 
She prayed; for now some kindly thought 
To Ceaily’s brow fair colour brought, 
And quickly ‘gan her heart to beat 
Aslove drew near those eyes to greet, 
Who knew him not till that sweet hour. 

So over the fair, pink-edged flower, 
Softly she stepped ; but when she came 
Anigh the sleeper, lovely shame 
Casta soft mist before her eyes 
Full filled of many fantasies. 
But when she saw him lying there 
She smiled to see her mate so fair; 
And in her heart did Love begin 
To tell his tale, nor thought she sin 
To gaze on him that was her own, 
Not doubting he was come alone 
To woo her, whom midst arms and gold 
She deemed she should at first behold; 
And with that thought love grew again 
Until departing wasa pain, 
Though fear grew with that growing love, 
And with her lingering footsteps strove, 
As from the placeshe turned to go, 
Sighing and murmuring words but low. 
But as her raiment’s hem she raised, 
And for her merry fellow gazed 
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Shamefaced and changed, she met her eyes 
Turned grave and sad with ill surprise; 
Who while the Princess mazed did stand 
Had drawn from Michael's loosened band 
The King’s scroll, which she held out now 
To Cecily,and whispered low: 
“ Read, and do quickly what thou wilt; 
Sad, sad! such fair life to be spilt: 
Come further first.” 

With that they stepped 
A pace or two from where he slept, 
And then she read: 

“J .ord Seneschal, 
On thee and thine may all good fall; 
Greeting hereby the King sendeth, 
And biddeth thee to put to death 
His enemy who beareth this; 
And as thou lovest life and bliss, 
And all thy goods thou holdest dear, 
Set thou his head upon a spear 
A good half furlong from the gate, 
Our coming hitherward to wait— 
So perish the King’s enemies! ”’ 

She read, and scarcely had her eyes 
Seen clear her father’s name and seal, 
Ereall love’s power her heart did feel, 
That drew her back in spite of shame 
To him who was not €’en 2a name 
To her a little hour agone. 
Panting she said: *“ Wait thou alone 
Beside him, watch him carefully 
And let him sleep if none draw nigh; 
If of himself he waketh, then 
Hide him until I come again, 
When thou hast told him of the snare. 
If thou betrayest me, beware! 
For death shall be the least of all 
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The ills that on thine head shall fall. The man born 
What say I? thouart dear to me, to be king 
And doubly dear now shalt thou be; 
Thou shalt have power and majesty, 
And be more queen in all than [— 
Few words are best, be wise, be wise!” 

Withal she turned about her eyes 
Once more, and swiftly asa man 
Betwixt the garden trees she ran, 
Until, her own bower reached at last, 
She made good haste, and quickly passed 
Unto her secret treasury. 
There, hurrying since the time was nigh 
For folk to come from meat, she took 
From "twixt the leaves of a great book 
A royal scroll, signed, sealed, but blank, 
Then, with a hand that never shrank 
Or trembled, she the scroll did fill 
With these words, writ with clerkly skill: 
“Unto the Seneschal, Sir Rafe, 
Who holdeth our fair castle safe, 
Greeting and health! O well-beloved, 
Know that at this time we are moved 
To wed our daughter, so we send 
Him who bears this, our perfect friend, 
To be her bridegroom; so do thou 
Ask nought of him, since well we know 
His race and great nobility, 
And how he is most fit to be 
Our son; therefore make no delay, 
But wed the twain upon the day 
Thou readest this: and see that all 
Take oath to him, whate’er shall fall, 
To do his bidding as our heir; 
So doing still be lief and dear 
As I have held thee yet to be.” 
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She cast the pen down hastily 
At that last letter, for she heard 
How even now the people stirred 
Within the hall: nor dared she think 
What bitter potion she must drink 
If now she failed; so falsely bold 
That life or death did she enfold 
Within its cover, making shift 
To seal it with her father’s gift, 
A signet of cornelian. 

Then swiftly down the stairs she ran 
And reached the garden; but her fears 
Brought shouts and thunder to her ears, 
That were but lazy words of men 
Full-fed, far off ; nay, even when 
Her limbs caught up her flying gown 
The noise seemed loud enough to drown 
The twitter of the autumn birds, 
And her own muttered breathless words 
That to her heart seemed loud indeed. 

Yet therewithal she made good speed 
And reached the fountain seen of none, 
Where yet abode her friend alone, 
Watching the sleeper, who just now 
Turned in his sleep and muttered low. 
Therewith fair Agnes, saying nought 
From out her hand the letter caught; 

And, while she leaned against the stone, 
Stole up to Michael’s side alone, 
And with a cool, unshrinking hand 
Thrust the new scroll deep in his band 
And turned about unto her friend; 
Who having come unto the end 
Ofall her courage, trembled there 
With face upturned for fresher air, 
And parted lips grown grey and pale, 
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And limbs that now began to fail The man born 
And hands wherefrom all strength had gone, to be king 
Scarce fresher than the blue-veined stone 
That quivering still she strove to clutch. 

But when she felt her lady’s touch, 
Feebly she said: “Go! let me die 
And end this sudden misery 
That in such wise has wrapped my life. 
I am too weak for such a strife, 
So sick I am with shame and fear; 
Would thou hadst never brought me here!” 

But Agnes took her hand and said: 
“Nay, Queen, and must we three be dead 
Because thou fearest? all is safe 
If boldly thou wilt face Sir Rafe.” 

So saying, did she draw her hence, 
Past tree and bower and high pleached fence 
Unto the garden’s further end, 
And left her there and back did wend, 
And from the house made haste to get 
A gilded maund, wherein she set 
A flask of ancient island wine, 
Ripe fruits and wheaten manchets fine, 
And many such a delicate 
As Goddesses in old time ate, 
Ere Helen was a Trojan queen; 
So passing through the garden green 
She cast her eager eyesagain 
Upon the spot where he had lain, 
But found it empty, so sped on 
Till she at last the place had won 
Where Cecily lay, faint, weak and white 
Within that fair bower of delight. 

Her straight she made to eat and drink, 
And said: “See now thou dost not shrink 
From this thy deed; let love slay fear 
Now, when thy life shall grow so dear, 
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Each minute should seem loss to thee, 
If thou for thy felicity 
Couldst stay to count them; for I say, 
This day shall be thy happy day.” 

Therewith she smiled to see the wine 
Embraced by her fair fingers fine, 
And her sweet face grow bright again 
With sudden pleasure after pain. 

Again she spoke: “ What is this word 
That dreaming, I perchance have heard, 
But certainly remember well; 
That some old soothsayer did tell 
Strange things unto my lord the King, 
That on thy hand the spousal ring 
No Kaiser’s son, no King should set, 
But one a peasant did beget— 
What say’st thou?” 

But the Queen flushed red: 
“Such fables I have heard,” she said; 
“ And thou—is it a scathe to me, 
The bride of such a man to be?” 

“Nay,” said she, “ God will have him King; 
How shall we do a better thing 
With this or that one than He can; 
God's friend must be a goodly man.” 

But with that word she heard the sound 
Of folk who through the mazes wound 
Bearing the message; then she said: 
‘Be strong, pluck up thine hardihead, 
Speak little, so shall all be well, 
For now our own tale will they tell.” 

And even as she spoke they came, 
And all the green place was aflame 
With golden raiment of the lords; 
While Cecily, noting not their words, 
Rose up to go; and for her part, 
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By this had fate so steeled her heart, The man born 
Scarce otherwise she seemed, than when to be king 
She passed before the eyes of men 
At tourney or high festival. 
But when they now had reached the hall, 
And up its very steps they went, 
Her head a little down she bent; 
Nor raised it till the dais was gained, 
For fear that love some monster feigned 
To be a God, and she should be 
Smit by her own bolt wretchedly. 
But at the rustling, crowded dais 
She gathered heart her eyes to raise, 
And there beheld her love, indeed 
Clad in her father’s serving weed, 
But proud and flushed, and calm withal; 
Fearless of aught that might befall, 
Nor too astonied, for he thought: 
“From point to point my life is brought 
Through wonders till it comes to this; 
And trouble cometh after bliss, 
And I will bear all as I may, 
And ever as day passeth day, 
My life will hammer from the twain, 
Forging a long enduring chain.” 

But midst these thoughts their young eyes met, 
And every word did he forget 
Wherewith men name unhappiness 
As read again those words did bless 
With double blessings his glad ears. 
And if she trembled with her fears, 
And if with doubt and love and shame 
The rosy colour went and came 
In her sweet cheeks and smooth bright brow, 
Little did folk think of it now, 
But as of maiden modesty, 
Shamefaced to see the bridegroom nigh. 
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And now when Rafe the Seneschal 
Had read the message down the hall, 
And turned to her, quite calm again 
Her face had grown, and with no pain 
She raised her serious eyes to his 
Grown soft and pensive with his bliss, 
And said: 

Prince, thou art welcome here, 
Where all my father loves is dear; 
And full trust do I put in thee, 
For that so great nobility 
He knoweth in thee; be as kind 
As] would be to thee, and find 
A happy life from day to day, 
Till all our days are pastaway.” 

What more than found the bystanders 
He found within this speech of hers, 
I know not; some faint quivering 
In the last words; some little thing 
That checked the cold words’ even flow. 
But yet they set his heart aglow, 
And he in turn said eagerly: 

“Surely I count it nought to die 
For him who brought me unto this; 
For thee, who givest me this bliss; 
Yea, even dost me such a grace 
To look with kind eyes in my face, 
And send sweet music to my ears.” 

But at his words she, mazed with tears, 
Seemed faint, and failing quickly, when 
Above the low hum of the men 
Uprose the sweet bells’ sudden clang 
As men unto the chapel rang; 
While just outside the singing folk 
Into most heavenly carols broke, 
And going softly up the hall 
Boys bore aloft the verges tall 
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Before the Bishop’s gold-clad head. The man born 
Then forth his bride young Michael led, to be king 

And nought to him seemed good or bad 
Except the lovely hand he had; 
But she the while was murmuring low: 
“If he could know, if he could know, 
What love, what love his love should be!” 

But while mid mirth and minstrelsy 
Theancient Castle of the Rose 
Such pageant to the autumn shows, 
The King sits ill at ease at home; 
For in these days the tidings come 
That he who in his line should wed 
Lies in his own town stark and dead, 
Slain in a tumult of the street. 

Brooding on this he deemed it meet, 
Since nigh the day was come, when she 
Her bridegroom’s visage looked to see, 
To hold the settled day with her, 
And bid her at the least to wear 
Dull mourning guise for gold and white. 
So on another morning bright, 
When the whole promised month was past, 
He drew anigh the place at last 
Where Michael's dead head, looking down 
Upon the highway with a frown, 
He doubted not at last to see. 
So "twixt the fruitful greenery 
He rode, scarce touched by care the while, 
Humming a roundel with a smile. 

Withal, ere yet he drew anigh, 
He heard their watch-horn sound from high 
Nor wondered, for their wont was so, 
And well his banner they might know 
Amidst the stubble lands afar: 
But now a distant point of war ; 
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to be king 

He seemed to hear, and bade draw rein, 
But listening cried: “ Push on again! 
They do but send forth minstrelsy 
Because my daughter thinks to see 
The man who lieth on his bier.” 
So on they passed, till sharpand clear 
They heard the pipe and shrill fife sound; 
And restlessly the King glanced round 
To see what he had striven for, 
The crushing of that Sage’s lore, 
The last confusion of that fate. 
But drawn still nigher to the gate 
They turned a sharp bend of the road, 
And saw the pageant that abode 
The solemn coming of the King. 

For first on each side, maids did sing, 
Dressed in gold raiment; then there came 
The minstrels in their coats of flame; 
And then the many-coloured lords, 
The knights’ spears, and the swordsmen’s swords, 
Backed by the glittering wood of bills. 

So now, presaging many ills 
The King drew rein, yet none the less 
He shrank not from his hardiness, 
But thought: “ Well, at the worst I die, 
And yet perchance long life may lie 
Before me—1I will hold my peace; 
The dumb man’s borders still increase.” 

But as he strengthened thus his heart 
He saw the crowd before him part, 
And down the long melodious lane, 
Hand locked in hand, there passed the twain, 
As fair as any earth has found, 
Clad as kings’ children are and crowned. 
Behind them went the chiefest lords, 
And two old knights with sheathé¢d swords 
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The banners of the kingdom bore. The man born 
But now the King had pondered sore, to be king 

By when they reached him; though, indeed, 
The time was short unto his need, 
Betwixt his hearts first startled pang 
And those old banner-bearers’ clang 
Anigh his saddle-bow: but he 
Across their heads scowled heavily, 
Not saying aught awhile: at last, 
Ere any glance at them he cast, 
He said: “Whence come ye ? what are ye ? 
What play is this ye play tome?” 

Noneanswered; Cecily, faint and white, 
The rather Michael's hand clutched tight, 
And seemed to speak, but not one word 
The nearest to her could have heard. 
Then the King spoke again: “Sir Rafe, 
Meseems this youngling came here safe 
A week agone ©” 

“Yea, sir,” he said; 
“Therefore the twain I straight did wed, 
E’en as thy letters bound me to.” 
“And thus thou diddest well to do,” 
The King said. “Tell me on what day 
Her maiden life she put away.” 

“Sire, the eleventh day this is 
Since that they gained their earthly bliss,” 
Quoth old Sir Rafe. The King said nought, 
But with his head bowed down in thought 
Stood along while; but atthe last 
Upward a smiling face he cast, 
And cried aloud above the folk: 
“Shout for the joining of the yoke 
Betwixt these twain! And thou, fair lord, 
Who dost so well my every word, 
Nor makest doubt of anything, 
Wear thou the collar of thy King; p 
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Anda duke’s banner, cut foursquare, 
Henceforth shall men before thee bear 
In tourney and in stricken field. 

“But this mine heir shall bear my shield, 
Carry my banner, wear my crown, 
Ride equal with me through my town, 
Sit on the same step of the throne; 
In nothing will I reign alone: 
Nor be ye with him miscontent, 
For that with little ornament 
Of gold and folk to you he came; 
For he is of an ancient name 
That needeth not the clink of gold— 
The ancientest the world doth hold; 
For in the fertile Asian land, 
Where great Damascus now doth stand, 
Agesagone hisline was born 
Ere yet men knew the gift of corn; 
And there, anigh to Paradise, 
His ancestors grew stout and wise; 
And certes he from Asia bore 
No little of their piercing lore. 
Look then to have great happiness, 
For every wrong shall he redress.” 

Then did the people’s shouting drown 
Hisclatter as heleaptadown, 
And taking in each hand a hand 
Of the two lovers, now did stand 
Betwixt them on the flower-strewn way, 
And to himself meanwhile ‘gan say: 

“How many an hour might I have been 
Right merry in the gardens green; 
How many a glorious day had I 
Made happy with some victory; 
What noble deeds I might have done, 
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What bright renown my deeds have won; The man born 
What blessings would have made me glad; to be king 
‘What little burdens had I had, 
What calmness in the hope of praise, 
What joy of well-accomplished days, 
If Thad let these things alone; 
Nor sought to situpon my throne 
Like God between the cherubim. 
But now—but now, my days wax dim, 
And all this fairness have I tost 
Unto the winds, and all have lost 
For nought, for nought! yet will I strive 
My little end of life to live; 
Nor will I look behind me more, 
Nor forward to the doubtful shore.” 

With that he made the sign to turn, 
And straight theautumnair did burn 
With many a point of steel and gold; 
And through the trees the carol rolled 
Once more, until the autumn thrush 
Far off 'gan twittering on his bush, 
Made mindful of the long-lived spring. 

So mid sweet song and tabouring, 
And shoutsamid the apple-grove, 
And soft caressing of his love, 
Began the new King Michael's reign. 
Nor will the poor folk seeagain 
A king like him on any throne, 
Or such good deeds toall men done: 
For then, as saith the chronicle, 
It was the time, asall men tell, 
When scarce a man would stop to gaze 
At gold crowns hung above the ways.



E ended ;and midst those who heard were some 
Who, midst his tale, half dreamed they were at home 
Round the great fire upon the winter night; 

And, with the memory of the fresh delight 
Wherewith they first had heard that story told, 
Forgetting not they were grown weak and old, 
Yetfeltasifthey had atleast grown grey 
Within theland left for so many a day. 
He, with the gestures they were wont to see, 
So told his tale, so strange with eld was he, 
Just so he stammered, and in just such wise 
He sighed, beginning fresh, as their young eyes, 
Their ears, in happy days passed longago, 
Had ever noted other old men do, 
When they, full filled with their quick~coming joys, 
Would gazeon old folk as on carven toys. 

But he being silent, silently awhile 
They mused on these things, masking with a smile 
The vain regrets that in their hearts arose, 
The while with eager talk the young folk chose 
The parts that pleased them; but their elder hosts 
Falling to talk, yet noted well the ghosts 
Of old desires within their wasted eyes, 
Till one by one the fresh-stirred memories, 
So bitter-sweet, flickered and died away; 
And as old men may do, whose hopes grew grey 
Before their beards, they made a little mirth 
Until the great moon rose upon the earth. 
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APRIL 
FAIR midspring, besung so oft and oft, 

O How can | praise thy loveliness enow? 
Thy sun that burns not, and thy breezes soft 

That o'er the blossoms of the orchard blow, 
The thousand things that "neath the young leaves grow, 
The hopes and chances of the growing year, 
Winter forgotten long, and summer near. 

When Summer brings the lily and the rose, 
She brings us fear; her very death she brings 
Hid in her anxious heart, the forge of woes; 
And, dull with fear, no more the mavis sings. 
But thou! thou diest not, but thy fresh life clings 
About the fainting autumn’s sweet decay, 
When in the earth the hopeful seed they lay. 

Ah! life of all the year, why yet do 1 
Amid thy snowy blossoms’ fragrant drift, 
Still long for that which never draweth nigh, 
Striving my pleasure from my pain to sift, 
Some weight from off my fluttering mirth to lift? 
Now, when far bells are ringing, “ Come again, 
Come back, past years! why will ye passin vain?”



ND now the watery April sun Litup 
Av pon the fair board golden ewer and cup, 

And over the bright silken tapestry 
The fresh young boughs were gladdening every eye, 
And round the board old faces you might see 
Amidst the blossoms and their greenery. 

So when the flutes were silent and the birds, 
Rejoicing in their flood of unknown words, 
Were heard again, a silken-fastened book 
A certain elder from his raiment took, 
And said: “O friends, few words are best to-day, 
And no new thing I bring you; yet ye may 
Be pleased to hear an ancient tale again, 
That, told so long ago, doth yet remain 
Fresh e’en 'mongst us, far from the Argive land: 
Which tale this book, writ wholly by mine hand, 
Holds gathered up as I have heard it told. 

“Surely I fear me, midst the ancient gold 
Base metal ye will light on here and there, 
Though I have noted everything with care 
And with good will have set down nothing new; 
Nor holds the land another book for you 
That has the tale in full with nought beside, 
So unto me let your good word betide; 
Though, take it as ye may, no small delight 
I had, herein this well-loved tale to write.” 
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THE DOOM OF KING ACRISIUS 
THE ARGUMENT 

ACRISIUS, KING OF ARGOS, BEING WARNED BY 
AN ORACLE THAT THE SON OF HIS DAUGH- 
TER DANAE SHOULD SLAY HIM, SHUT HER 
UP IN A BRAZEN TOWER BUILT FOR THAT 
END BESIDE THE SEA: THERE, THOUGH NO 
MAN COULD COME NIGH HER, SHE NEVER- 
THELESS BORE A SON TO JOVE, AND SHE AND 
HER NEW-BORN SON, SET ADRIFT ON THE 
SEA, CAME TO THE ISLAND OF SERIPHOS. 
THENCE HER SON, GROWN TO MANHOOD, 
SET OUT TO WIN THE GORGON’S HEAD, AND 
ACCOMPLISHED THAT END BY THE HELP OF 
MINERVA; AND AFTERWARDS RESCUED AN- 
DROMEDA, DAUGHTER OF CEPHEUS, FROM 
ATERRIBLE DOOM, AND WEDDED HER, COM- 
ING BACK TO SERIPHOS HE TOOK HIS MO- 
THER THENCE, AND MADE FOR ARGOS, BUT 
BY STRESSOF WEATHER CAME TO THESSALY, 
& THERE, AT LARISSA, ACCOMPLISHED THE 
PROPHECY, BY UNWITTINGLY SLAYING ACRI- 
SIUS. IN THE END HE FOUNDED THE CITY OF 
MYCENZ, AND DIED THERE. 

OW of the King Acrisius shall ye hear, 
Who, thinking he could free his life from fear, 
Did that which brought but death on himat last. 

In Argos did he reign in days long past, 
And had one daughter, fair as man could see, 
Called in the ancient stories Danaé; 
But as her fairness day by day grew more, 
Unto his ears came wandering words of lore, 
Which bade him wot that either soon or Jate 
He should be taken in the toils of fate, 
And by the fruit of his own daughter’s womb 
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Be slain at last, and set within his tomb; 
And therefore heavy sorrow on him fell, 
That she whom he was bound to love so well 
Must henceforth be his deadliest dread and woe. 

Long time he pondered what were best to do; 
And whiles he thought that he would send her forth 
To wed some king far in the snowy north, 
And whiles that by great gifts of goods and gold 
Some lying prophet might be bought and sold 
To swear his daughter he must sacrifice, 
If he would yet find favour in the eyes 
Of the dread Gods who govern everything; 
And sometimes seemed 1t better to the King, 
That he might "scape the shedding of her blood 
By leaving her in some far lonely wood, 
‘Wherein the Dryads might the maiden find, 
Or beasts might slay her, following but their kind. 

So passed his anxious days, until at last, 
When manya plot through his vexed brain had passed, 
He lacked the heart his flesh and blood to slay, 
Yet neither would he she should go away 
From out his sight, or be at large at all; 
Therefore his wisest craftsmen did he call, 
And bade them make for him a tower foursquare, 
Such as no man had yet seen anywhere, 
For therein neither stone or timber was, 
But all was fashioned of mere molten brass. 

Now thither oft would maiden Danaé stray, 
And watch its strange walls growing day by day, 
Because, poor soul! she knew not anything 
Of these forebodings of the fearful King, 
Nor how he meted out for her this doom, 
Therein to dwell as in a living tomb. 
But on a day, she, coming there alone, 
Found it all finished and the workmen gone 
And no one nigh, so through the open door 
She entered and went up from floor to floor, 
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Andthrough its chambers wandered without dread; The doom of 
And, entering one, she found therein a bed King Acrisius 
Dight daintily, as though to serve a queen; 
And all the wallsadorned with hangings green, 
Tables and benches in good order set, 
And all things new, by no one used as yet. 

With that she murmured: “ When again I see 
My father, will I bid him tell to me 
‘Who shall live here and die here, for, no doubt, 
Whoever enters here shall ne'er go out: 
Therefore the walls are made so high and great, 
Therefore the bolts are measureless of weight, 
The windows small, barred, turned unto the sea, 
That none from land may tell who here may be. 
No doubt some man the King my father fears 
Above all other, here shall pass his years. 
Alas, poor soul! scarce shall he see the sun, 
Or care to know when the hot day is done, 
Or ever see sweet flowers again, or grass, 
Or take much note of how the seasons pass. 
Truly we folk who dwell in rest and ease 
But lightly think of such abodes as these; 
And I, who live wrapped round about with bliss, 
Shall go from hence and soon forget all this: 
For in my garden many a sweet flower blooms, 
Wide open are the doors ofall my rooms, 
And lightly folk come in and lightly go; 
And I have known as yet but childish woe.” 

Therewith she turned about to leave the place; 
But as unto the door she set her face 
A bitter wailing from outside she heard, 
And somewhat therewithal she waxed afeard, 
And stopped awhile; yet listening, she but thought: 
“This is the man who to his doom is brought 
By weeping friends, who come to see the last 
Of that dear face they know shall soon be past 
From them for ever.” Then she "gan to go 

173



The doom of  Adown the brazen stairs with footsteps slow. 
King Acrisius But quick the shrieks and wailing drew anear, 

Till in her ears it sounded sharp and clear, 
And then she said: “Alas! and must I see 
These weeping faces drawn with agony? 
Would I had not come here to-day!” Withal 
She started, as upon her ear did fall 
The sound of shutting of the outer door, 
And people coming up from floor to floor; 
And paler then she grew, but moved to meet 
The woful sounds and slow-ascending feet, 
Shrinking with pity for that wretched one 
Whose life of joy upon that day was done. 

Thus down the stairs with saddened heart she passed, 
And to a lower chamber came at last; 
But as she went beneath the archway wide 
The door was opened from the other side, 
And in poured many maidens, whom she knew 
For her own fair companions, leal and true; 
And after them two men-at-arms there came, 
With knitted brows and eyes downcast for shame. 

But when those damsels saw her standing there, 
Anew they wept, and tore their unbound hair; 
But midst their wailing, still no word they said, 
Until she spoke oppressed with sickening dread: 

“0 tell me what has happened to me then! 
For is my father slain of outland men? 
Or have the Gods sent death upon the land? 
Or is it mine own death that they command? 
Alas, alas! but slay me quick, I pray, 
Nor let me linger on from day to day, 
Maddened with fear like this, that sickens me 
And makes me seem the half-dead thing ye see.” 

Then, like a man constrained, a soldier said 
These cruel words unto the wretched maid: 
“Lady, lose hope and fear now once for all; 
Here must thou dwell betwixt brass wall and wall 
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Until the Gods send gentle death to thee; The doom of 
And these as erst thine handmaidens shall be: King Acrisius 
And if thou askest why the thing is so, | 
Thus the King wills it, for a while ago 
An oracle foretold that thou shouldst live 
To have a son, who bitter death should give 
Unto thy father; so, to save this shame 
From falling on the glorious Argive name, 
He deemed it well that thou shouldst live indeed, 
But yet apart from man thy life shouldst lead. 
So in this place thy days must pass away, 
And we who are thy guards, from day to day 
Will bring thee everything that thou mayst need. 
But pardon us, constrained to do this deed 
By the King’s will, and oaths that we have sworn 
Ere to this life of sorrow thou wert born.” 

Therewith they turned and went,and soon the sound 
Of shutting doors smote like a deadly wound 
Into her heart ; and yet no word she spoke, 
But fell as one beneath a deadly stroke. 

Then they who there her fellows were to be 
Bore up her body, groaning heavily, 
Unto the chamber whither fate had led 
Her feet that morn; and there upon the bed 
They laid her body, and then sat around, 
With heavy heads and hair that swept the ground, 
To weep the passing of those happy days 
When many an one their happy lot would praise. 
But now and then, when bitterly would sting 
The loss of some nigh-reached and longed-for thing, 
Into a wail their weeping would arise. 
Then in a while did Dana# ope her eyes, 
And to her aching forehead raised her hand; 
But when she saw that wan, dishevelled band, 
She soon remembered this was no ill dream, 
But that all things were e'en as they did seem. 
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Then she arose, but soon upon the bed 
Sank down again and hid her troubled head, 
And moaned and moaned, and when a damsel came 
And touched her hand and called her by her name, 
She knew her not, but turned her head away: 
Nor did she know when dark night followed day. 

So passed by many a day in mourning sore, 
And weariness oppressed her evermore 
In that unhappy prison-house of brass; 
And yet a little the first sting did pass 
That smote her, and she ate and drank and slept, 
And fair and bright her body Venus kept, 
Yea, such a grace the sea-born Goddess fair 
Did to her, that the ripples of her hair 
Grew brighter, and the colour in her face 
And lovely lips waned not in that sad place; 
And daily grew her limbs in goodlihead; 
Till as she lay upon the golden bed, 
You would have thought the Queen herself had come 
To meet some love far from her golden home. 

And once it happed at the first hour of day 
In golden morn upon her bed she lay, 
Newly awakened to her daily woe, | 
And heard the rough sea beat the rocks below, 
The wheeling sea-gull screaming on the wing, 
Sea-swallows swift and many a happy thing, 
Till bitterly the tears ran down her cheek, 
And stretching forth her arms and fingers weak, 
"Twixt moans these piteous helpless words she said: 
“0 Queen Diana, make me now thy maid, 
And take me from this place and set me down 
By the boar-haunted hills, that oak-woods crown, 
Amid thy crowd of trim-girt maidens fair. 
And shall I not be safe from men-folk there, 
Thou cruel King? when she is guarding me, 
The mighty maid from whom the shepherds flee, 
When in the gathering dusk ’twixt day and night, 
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The dead leaves tell them of her footsteps light, The doom of 
Because they mind how dear Actzon bought King Acrisius 
The lovely sight for which he never sought, 
Diana naked in the water wan. 
Yea, what fear should I have of any man 
When through the woods I, wandering merrily, 
With girt-up gown, sharp sword upon the thigh, 
Full quiver on the back, stout bow in hand, 
Should tread with firm feet many a grassy land, 
And grow strong-limbed in following up the deer, 
And meet the lions’ eyes with little fear? 
Alas! no doubt she hears not; many a maid 
She has already, of no beast afraid, 
Crisp-haired, with arms made meet for archery, 
Whose limbs unclad no man shall ever see; 
Though the birds see them, and the seeding grass 
Harsh and unloving over them may pass, 
When carelessly through rough and smooth they run, 
And bough and briar catches many an one. 

Alas! why on these free maidsis my thought, 
When to such misery my life is brought? 
I, who so long a happy maid have been, 
The daughter of a great King and a Queen; 
And why these fresh things do I think upon, 
Who now shall see but little of the sun? 

“Here every day shall have the same sad tale, 
My weary damsels with their faces pale, 
The dashing of the sea on this black rock, 
The piping wind through cranny and through lock, 
The sea-bird’s cry, like mine grown hoarse and shrill, 
The far-off sound of horn upon the hill, 
The merry tune about the shepherd’s home, 
And all the things whereto I ne’er may come. 

“0 ye who rule below, I pray this boon, 
I may not live here long, but perish soon, 
Forgotten, but at peace, and feeling nought; 
For even now it comes across my thought 
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The doom of That here my wretched body dwells alone, 
King Acrisius And that my soul with all my hope is gone. 

«Father, thy blood upon thine own head be 
Ifany solace Venus send to me 
Within this wretched place which thou hast made, 
Of thine own flesh and blood too much afraid.” 

Truly Diana heard not, for that tide 
Upon the green grass by ariver side, 
Wherein she had just bathed her body sweet, 
She stooped to tie the sandals to her feet, 
Her linen gown upon the herbage lay, 
And round her was there standing many a may 
Making her ready for the morning chase. 

But so it happed that Venus by the place 
Was passing, just arisen from the sea, 
And heard the maid complaining bitterly, 
So to the window-bars she drew anigh, 
And thence unseen, she saw the maiden lie, 
As on the grass herself she might have lain 
When in the thicket lay Adonis slain; 
For power and joy she smiled thereat and thought: 
“She shall not suffer all this pain for nought,” 
And slowly for Olympus sailed away, 
And thither came at hottest of the day. 

Then through the heavenly courtsshe went, & when 
She found the Father both of Gods and men, 
She smiled upon him, and said: “ Knowest thou 
What deeds are wrought by men in Argos now? 
Wherein a brazen tower well builded is, 
That hides a maidaway from all my bliss; 
Since thereby thinks Acrisius to forgo 
This doom that has been fated long ago, 
That by his daughter’s son he shall be slain; 
Wherefore he puts the damsel to this pain 
To see no man, and thinks to scape his doom 
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If she but live and die with barren womb; The doom of 
And great dishonour is it unto me King Acrisius 
That such a maiden lives so wretchedly; 
And great dishonour is it to us all 
That ill upon a guiltless head should fall 
To save a King from what we have decreed. 
Now, therefore, tell me, shall hisimpious deed 
Save him alive, while she that might have borne 
Great kings and glorious heroes, lives forlorn 
Oflove’s delight, in solitude and woe?” 

Then said the Thunderer, “ Daughter, nowise so 
Shall this be in the end; heed what shall fall, 
And let none think that any brazen wall 
Can let the Gods from doing what shall be.” 

Now therewithal went Venus to the sea 
Glad of her father’s words, and, as she went, 
Unseen the gladness of the spring she sent 
Across the happy lands o’er which she moved, 
Until all men felt joyous and beloved. 

But while to Paphos carelessly she fared, 
All day upon the tower the hot sun glared, 
And Danag within that narrow space 
Went to and fro, and sometimes hid her face 
Between her hands, moaning in her despair, 
Or sometimes tore the fillets from her hair, 
And sometimes would begin a piteous tale 
Unto her maids, and in the midst would fail 
For sobs and tears; but mostly would she sit 
Over against the window, watching it, 
And feel the light wind blowing from the sea 
Against her face, with hands laid listlessly 
Together in her lap. So passed the day, 
And to their sleep her damsels went away, 
And through the dead of night she slept awhile, 
But when the dawn came, woke up with a smile, 
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The doom of As though she had forgotten all her pain, 
King Acrisius But soon the heavy burden felt again, 

And lay a wretch unhappy, till the sun 
Drew nigh the sea’s lip, and the night was done. 

In that fresh morn was no one stirring yet, 
And many a man his troubles did forget 
Buried in sleep, but nothing she forgat. 
She raised herself and up in bed she sat, 
And towards the window turned round wearily 
To watch the changing colours of the sky; 
And many a time she sighed, and seemed as though 
She would have told the story of her woe 
To whatsoever God near by might be 
Betwixt the grey sky and the cold grey sea; 
But to her lips no sound at all would rise, 
Except those oft-repeated heavy sighs. 

And yet, indeed, within a little while 
Her face grew calm, the shadow of a smile 
Stole o'er her parted lips and sweet grey eyes, 
And slowly from the bed did she arise, 
And towards the window drew, and yet did seem, 
Although her eyes were open, still to dream. 
There on the sill she laid her slender hand, 
And looking seaward, pensive did she stand, 
And seemed as though she waited for the sun 
To bring her news that evil days were done; 
At last he came and cast his golden road 
Over the green sea toward that lone abode, 
And into Dana&’s face his glory came 
And lit her softly waving hair like flame. 
But in his light she held out both her hands, 
As though he brought her from some far-off lands 
Healing for all her great distress and woe. 

But yellower now the sunbeams seemed to grow, 
Not whiter as their wont is, and she heard 
A tinkling sound that made her, half afeard, 
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Draw back a little from the fresh green sea; The doom of 
Then to a clang the noise rose suddenly, King Acrisius 
And gently was she smitten on the breast, 
And some bright thing within her palm did rest, 
And trickled down her shoulder and her side, 
And on her limbs a little did abide, 
Or lay upon her feet a little while. 

Then in her face increased the doubtful smile, 
While o’er her eyes a drowsy film there came, 
And in her cheeks a flush as if of shame, 
And, looking round about, could she behold 
The chamber scattered o’er with shining gold, 
That grew, till ankle-deep she stood in it. 
Then through her limbs a tremor did there flit 
As through white water runs the summer wind, 
And many a wild hope came into her mind, 
But her knees bent, and soft she sank down there, 
And on the gold was spread her golden hair, 
And like an ivory image still she lay, 
Until the night again had hidden day. 

But when again she lifted up her head, 
She found herself laid soft within her bed, 
While midmost of the room the taper shone, 
And all her damsels from the place were gone, 
And by her head a gold-robed man there stood, 
At sight of whom the damsel’s shamefast blood 
Made all her face red to the golden hair, 
And quick she covered up her bosom fair. 

Then in a great voice said he: “Danag, 
Sweet child, be glad, and have no fear of me 
And have no shame, nor hide from thy new love 
The breast that on this day has pillowed Jove. 
Come now, come from that balmy nest of thine, 
And stand with me beneath the taper’s shine 

181



The doom of That ] may see thy beauty once again; 
King Acrisius Then never shalt thou be in any pain, 

But if thou liftest up thy face to Jove 
I shall be kind to my sweet simple love; 
I shall bethink me of thy body sweet, 
From golden head to fair and dainty feet.” 

Then, trembling sore, from out the bed she came 
And hid away her face for dread and shame, 
But soon she trembled more for very love, 
To feel the loving hands of mighty Jove 
Draw down her hands, and kisses on the head 
And tender bosom, as again he said: 
“Now must I go; and sweet love, Danag, 
Fear nothing more that man can do to thee, 
For soon shall come an ending to thy woe, 
And thou shalt have a son whose name shall grow 
Still greater, till the mountains melt away 
And men no more can tell the night from day.” 

Then forth he sprang and o’er the sea did fly, 
And loud it thundered from a cloudless sky. 

And thought to see her laid alow forlorn 
Upon the bed, and looking out to sea 

Moaning full oft, and sighing heavily, 
They found her singing o’er a web of silk 
Wherethrough the even warp as white as milk 
Quick flew the shuttle from her arm of snow, 
And somewhat from her girded gown did show 
On the black treadles both her rosy feet, 
Moving a little as the tender wheat 
Moves in the June when Zephyr blows on it, 
So, like a Goddess weaving did she sit. 
But when she saw her maidens wondering stand 
She ceased her song and spake and stayed her hand: 

“1f now ye see me merry of my mood 
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Be nought amazed, for e’en as die the good The doom of 
So die ill days; and now my heart is light, King Acrisius 
For hearken; a fair dream I had last night, 
That in his claws an eagle lifted me 
And bore me to a land across the sea: 
Wherefore I think that here I shall not die 
But live to feel dew falling from the sky, 
And set my feet deep in the meadow grass 
And underneath the scented pine-trees pass, 
Or in the garden feel the western breeze, 
The herald of the rain, sweep through the trees, 
Or in the hottest of the summer day, 
Betwixt green banks within the mill-stream play. 
For either shall my father soon relent, 
Or for my sake some marvel shall be sent, 
And either way these doors shall open wide; 
And then doubt not to see me soon a bride 
With some king’s amorous son before my feet. 

“Ah! verily my life shall then be sweet; 
Before these days I knew not life or death, 
With little hope or fear I drew my breath, 
But now when all this sorrow is o’erpast, 
Then shall I feel how sweet life is at last, 
And learn how dear is peace from all these fears. 
So no more will I waste my life in tears, 
But pass the time as swiftly as may be, 
Until ye step out on the turf with me.” 

Then glad they were, when such-like words they heard, 
And yet some doubted and were sore afeard 
That she had grown light-headed with her woe, 
Dreading the time might come when she would throw 
Her body on the ground and perish there, 
Slain by her own hand mighty with despair. 
Nathless the days more merrily went by, 
And from that prison men heard minstrelsy, 
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The doom of When nought but mourning, fisher-folk afeard 
King Acrisius Who passed that way, in other times had heard. 

Yet truly Danaé said that all things pass 
And are forgotten; in that house of brass 
Forgotten was the stunning bitter pain 
Wherewith she entered it,and yet again 
Inno long time, hope was forgotten too, 

When wringing torments moaning from her drew, 
And to and fro the pale scared damsels went, 
And those her guards unto Acrisius sent. 

But ere the messenger returned again 
She had been eased of half her bitterest pain, 
And on her breast a fair man-child was laid; 
Then round the messenger her maids afraid 
Drew weeping; but he charged them earnestly, 
Ever to watch her in that chamber high, 
Lest any man should steal the babe away, 
And so to bide until there came a day 
When on her feet she might arise and go, 
W hereof by messengers the King must know; 
So, threatening torments unendurable, 
If any harm through treachery befell, 
He left them, and no more to them he told, 
But in his face the sooth they might behold. 

Now, therefore, when some wretched days were past, 
And trembling by the bed she stood at last, 
She heard the opening of the outer door, 
And footsteps came again from floor to floor, 
And soon with all-armed men her chamber shone, 
Who with few words now led her forth alone 
Adown the stairs from out the brazen place; 
And on her hot hands and her tear-stained face, 
Half-fainting, the pine-scented air she felt, 
And all about the salt sea savour smelt, 
And in her ears the dashing of the sea 
Rang ever; thus the God had set her free. 
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But by the shore further they led her still The doom of 
To where the sea beat on a barren hill, King Acrisius 
And a long stage of timber met the sea, 
At end whereof was tossing fearfully 
A little boat that had no dars or sail, 
Or aught that could the mariner avail. 
Thither with her their steps the soldiers bent, 
And as along the narrow way they went 
The salt waves leapt aloft to kiss her feet 
And in the wind streamed out her tresses sweet; 
But little heed she took of feet or head, 
For nought she doubted she to death was led, 
But ever did she hold against her breast 
The little babe, and spoke not for the rest; 
No, not when in the boat they bade her go, 
And "twixt its bulwarks thin she lay alow, 
Nor when adrift they set her presently 
And all about was but the angry sea. 

No word she said until the sun was down, 
And she beheld the moon that on no town, 
On no fair homestead, no green pasture shone, 
But lit up the unwearied sea alone; 
No word she said till she was far from shore 
And on her breast the babe was wailing sore; 
And then she lifted up her face to Jove, 
And said: ©“ O thou who once didst call me love, 
Hast thou forgotten those fair words of thine, 
When underneath the taper’s glimmering shine 
Thou bad’st me stand that thou might’st look on me, 
And love thou call’dst me, and sweet Danag? 
Now on thy promised help to-day I call, 
For on what day can greater woe befall 
Than this wherein to-night my body 1s, | 
And brought thereto, O King, by thy sweet kiss?” 

But neither did she pray the God in vain; 
For straight he set himself to end her pain, 
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The doom of And while he cast on her a gentle sleep, 
King Acrisius The winds within their houses did he keep 

Except the west, which soft on her did blow, 
That swiftly through the sea the boat might go. 

Far out to sea a certain isle doth lie 
Men called Seriphos; craggy, steep, and high: 
It rises up on every side but one, 
And mariners its ill-famed headlands shun; 
But toward the south the meads slope soft adown, 
Until they meet the yellow sands and brown, 
That slope themselves so gently to the sea, 
The nymphs are hidden only to the knee 
When halfa mile of rippling water is 
Between the waves that their white limbs do kiss 
And the last wave that washes shells ashore. 
To this fair place the west wind onward bore 
The skiff that carried Danaé and her son, 
And on the morn, when scarce the dusk was done, 
Upon the sands the shallop ran aground; 
And still they slept, and for awhile around 
Their wretched bed the waves sang lullaby, 
But sank at last and left the long strand dry. 

Then uprose Danag, and nothing knew 
What land it was: about her sea-fow! flew; 
Behind her back the yet retreating sea 
Beat on the yellow sands unceasingly; 
Landward she saw the low green meadows lie, 
Dotted with homesteads, rich with elm-trees high; 
And at her feet the little boat there lay 
That happily had brought her on the way. 

But as it happed, the brother of the King 
Had ridden forth to hear the sea-fowl sing, 
With hawk on fist, right early on that morn, 
Hard by the place whereunto she was borne. 
He, seeing far away a white thing stand, 
Deemed her at first some maiden of the sand, 
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Such as to fishers sing a honied strain The doom of 
And leave them longing for their love in vain. King Acrisius 
So, wishful to behold the sea-folk’s bride, 
He set the spurs into his horse’s side. 
But drawing nigher, he but saw her there, 
Not moving much, her unbound yellow hair 
Heavy with dew and washing of the sea; 
And her wet raiment clinging amorously 
About her body in the wind’s despite; 
And in her arms her woe and her delight, 
Spreading abroad the small hands helplessly 
That on some day should still the battle’s cry. 
And furthermore he saw where by her side 
Yet lay her ferry o’er the waters wide: 
Then, though he knewnotwhenceshe mighthave come 
He doubted not the firm land was her home. 

But when he came anigh, beholding him, 
She fell a-trembling in her every limb, 
And kneeling to him held the young babe out, 
And said: “O Sir, if, as I have no doubt, 
In this strange land thou art a king and lord, 
Speak unto me some comfortable word. 

“Born of a king who rules a lovely land, 
I 1n my house that by the sea doth stand, 
With all my girls, made meriy ona day: 
Now some of them upon the sands did play, 
Dancing unto their fellows’ minstrelsy ; 
And some it pleased upon sweet flowers to lie, 
Ripe fruits around, and thence to look on them; 
And some were fain to lift their kirtles’ hem, 
And through the shallows chase the fishes fleet; 
But in this shallop would I have my seat 
Alone, and holding this my little son, 
And knowing not that my good days were done. 
Now how it chanced, in sooth I cannot say, 
But yet I think that one there was that day, 
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The doom of Who for some hidden cause did hate me sore, 
King Acrisius Who cut the cord that bound me to the shore, 

And soon amidst my helpless shrieks the boat, 
Qarless and sailless, out to sea did float. 

“ But now that many a danger has been passed, 
The Gods have sent me to your land at last, 
Alive, indeed, but such-like as you see, 
Cold and drenched through with washing of the sea, 
Half-clad, and kneeling on an unknown land, 
And for a morsel holding out my hand.” 

Then said he: “Lady, fear not any more, 
For thou art come unto no savage shore, 
But here shall be a queen as erst at home: 
And if thou askest whereto thou art come, 
This is the isle Seriphos; and for me, 
My name is Dictys, and right royally 
My brother lives, the King of all the isle. 
Him shalt thou see within a little while, 
And doubtless he will give thee everything 
‘That ’longs unto the daughter of a king. 
Meanwhile I bid thee in mine house to rest, 
And there thy wearied body shall be dressed 
In seemly raiment by my women slaves, 
And thou shalt wash thee from the bitter waves, 
And eat and drink, and sleep full easily, 
And on the morrow shalt thou come with me 
And take King Polydectes by the hand, 
Who in good peace rules o’er this quiet land.” 

Then on his horse he set the Queen, while he 
Walked by the side thereof right soberly; 
And halfasleep, as slow they went along, 
She laid her hand upon the war-horse strong, 
While Dictys by her side Jove's offspring bore, 
And thus they left the sea-beat yellow shore. 
And as one dreaming to the house she came, 
Where in the sun the brazen doors did flame; 
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And there she ateand drank as in a dream; The doom of 
Dreamlike to her the scented bath did seem King Acrisius 
After the icy sprinkling of the waves, 
And like a dream the fair, slim women-slaves, 
Who laid her in the soft bed, where she slept 
Dreamless, until the horned white moon had stept 
Over the fresh pine-scented hills again. 

But when the sun next day drave forth his wain, 
The damsel, clad in queen-like gold array, 
With Dictys to the palace took her way; 
And there by minstrels duly were they met, 
Who brought them to the great hall, where was set 
The King upon a royal throne of gold: 
Black-bearded was he, thirty summers old, 
Comely and strong, and seemed a king indeed; 
Who, when he saw the minstrels thither lead 
Fair Danag, rose up to her, and said: 
“Oh, welcome, lady! be no more afraid 
That thou shalt lose thy state and dignity; 
Yea, since a gem the Gods have sent to me, 
With plates of silver will I overlay 
The casket that hath brought it on the way, 
And set it in King Neptune's house to stand 
Until the sea shall wash away the land. 
And for thyself a fair house shalt thou have 
With all things needful, and right many a slave, 
Both men and women; fair shall all things be 
That thou mayst dwell here in felicity, 
And that no care may wrinkle thy smooth brow. 
And for the child, when he is old enow 
The priests of Pallas shall of him have care, 
And thou shalt dwell hard by her temple fair; 
But on this good day in mine hall abide, 
And do me grace in sitting by my side.” 

Then mounted she the dats and sat, and then 
Was she beheld of all the island-men 
Who praised her much, and praised the sturdy child, 
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Who at their shouting made as if he smiled. 
So passed the feast, and when the day had end 

Unto her house did wearied Danaé wend, 
That stood amid Minerva’s olive-trees 
Hidden away from moaning of the seas. 

And there began fair Dana#’s life again, 
And quite forgotten was her ancient pain, 
And peacefully did day succeed to day, 
While fairer grew the well-loved child alway, 
And strong and wise beyond his scanty years, 
And in the island all his little peers 
Held him for lord whatso might be their worth, 
And Perseus is his name from this time forth. 

Since on the beach fair Dana¢ stood alone 
Holding her little son, nor yet was she 

Less fair than when the hoarse unwilling sea 
Moaned loud that Neptune drew him from her feet, 
And the wind sighed upon her bosom sweet. 
For in that long-past half-forgotten time, 
While yet the world was young and the sweet clime, 
Golden and mild, no bitter storm-clouds bred, 
Light lay the years upon the untroubled head, 
And longer men lived then by many a year 
Than in these days, when every week 1s dear. 

O, eighteen summers now have come and gone 

Now on a day was held a royal feast 
Whereon there should be slain full many a beast 
Unto Minerva; thereto the King came, 
And in his heart love lita greedy flame 
At sight of Dana#’s arms stretched out in prayer 
Unto the Goddess, and her yellow hair, 
Wreathed round with olive wreaths, that hung adown 
Over the soft folds of her linen gown; 
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And when at last he took her by the hand The doom of 

Speechless by her did Polydecétes stand, King Acrisius 

So was he with desire bewildered 
At sight of all that wondrous white and red, 
That peaceful face wherein all past distress 
Had melted into perfect loveliness. 

So when that night he lay upon his bed, 
Full many a thought he turned within his head 
Of how he best might unto that attain 
Whose lack now filled him with such burning pain. 
And at the first it seemed a little thing 
For him who was a rich man and 2 king, 
Either by gifts to win her, or to send 
And fetch her thither, and perforce to end 
Her widowhood ; but then there came the thought: 
“By force or gifts hither she might be brought, 
And here might I get that for which I long; 
Yet has she here a son both brave and strong, 
Nor will he think it much to end my days 
If he may get thereby the people’s praise, 
E’en if therewith he shortly needs must die; 
Ah, verily, a purblind fool was I, 
That when I first beheld that matchless face 
I had no eyes to see her heavenly grace; 
Then with few words might I have held her here 
And kept her for mine own with little fear; 
But now I have no will the lad to slay, 
For he would be revenged some evil day, 
Who now Jove’s offspring do I think to be, 
So dowered he is with might and majesty. 
Yet could I find perchance some fair pretence 
Whereby with honour I might send him hence, 
Nor have the youngling’s blood upon my head, 
Then might he be well-nigh as good as dead.” 

So pondering on his bed long time he lay, 
Until the night began to mix with day, 
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The doom of And then he smiled and so to sleep turned round, 
King Acrisius As though at last some sure way he had found. 

And now it chanced to come round to the day, 
When all the lords clad in their rich array 
Unto the King should come for royal feast; 
And there the custom was, that most and least 
Should thither bear some present for the King, 
As horse or sword, gold chain, fair cup, or ring. 
Unto which feast was Perseus bidden now 
Who giftless came, bare as the winter’s bough, 
For little was his wealth in that strange land. 

So there ashamed it was his lot to stand, 
Before the guests were called to meat, and when 
He sat amidst those royally-clad men 
Little he spake for shame of his estate, 
Not knowing yet his god-like birth and great. 

So passed the feast, and when the full time came 
To show the gifts, he waxed all red for shame: 
For through the hall white horses were brought up, 
And well-clad slaves, and many a dainty cup, 
And many a gem well set in brooch or ring, 
And laid before the dais of the King. 
But all alone of great folk of the land 
With eyes cast down for rage did Perseus stand, 
Yet for his manhood thence he would not go, 

Now some that secretly were bidden so, 
Beholding him began to gibe and jeer, 
Yet not too loud, held back perchance by fear, 
And thus a murmur spread about the hall 
As, each to each, men cast about the ball: 
Which the King heard, or seemed to hear at last, 
And round the noisy halla look he cast, 
And then beholding Perseus, with a smile 
He said: “Good friends, fair lords, be still awhile, 
And say no ill about this giftless guest, 
For truly not the worst, Fscarce the best, 
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I hold him; and forsooth so rich I live The doom of 
Within this land, that I myself may give King Acrisius 
Somewhat to him, nor yet take from him aught, 
And when I bade him here this was my thought.” 

Then stretching out his arm did he take up 
From off the board a jewelled golden cup 
And said: “O Perseus, come and sit by me 
And from my hand take this that thou dost see 
And be my friend.” Then Perseus drew anear, 
And took the cup and said: “This shall be dear 
Unto mine eyes while on the earth I live; 
And yet a gift I in my turn may give, 
When to this land comes bitter war, or when 
Some enemy thou hast among great men; 
Yea, sire, among these knights and lords I swear 
To do whatso thou bidd’st me without fear.” 

Then the King smiled and said: “Yea, verily, 
Then wilt thou give a noble gift to me, 
Nor yet, forsooth, too early by a day; 
To-morrow mayst thou be upon thy way. 

“Far in the western sea 2 land there is 
Desert and vast,and emptied of all bliss, 
Where dwell the Gorgons wretchedly enow; 
Two of them die not, one above her brow 
And wretched head bears serpents, for the shame 
That on an ill day fell upon her name, 
When in Minerva’s shrine great sin was wrought, 
For thither by the Sea-god she was brought, 
And in the maiden’s house in love they mixed; 
Who wrathful, in her once fair tresses fixed 
That snaky brood, and shut her evermore 
Within a land west of the Lybian shore. 
“Now if 2 king could gain this snaky head 

Full well for war were he apparelled, 
Because no man may look thereon and live, 
A great gift, therefore, Perseus, wouldst thou give 
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If thou shouldst bring this wonder unto me; 
And for the place, far in the western sea 
It lies, I say, but nothing more I know, 
Therefore I bid thee, to some wise man go 
Who has been used this many a day to pore 
O’er ancient books of long-forgotten lore.” 

Thus spoke the King, knowing the while full well 
None but a God of that far land could tell. 

But Perseus answered: “O my lord the King, 
Thou settest me to win a dreadful thing, 
Yet for thy bounty this gift will I give 
Unto thine hands, if I should chance to live,” 

With that he turned, and silent, full of thought, 
From out the hall he passed, not noting aught, 
And toward his home he went but soberly, 
And thence went forth an ancient man to see 
He hoped might tell him that he wished to know, 
And to what land it were the best to go. 
But when he told the elder all the tale, 
He shook his head, and said: “Nought will avail 
My lore for this, nor dwells the man on earth 
Whose wisdom for this thing will be of worth; 
Yea, to this dreadful land no man shall win 
Unless some God himself shall help therein; 
Therefore, my son, I rede thee stay at home, 
For thou shalt have full many a chance to roam 
Seeking for something that all men love well, 
Not for an unknown isle where monsters dwell.” 

Then forth again went Perseus soberly 
And walked along the border of the sea, 
Upon the yellow sands where first he came 
That time when he was deemed his mother’s shame. 

And now was it the first hour of the night, 
Therefore within the west a yellow light 
Yet shone, though risen was the hornéd moon, 
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Whose lonely cold grey beams would quench it soon, Thedoom 
‘Though now her light was shining doubtfully of King 
On the wet sands, for low down was the sea Acrisius 
But rising, and the salt sea-wind blew strong 
And drave the hurrying breakers swift along. 
So there walked Perseus thinking many a thing 
About those last words of the wily king, 
And as he went at last he came upon 
An ancient woman, who said: “Fair my son, 
What dost thou wandering here in the cold night? 
When in the King’s hall glance from shade to light 
The golden sandals of the dancing girls, 
And in the gold cups set with gems and pearls 
The wine shines fair that glads the heart of man; 
What dost thou wandering "neath the moonlight wan?" 

“This have I done,” said he, “as one should swear 
To make the vine bear bunches twice a year, 
For I have sworn the Gorgon’s head to bring 
A worthy gift unto our island King, 
When neither I, nor any man can tell 
In what far land apart from men they dwell. 
Some God alone can help me in my need; 
And yet unless somehow I do the deed 
An exile I must be from this fair land, 
Nor with my peers shall I have heart to stand.” 

Grim in the moonlight smiled the aged crone, 
And said: “If living there thou com’st, alone 

Of all men yet, what thinkest thou to do? 
Then verily thy journey shalt thou rue, 
For whoso looks upon that face meets death, 
That in his sick heart freezes up his breath 
Until he has the semblance of a stone.” 

But Perseus answered straightly to the crone: 
“O Mother, if the Gods but give me grace 
To come anigh that fair and dreadful face, 
Well may they give me grace enough also 
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Their enemy and mine to lay alow.” 
Now as he spake, the white moon risen high 

Burst from a cloud, and shone out gloriously, 
And down the sands her path of silver shone, 
And lighted full upon that ancient crone; 
And there a marvel Perseus saw indeed, 
Because in face, in figure, and in weed, 
She wholly changed before his wondering eyes. 

Now tall and straight her figure did arise, 
That erst seemed bent with weight of many a year, 
And on her head a helmet shone out clear 
For the rent clout that held the grizzled head; 
With a fair breastplate was she furnished, 
From whence a hauberk to her knees fell down; 
And underneath, a perfumed linen gown, 
O’erwrought with many-coloured Indian silk, 
Fell to her sandall’d feet, as white as milk. 
Grey-eyed she was, like amber shone her hair, 
Aloft she held her right arm round and bare, 
Whose hand upheld a spear-shaft nigh the steel. 

Unwonted trembling fear did Perseus feel 
When he beheld before him Pallas stand, 
And with bowed head he stood and outstretched hand; 
But she smiled on him softly, and she said: 
“Hold up again, O Perseus, thy fair head, 
Because thou art indeed my father's son, 
And in this quest that now thou goest upon 
Thou shalt not fail: I swear it by my head, 
And that black water all immortals dread. 

“ Look now before my feet, and thou shalt see 
Four helpful things the high Gods lend to thee, 
Not willing thou shouldst journey forth in vain: 
Hermes himself, the many-eyed one’s bane, 
Gives these two-wingéd shoes, to carry thee 
Tireless on high o’er every land and sea; 
This cap is his whose chariot caught away 
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The maid of Enna from her gentle play; The doom of 
And if thou art hard-pressed of any one King Acrisius 
Set this on thee, and so be seen of none: 
The halting God was craftsman of this blade; 
No better shone, when, making heaven afraid, 
The giants round our golden houses cried, 
For neither brass nor steel its edge can bide, 
Or flinty rocks or gleaming adamant: 
With these, indeed, but one thing dost thou want, 
And that I give thee; little need’st thou reck 
Of those grey hopeless eyes, if round thy neck 
Thou hang’st this shield, that, hanging once on mine, 
In the grim giant’s hopeless eyes did shine. 

“ And now, be strong, and fly forth with good heart 
Far northward, till thou seest the ice-walls part 
The weary sea from snow-clad lands and wan, 
Untrodden yet by any son of man. 
There dwell the Gorgons’ ancient ststers three 
Men call the Graiz, who make shift to see 
With one eye, which they pass from hand to hand. 
Now make thyself unseen in this white land 
And snatch the eye, while crooning songs they sit, 
From hand to withered hand still passing it; 
And let them buy it back by telling thee 
How thou shalt find within the western sea 
The unknown country where their sisters dwell. 
Which thing unto thee I myself would tell, 
But when with many a curse I set them there, 
[in my wrath by a great oath did swear 
I would not name again the country grey 
Wherein they dwell, with little light of day. 

“Good speed, O Perseus; make no tarrying, 
But straightly set thyself to do this thing.” 

Now as his ears yet rung with words like these, 
And on the sand he sank upon his knees 
Before the Goddess, there he knelt alone 
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Asin a dream; but still the white moon shone 
Upon the sword, the shield, and cap and shoes 
Which half afeard he was at first to use, 
Until the Goddess gave him heart at last, 
And his own gear in haste aside he cast, 
And armed himself in that wild, lonely place: 
Then turning round, northward he set his face, 
And rose aloft and o’er the lands "gan fly, 
Betwixt the green earth and the windy sky. 

Young was the night when first he left the sands 
Of small Seriphos, but right many lands 
Before the moon was down his winged feet 
Had borne him over, tireless, strong and fleet. 
Then in the starlight, black beneath him lay 
The German forests, where the wild swine play, 
Fearless of what Diana’s maids may do, 
Who ever have more will to wander through 
The warm and grassy woods of Thessaly, 
Or in Sicilian orange-gardens lie. 
But ere the hot sun on his arms ’gan shine 
He had passed o’er the Danube and the Rhine 
And heard the faint sound of the northern sea; 
But ever northward flew untiringly, 
Till Thule lay beneath his feet at last. 
Then o’er its desert icy hills he passed, 
And on beneath a feeble sun he flew, 
Till, rising like a wall, the cliffs he knew 
That Pallas told him of: the sun was high, 
But on the bleak ice shone but wretchedly; 
Pale blue the great mass was and cold enow; 
Grey tattered moss hung from its jagged brow, 
No wind was there at all, though ever beat 
The leaden tideless sea against its feet. 

Then lighted Perseus on that dreary land, 
And when on the white plain his feet did stand 
He saw no sign of either beast or man, 
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Except that near by rose a palace wan, The doom of 
Built of some metal that he could not name. King Acristus 
Thither he went, and to a great door came 
That stood wide open; so without a word 
He entered in, and drew his deadly sword, 
Though neither sword or man might one behold 
More than folk see their death ere they grow old. 

So having entered, through a cloister grey 
With cautious steps and slow he took his way, 
At end whereof he found a mighty hall; 
Where, bare of hangings, a white marble wall 
And milk-white pillars held the roof aloft 
And nothing was therein of fair or soft; 
And at one end, upon a dais high, 
There sat the crones that had the single eye, 
Clad in blue sweeping cloak and snow-white gown; 
While o'er their backs their straight white hairhung down 
In long thin locks; dreadful their faces were, 
Carved all about with wrinkles of despair; 
And as they sat they crooned a dreary song, 
Complaining that their lives should last so long 
In that sad place thatno one came anear, 
In that wan place desert of hope and fear; 
And singing, still they rocked their bodies bent, 
And ever each to each the eye they sent. 

Awhile stood Perseus gazing on the three, 
Then sheathed his sword, and toward them warily 
He went, and from the last one snatched the eye, 
Who, feeling it gone from her, witha cry 
Sprung up and said: <O sisters, he is here 
That we were warned so long ago to fear, 
And verily he has the eye of me.” 

Then those three, thinking they no more should see 
What feeblelight the sun could show them there, 
And that of all joys now their life was bare, 
Began a-wailing and lamenting sore 
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That they were worse than ever heretofore. 
Then Perseus cried: “Unseen am I indeed, 

But yet a mortal man, who have a need 
Your wisdom can make good, if so ye will; 
Now neitherdo I wish youany ill, 
Nor this your treasure will I keep from you 
If ye will tell me what I needs must do 
To gain, upon the earth or underit, 
The dreary country where your sisters sit: 
Of whom, as wise men say, the one is fair 
As any Goddess, but with snaky hair 
And body that shall perish on some day, 
While the two others ancient are, and grey 
As ye be, but shall see the whole world die.” 

Then said they: “ Rash man, give us back theeye 
Or rue this day, for wretched as we are, 
Beholding not fair peace or godlike war, 
Or any of the deeds of men at all, 
Yet are we strong, and on thy head shall fall 
Our heavy curses, and but dismally 
Thy life shall pass until thou com’st to die.” 

“ Make no delay,” he said, “to do this thing, 
Or this your cherished sight I soon shall fling 
Into the sea, or burn it up with fire.” 

“What else, what else, but this wilt thou desire?” 
They said: “Wilt thou have long youth at our hands? 
Or wilt thou be the king of lovely lands? 
Or store up wealth to lead thy life in mirth? 
Or wilt thou have the beauty of the earth 
With all her kindness for thy very own? 
Choose what thou wilt except this thing alone.” 

“Nay,” said he, “for nought else I left my home; 
For this sole knowledge hither am I come, 
Not all unholpen of the Gods above; 
Nor yet shall words my steadfast purpose move.” 

Then with that last word did he hold his peace, 
And they no less from wailing words did cease, 
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Hoping that in that silence he might think The doom of 
Of their dread words and from the evils shrink King Acrisius 
Wherewith they threatened him; but in his heart 
Most godlike courage fit for such a part 
The white-armed Goddess of the loom had set, 
Nor in that land her help did he forget. 

Withal, when many an hour had now gone by, 
Together did the awesome sisters cry: 
“() man! O man! hear that which thou would’st know, 
And with thy knowledge let the dread curse go, 
Which us hath cursed most of all those who dwell 
Upon this wretched fire-concealing shell. 
Slave of the cruel Gods! go, get ye hence, 
And storing deeds for fruitless penitence, 
Go east, as though in Scythia were thine home, 
But when unto the wind-beat seas ye come 
Stop short, and turn round to the south again 
Until ye reach the western land of Spain; 
Then o’er the straits ye soon shall come to be 
Betwixt the ocean and the inner sea, 
Thenceforth go westward even as thou mayst 
Until ye find a dark land long laid waste, 
Where green cliffs rise from out an inky sea, 
But no green leaf may grow on bush or tree. 
No sun makes day there, no moon lighteth night, 
The long years there must pass in grey twilight; 
There dwell our sisters, walking dismally, 
Between the dull-brown caverns and the sea. 

“Tool in the hand of God! do there thy might! 
Nor fall like us, nor strive for peace and right; 
But give our own unto us and be gone, 
And leave us to our misery all alone.” 

Then straight he put the eye into the hand 
Of her that spoke, and turned from that white land, 
Leaving them singing their grim song again. 
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The doom of But flying forth he came at last to Spain, 
King Acrisius And so unto the southern end of it, 

And then with restless wings due west did flit. 
For many a day across the sea he flew, 
That lay beneath him clear enough and blue, 
Until at last rose such a thick grey must, 
That of what lay beneath him nought he wist; 
But still through this he flew a night and day 
Hearkening the washing of the watery way, 
Unseen: but when, at ending of the night, 
The mist was gone and grey sea came in sight, 
He thought that he had reached another world; 
This way and that the leaden seas were hurled, 
Moved by no wind, but by some unseen power; 
Twilight it was, and still his feet dropped lower 
As through the thickening, dim hot air he passed, 
Until he feared to reach the sea at last. 

But even as his feet dragged in the sea, 
He, praying to the Goddess fervently, 
Felt her good help, for soon he rose again 
Three fathoms up, and flew with lessened pain; 
And looking through the dimness could behold 
The wretched land whereof the sisters told, 
And soon could see how down the green cliffs fell 
A yellow stream, that from some inland well 
Arose, and through the land ran sluggishly, 
Until it poured with dull plash in the sea 
Like molten lead; and nigher as he came 
He saw great birds, whose kind he could not name, 
That whirling noiselessly about did seem 
To seek a prey within that leaden stream; 
And drawing nigher yet, at last he saw 
That many of them held, with beak or claw, 
Great snakes they tore still flying through the air. 
Then making for the cliff and lighting there 
He saw, indeed, that tawny stream and dull 
Of intertwining writhen snakes was full, 
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So, with a shudder, thence he turned away, The doom of 
And through the untrodden land he took his way. King Acrisius 

Now cave-pierced rocks there rose up everywhere, 
And gaunt old trees, of leaves and fruit all bare; 
And midst this wretchedness a mighty hall, 
Whose great stones made a black and shining wall; 
The doors were open, and thence came a cry 
Of one in anguish wailing bitterly; 
Then o'er its threshold passed the son of Jove, 
Well shielded by the grey-eyed Maiden’s love. 

Now there he saw two women bent and old, 
Like to those three that north he did behold; 
There were they, sitting well-nigh motionless, 
Their eyes grown stony with their long distress, 
Staring at nought, and still no sound they made, 
And on their knees their wrinkled hands were laid. 

But a third woman paced about the hall, 
And ever turned her head from wall to wall 
And moaned aloud, and shrieked in her despair; 
Because the golden tresses of her hair 
Were moved by writhing snakes from side to side, 
That in their writhing oftentimes would glide 
On to her breast, or shuddering shoulders white; 
Or, falling down, the hideous things would light 
Upon her feet, and crawling thence would twine 
Their slimy folds about her ankles fine. 
But in a thin red garment was she clad, 
And round her waist a jewelled band she had, 
The gift of Neptune on the fatal day 
When fate her happiness first putaway. 

So there awhile unseen did Perseus stand, 
With softening heart, and doubtful trembling hand 
Laid on his sword-hilt, muttering: “ Would that she 
Had never turned her woeful face to me.” 
But therewith Pallas smote him with this thought: 
“ Does she desire to live, who has been brought 
Into such utter woe and misery, 
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The doom of Wherefrom no God or man can set her free, 
King Acrisius Since Pallas’ dreadful vow shall bind her fast, 

Till earth and heaven are gone, and all is past? 
~—And yet, would God the thing were atan end.” 

Then with that word, he saw her stop and rend 
The raiment from her tender breast and soft, 
And with a great cry lift her arms aloft; 
Then on her breast her head sank, agshe said: 
“Q ye, be merciful, and strike me dead! 
How many an one cries unto you to live, 
Which gift ye find no little thing to give, 
O give it now to such, and unto me 
That other gift from which all people flee! 

“( was it not enough to take away 
The flowery meadows and the light of day? 
Or not enough to take away from me 
The once-loved faces that I used to see; 
To take away sweet sounds and melodies, 
The song of birds, the rustle of the trees; 
To make the prattle of the children cease, 
And wrap my soul in shadowy hollow peace, 
Devoid of longing? Ah, no, not for me! 
For those who die your friends this rest shall be; 
For me no rest from shame and sore distress, 
For me no moment of forgetfulness; 
For me a soul that still might love and hate, 
Shut in this fearful land and desolate, 
Changed by mine eyes to horror and to stone; 
For me perpetual anguish all alone, 
Midst many a tormenting misery, 
Because I know not if I ¢’er shall die. 

“ And yet, and yet, thee will I pray unto, 
Thou Dweller in the shifting halls of blue, 
Fathoms beneath the treacherous bridge of lands. 
Call now to mind that day upon the sands, 
Hard by the house of Pallas white and cold, 
Where hidden in some wave thou didst behold 
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This body, fearless of the cold grey sea, The doom of 
And dowered as yet with fresh virginity. King Acrisius 

“ How many things thou promisedst me then! 
Who among all the daughters of great men 
Should be like me? what sweet and happy life! 
What peace, if all the world should be at strife, 
Thou promisedst me then! Lay all aside, 
And give unto the great Earth-Shaker’s bride 
That which the wretch shut up in prison drear, 
Deprived of all, yet ceases not to fear; 
That which all men fear more than all distress, 
The rest of Death, and dull forgetfulness.” 

Her constant woeful prayer was heard at last, 
For now behind her unseen Perseus passed, 
And silently whirled the great sword around; 
And when it fell, she fell upon the ground, 
And felt no more of all her bitter pain. 

But from their seats rose up with curses vain 
The two immortals when they saw her fall 
Headless upon the floor, and loud gan call 
On those that came not, because far away 
Their friends and kindred were upon that day. 
Then to and fro about the hall they ran 
To find the slayer, were he God or man, 
And when unseen from out the place he drew, 
Upon the unhappy corpse, with wails they threw 
Their wretched and immortal bodies old: 
But when the one the other did behold, 
Alive and hideous there before her eyes, 
Such anguish for the past time would arise 
Within their hearts, that the lone hall would ring 
With dreadful shrieks of many an impious thing. 

Yet of their woe but little Perseus knew, 
As with a stout heart south-east still he flew. 
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om of OW at his side a wallet Perseus bore, : 
The do With threads of yellow gold embroidered o'er; 

Shuddering, therein he laid the fearful head, 
Lest he unwitting yet might join the dead, 
Or those he loved by sight of it be slain. 

But strong fate led him to the Lybian plain, 
Where, at the ending of a sultry day, 
A palace huge and fair beneath him lay, 
Whose roofs with silver plates were covered o'er; 
Then lighting down by its enormous door, 
He heard unmeasured sounds of revelry, 
And thought: A fair place this will be for me, 
Who lack both food and drink and rest this night.” 
So turning to the ruddy flood of light, 
Up the huge steps he toiled unto the hall; 
But even as his eager foot did fall 
Upon the threshold, such a mocking shout 
Rang in his ears as Etna sendeth out 
When, at the day’s end, round the stithy cold 
The Cyclops some unmeasured banquet hold. 
And monstrous men could he see sitting there, 
Burnt by the sun, with length of straight back hair, 
And taller far than men are wont to be; 
And at a gold-strewn dais could he see 
A mighty King, a fearful man to face, 
Brown-skinned and black-haired, of the giants’ race, 
Who seeing him, with thundering voice gan call: 
«Q Stranger, come forthwith into the hall; 
Atlas would see thee!” Forth stood Perseus then, 
And going "twixt the rows of uncouth men 
Seemed but a pigmy; but his heart was great, 
And vain is might against the stroke of fate. 

Then the King cried: “ Who art thou, little one? 
Surely in thy land weak must be the sun 
If there are bred such tender folk as thou: 
May the Gods grant such men are few enow! 
Artthoua king's son?” Loud he laughed withal, 
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And shouts of laughter rang throughout the hall, The doom of 
Like clattering thunder on a July night. King Acrisius 
But Perseus quailed not. “Little were my might,” 
He said, “if helpless on the earth I were; 
But to the equal Gods my life 1s dear, 
And certes victory over Jove's own son 
By earthly men shall not be lightly won.” 

So spake he, moving inward from the door, 
But louder laughed the black King than before, 
And all his people shouted at his beck; 
Therewith he cried: “Break now this Prince’s neck, 
And take him forth and hang him up straightway 
Before my door, that henceforth from this day 
Pigmies and jesters may take better heed, 
Lest at our hands they gain a liar’s meed.” 

Then started up two huge men from the board, 
And Perseus, seeing them come, half drew his sword, 
Looking this way and that; but in a while, 
Upon his wallet with a deadly smile 
He set his hand, and forth the head he drew, 
Dead, white midst golden hair, where serpents blue 
Yet dangled dead; and ere they stooped to take 
His outstretched arms, before them he did shake 
The dreadful thing: then stopped they suddenly, 
Stone dead, without a wound or any cry. 

Then toward the King he held aloft the head, 
And as he stiffened, cried at him, and said: 
“0 King! when such a gift I bring to thee, 
Wilt thou be dumb and neither hear nor see? 
Listen how sing thy men, and in thy hall 
How swift the merry dancers’ feet do fall 

For now these, thinking him some God to be, 
Cried in their fear, and made great haste to flee, 
Crowding about the great doors of the hall, 
Until not one was left of great or small, 
But the dead King, and those that there had died. 
—Lo, in such way Medusa’s head was tried! 
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The doom of But when the living giant-folk were gone, 
King Acrisius And with the dead men there he stood alone, 

He turned him to the food that thereby lay, 
And ate and drank with none to say him nay; 
And on the floor at last he laid him down, 
Midst heaps of unknown tawny skins and brown. 

There all the night in dreamless sleep he lay, 
But rose again at the first streak of day, 
And looking round about rejoiced to see 
The uncouth image of his enemy, 
Silent for ever, with wide mouth agape 
E’en as he died; and thought: ¢“ Who now shall scape 
When I am angry, while this gift I have? 
How well my needy lovers I may save 
While this dread thing still hangeth by my side!” 

Then out he passed: a plain burnt up and wide, 
He saw before him, bare of any trees, 
And much he longed for the green dashing seas, 
And merry winds of the sweet island shore, 
Fain of the gulls cry, for the lion’s roar. 

Yet, glad at heart, he lifted up his feet 
From the parched earth, and soon the air did beat, 
Going north-east, and flew forth all the day, 
And when the night fell, still was on the way; 
And many a sandy plain did he pass o'er, 
And many a dry much-trodden river shore, 
Where thick the thirsty beasts stood in the night. 
The stealthy leopard saw him with affright, 
As whining from the thicket it crept out; 
The lion drew back at his sudden shout 
From off the carcass of some slaughtered beast; 
And the thin jackals waiting for the feast 
Stinted their hungry howls as he passed by; 
And black men sleeping, as he came anigh 
Dreamed ugly dreams, and reached their hands to seize 
The spear or sword that lay across their knees. 
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So at the last the sea before him lay, The doom of 
But not for that did he make any stay, King Acrisius 
But flew on till the night began to wane, 
And the grey sea was blue and green again; 
Until the sunlight on his wings shone fair, 
And turned to red the gold locks of his hair. 
Then in a little while he saw no land, 
But all was heaving sea on every hand, 
Driven this way and that way by the wind. 

Still fast he flew, thinking some coast to find, 
And so, about the middle of the day, 
Far to the east a land before him lay, 
And when unto 1t he was come anigh 
He saw the sea beat on black cliffs and high, 
With green grass growing on the tops of them, 
Binding them round as gold a garment’s hem. 

Then slowly alongside thereof he flew 
If haply by some sign the land he knew, 
Until a ness he reached, whereon there stood 
A tower new-built of mighty beams of wood; 
So nigh he came that, unseen, he could see 
Pale haggard faces peering anxiously 
From out its well-barred windows that looked forth 
Into a bay that lay upon the north; 
But inland over moveless waves of down 
Shone the white walls of some great royal town. 

Now underneath the scarped cliffs of the bay 
From horn to horn a belt of sand there lay 
Fast lessening as the flood-tide swallowed it; 
There all about did the sea-swallows flit, 
And from the black rocks yellow hawks flew down, 
And cormorants fished amidst the sea-weed brown, 
Or on the low rocks nigh unto the sea, 
While over all the fresh wind merrily 
Blew from the deep, and o’er the pale blue sky 
"Thin clouds were stretched the way the wind went by; 
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The doom of And forward did the mighty waters press 
King Acrisius As though they loved the green earth’s steadfastness. 

Nought slept, but everything was bright and fair 
Beneath the bright sun and the noon-day air. 

Now hovering there, he seemed to hear a sound 
Unlike the sea-bird’s cry, and looking round, 
He saw a figure standing motionless 
Beneath the cliff, midway twixt ness and ness, 
And as the wind lull’d heard that cry again, 
That sounded like the wail of one in pain; 
Wondering thereat, and seeking marvels new 
He lighted down, and toward the place he drew, 
And made invisible by Pallas’ aid, 
He came within the scarped cliffs purple shade, 
And found a woman standing lonely there, 
Naked, except for tresses of her hair 
That o’er her white limbs by the breeze were wound, 
And brazen chains her weary arms that bound 
Unto the sea-beat overhanging rock, 
As though her golden-crownéd head to mock. 
But nigh her feet upon the sand there lay 
Rich raiment that had covered her that day, 
Worthy to be the ransom of a king, 
Unworthy round such loveliness to cling. 

Alas, alas! no bridal play this was; | 
The tremors that throughout her limbs did pass, 
Her restless eyes, the catching of her breath, 
Were but the work of the cold hand of death, 
She waited for, midst untold miseries, 
As, now with head cast back and close-shut eyes, 
She wailed aloud, and now all spent with woe 
Stared out across the rising sea, as though 
She deemed each minute brought the end anigh 
For which in her despair she needs must cry. 

Then unseen Perseus stole anigh the maid, 
And love upon his heart a soft hand laid, 
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And tender pity rent it for her pain; The doom of 
Nor yet an eager cry could he refrain, King Acrisius 
As now, transformed by that piteous sight, 
Grown like unto a God for pride and might, 
Down on the sand the mystic cap he cast 
And stood before her with flushed face at last, 
And grey eyes glittering with his great desire 
Beneath his hair, that like a harmless fire 
Blown by the wind shone in her hopeless eyes. 

But she, all rigid with her first surprise, 
Ceasing her wailing as she heard his cry, 
Stared at him, dumb with fear and misery, 
Shrunk closer yet unto the rocky place 
And writhed her bound hands as to hide her face; 
But sudden love his heart did so constrain, 
With open mouth he strove to speak in vain 
And from his heart the hot tears ‘gan to rise; 
But she midst fear beheld his kind grey eyes, 
And then, as hopecameglimmering through her dread, 
In a weak voice he scarce could hear, she said: 
“0 Death! if thou hast risen from the sea, 
Sent by the Gods to end this misery, 
I thank them that thou comest in this form, 
Who rather thought to see a hideous worm 
Come trailing up the sands from out the deep, 
Or suddenly swing over from the steep 
To lap me in his folds, and bone by bone 
Crush all my body: come then, with no moan 
Will I make ready now to leave the light. 

“But yet—thy face is wonderful and bright; 
Art thou a God? Ah, then be kind to me! 
Is there no valley far off from the sea 
Where 1 may live alone, afar from strife 
Nor anger any God with my poor life? 
Or do the Gods delight in misery 
And art thou come to mock me ere I die? 
Alas, must they be pitiless, when they 
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The doom of Fear not the hopeless slayer of the day! 
King Acrisius Speak, speak! what meanest thou by that sad smile? 

O, if the Gods could be but men awhile 
And learn such fearful things unspeakable 
As I have learned this morn, what man can tell 
What golden age might wrap the world again— 
Ah, dost thou love me, is my speech not vain? 
Did not my beauty perish on this morn? 
Dost thou not kiss me now for very scorn? 
Alas, my shame, I cannot flee from thee! 
Alas, my sin! no green-stemmed laurel tree 
Shall mock thy grasp, no misty mountain stream 
Shall wake thee shuddering from a lovely dream, 
No helping God shall hear, but thou alone! 
Help me, I faint! I see not! art thou gone? 
Alas! thy lips were warm upon my brow, 
What good deed will it be to leave me now! 

“Oh, yet I feel thy kind and tender hand 
On my chained wrist, and thou wilt find some land 
Where I may live a little, free from fear. 
And yet, and yet, if thou hast sought me here 
Being but a man, no manly thing it is, 
Nor hope thou from henceforth to live in bliss, 
If here thou wrongest me, who am but dead.” 

Then as she might she hung adown her head, 
Her bosom heaved with sobs, and from her eyes, 
Long dried amidst those hopeless miseries, 
Unchecked the salt tears o’er her bosom ran 
As love and shame their varying strife began. 

But overwhelmed with pity, mad with love, 
Stammering, nigh weeping spoke the son of Jove: 
“Alas what land is this, where such as thou 
Are thus tormented? look upon me now, 
And cease thy fear! no evil manam I, 
No cruel God to mock thy misery; 
But the Gods help me, and their unmoved will 
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Has sent me here to save thee from some ill, The doom of 
I know not what; to give thee rest from this, King Acrisius 
And unto me unutterable bliss, 
If from a man thou takest not away 
The gift thou gavest toa God to-day: 
But I may bea very God to thee 
Because the Gods are helpful unto me, 
Nor would I fear them aught if thou wert nigh, 
Since unto each it happeneth once to die. 
Speak not, sweet maid, till I have loosed thine hands 
From out the grasp of these unworthy bands.” 

So straight, and ere her lips could frame a word, 
From out its sheath he drew the gleaming sword, 
And while she shut her dazzled eyes for fear 
To see the glittering marvel draw anear, 
Unto her side her weary arms fell freed; 
Then must she shrink away, for now indeed 
With rest and hope and growing love there came 
Remembrance of her helplessness and shame. 
Weeping she said: ¢ My fate is but to die; 
Forget the wild words of my misery, 
Take a poor maiden’s thanks and leave this place, 
Nor for thy pity die before my face, 
As verily thou wilt if thou stay’st here; 
Because however free thou art from fear, 
What hopest thou against this beast to do, 
My death, and thine unconquerable foe? 
When all a kingdom's strength has had no hope 
With this strange horror, God-endowed, to cope, 
But deemed it good to give up one poor maid 
Unto his wrath, who makes the world afraid.” 

“Nay,” said he, “but thy fate shall be my fate, 
And on these sands thy bane will I await, 
Though I know nought of all his mightiness; 
For scarcely yet a man, I none the less 
Such things have done as make me now a name, 
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The doom of Nor can llivealoveless life of shame, 
King Acrisius Or leave thee now, this day’s most god-like gift, 

Into some unknown mortal pain to drift.” 

She, hurrying as he spoke, with trembling hands 
Had lifted up her raiment from the sands, 
And yet therewith she was not well arrayed 
Before she turned round, ghastly white, and said: 
“Look seaward and behold my death draw nigh, 
Not thine—not thine—but kiss me ere I die; 
Alas! how many things I had to tell, 
For certainly I should have loved thee well.” 

He came to her and kissed her as she sank 
Into his arms, and from the horror shrank, 
Clinging to him, scarce knowing he was there; 
But through the drifting wonder of her hair, 
Amidst his pity, he beheld the sea, 
And saw a huge wave rising mightily 
Above the smaller breakers of the shore, 
Which in its green breast for a minute bore 
A nameless horror, that it cast aland 
And left, a huge mass on the oozing sand, 
That scarcely seemed a living thing to be, 
Until at last those twain it seemed to see, 
And gathering upitsstrange limbs, towardsthem passed. 
And therewithal a dismal trumpet-blast 
Rang from the tower, and from the distant town 
The wind in answer brought loud wails adown. 

Then Perseus gently put the maid from him, 
Who sank down shivering in her every limb, 
Silent despite herself for fear and woe, 
As down the beach he ran to meet the foe. 

But he, beholding Jove’s son drawing near, 
A great black fold against him did uprear, 
Maned with grey tufts of hair, as some old tree 
Hung round with moss, in lands where vapours be; 
From his bare skull his red eyes glowed like flame 
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And from his open mouth a sound there came, ~~ The doom of 
Strident and hideous, that still louder grew King Acrisius 
As that rare sight of one in arms he knew: 
But godlike, fearless, burning with desire, 
The adamant jaws and lidless eyes of fire 
Did Perseus mock, and lightly leapt aside 
As forward did the torture-chamber glide 
Of his huge head, and ere the beast could turn, 
One moment bright did blue-edged Herpe burn, 
The next was quenched in the black flow of blood; 
Then in confused folds the hero stood, 
His bright face shadowed by the jaws of death, 
His hair blown backward by the poisonous breath; 
But all that passed, like lightning-lighted street 
In the dark night, as the blue blade did meet 
The wrinkled neck, and with no faltering stroke, 
Like a God's hand the fell enchantment broke, 
And then again in place of crash and roar, 
He heard the shallow breakers on the shore, 
And o’er his head the sea-gull’s plaintive cry, 
Careless as Gods for who might live or die. 

Then Perseus from the slimy loathsome coil 
Drew out his feet, and then with little toil 
Smote off the head, the terror of the lands, 
And, dragging it along, went up the sands, 
Shouting aloud for joy: “Arise, arise, 
O thou whose name I know not! Ope thine eyes 
To see the gift that 1, first seen to-day, 
Am hastening now before thy feet to lay! 
Look up, look up | What shall thy sweet face be, 
That I have seen amidst such misery, 
When thou at last beginnest to rejoice.” 

Slowly she rose, her burdened heart found voice 
In sobs and murmurs inarticulate, 
And clean forgetting all the sport of fate, 
She scarce could think that she should ever die, 
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The doom of Aslocked in fearless, loving, strait embrace, 

King Acrisius They made a heaven of that lone sandy place. 
Then on a rock smoothed by the washing sea 

They sat, and eyed each other lovingly. 
And few words at the first the maiden said, 
So wrapped she was in all the goodlihead 
Of her new life made doubly happy now: 
For her alone the sea-breeze seemed to blow, 
For her in music did the white surf fall, 
For her alone the wheeling birds did call 
Over the shallows, and the sky for her 
Was set with white clouds, far away and clear; 
E’en as her love, this strong and lovely one 
‘Who held her hand, was but for her alone. 

But after loving silence for a while, 
She, turning round to him her heavenly smile, 
Said: “Tell me, O my love, what name is thine, 
What mother brought thee forth so nigh divine, 
Whence art thou come to take away my shame?” 

Then said he: “Fair love, Perseus is my name, 
Not known of men, though that may come to be; 
And her that bore me men call Danae, 
And tales of my begetting people tell 
And call my father, Jove: but it befell 
Unto my mother, when I first was born, 
That she, cast out upon the sea, forlorn 
Of help of men, unto Seriphos came; 
And there she dwells as now, not gathering shame, 
But called a Queen; and thence I come indeed, 
Sent by the Gods to help thee in thy need.” 

Then he began and told her everything 
Down to the slaying of the monstrous king, 
She listening to him meanwhile, glad at heart 
That he had played so fair and great a part. 
But all being told, she said: “This salt pool nigh 
Left by the tide, now mirrors well the sky, 
So smooth it is, and now I stand anear 
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Canst thou not see my foolish visage clear, The doom of 
Yea, een the little gems upon my hands? King Acrisius 
May I not see this marvel of the lands 
So mirrored, and yet live? Make no delay, 
The sea is pouring fast into the bay, 
And we must soon be gone.” 

“Look down,” he said, 
“And take good heed thou turnest not thine head.” 
Then gazing down with shuddering dread and awe, 
Over her imaged shoulder, soon she saw 
The head rise up, so beautiful and dread, 
That, white and ghastly, yet seemed scarcely dead 
Beside the image of her own fair face, 
As, daring not to move from off the place, 
But trembling sore, she cried: “Enough, O love! 
What man shall doubt thou art the son of Jove; 
I think thou wilt not die.” Then with her hand 
She hid her eyes, and trembling did she stand 
Until she felt his lips upon her cheek; 
Then turning round, with anxious eyes and meek, 
She gazed upon him, and some doubtful thought 
Up to her brow the tender colour brought, 
And sinking somewhat down her golden head, 
Stammering a little now these words she said: 

“0 godlike man, thou dost not ask my name, 
Or why folk gave me up to death and shame; 
Dost thou not dread I am some sorceress, 
Whose evil deeds well earned me that distress?” 

Tell me thy name,” he said; “yet as for thee 
I deem that thou wert bound beside the sea, 
Because the Gods would have the dearest thing 
Which thy land held for its own ransoming.” 

She said: “O love, the sea is rising fast, 
And time it is that we henceforth were past; 
The only path that leadeth to the down 
Is far, and thence a good way is the town; 
Wend we, and on our journey will I tell 
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How all these things, now come to nought, befell.” 
“I.ead on,” he said, and lifted from the sand 

The monster's head ; and therewith, hand in hand, 
Together underneath the cliffs they went, 
The while she told her tale to this intent. 

HIS is the Syrian land, this town anigh 
Is Joppa, and Andromeda am I, 
Daughter of him who holds the sceptre there, 

King Cepheus and Cassiope the fair. 
“She, smit by cruel madness, brought ill fate 

Upon the land to make it desolate; 
For by the place whence thou deliveredst me, 
An altar to the daughters of the sea 
Erewhile there stood, and we in solemn wise, 
Unto the maids were wont to sacrifice 
And give them gifts of honey, oil and wine, 
That we might have the love of folk divine; 
And so it chanced that on a certain day, 
When from that place the sea was ebbed away, 
Upon the firm sands I and many a maid 
About that altar went, while the flutes played 
Such notes as sea-folk love; and as we went 
Upon the wind rich incense-clouds we sent 
About the hallowed stone, whereon there lay 
Fruits of the earth for them to bear away; 
Thus did we maids, as we were wont to do, 
And watching us, as was their wont also, 
Our mothers stood, my own amidst the rest. 

“But ere the rites were done, as one possessed 
She cried aloud: ‘Alas, what do we now, 
Such honour unto unseen folk to show! 
To spend our goods, our labour and our lives, 
In serving these the careless sea-wind drives 
Hither and thither through the booming seas; 
While thou, Andromeda, art queen of these, 
And in thy limbs such lovely godhead moves, 
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That thou shalt be new Mother of the Loves; The doom of 
Thou shalt not die! Go, child, and sit alone, King Acrisius 
And take our homage on thy golden throne; 
And I that bore thee will but be thy slave, 
Nor shall another any worship have.’ 

“Trembling awhile we stood with heads downcast, 
To hear those words, then from the beach we passed; 
And sick at heart each went unto her home 
Expeéting when the fearful death should come, 
Like those of Thebes, who, smit by arrows, fell 
Before the feet of her who loved too well. 

“And yet stayed not my mother’s madness there; 
She caused men make a silver image fair 
Of me unhappy, round the base she writ 
“ Fairest of all, and bade men carry it, 
With flowers and music, down unto the sea, 
Who on the altar fixed it solidly 
Against the beating of the winds and waves. 

“But we, expecting now no quiet graves, 
Trembled at every murmur of the night, 
And if a cloud should hide the noon sun bright 
Grew faint with terror; yet the days went by 
Harmless above our great iniquity, 
Until one wretched morn I woke to hear 
Down in the street loud wails and cries of fear, 
And my heart died within me, nor durst I 
Ask for the reason of that bitter cry, 
Though soon I knew it: nigh unto the sea 
Were gathered folk for some festivity; 
When, at the happiest moment of their feast 
Forth from the déep there came a fearful beast 
No man could name, who quickly snatched away 
Their fairest maid, and with small pain did slay 
Such men as there in arms before him stood; 
For unto him was steel as rotten wood, 
And darts as straw: nor grew the story old; 
Day after day e’en such a tale was told. 
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The doom of —XKiss me, my love! I grow afraid again; 
King Acrisius Kiss me amid the memory of my pain; 

Draw me to thee, that I thine arms may feel, 
A better help than triple brass or steel! 

“ Alas, lovel folk began to look on me 
With angry eyes and mutter gloomily, 
As pale and trembling through the streets I passed; 
And from the heavy thunder-cloud at last 
The dreadful lightning quivered through the air: 
For on aday the people filled the square 
With arms and tumult, and my name I heard, 
But heard no more; for, shuddering and afeard, 
Unto my far-off quiet bower I fled, 
And from that moment deemed myself but dead. 
How the time passed 1 know not, what they did 
1 know not now; for like a quail half hid, 
When the hawk’s pinions shade the sun from him, 
Crouching adown, I felt my life wax dim. 

“The Gods have made us mighty certainly 
That we can bear such things and yet not die. 
This morn—Ah, love, and was it yet this year, 
Wherein thou camest to me, kind and dear ?— 
This morn they brought me forth, they did on me 
This mocking raiment bright with bravery; 
They mocked my head with gold, with gems my feet, 
My heart with lovely songs and music sweet. 
Thou wouldst have wept to see me led along 
Amidst that dreary pomp with flowers and song; 
But if folk wept, how could I note it then? 
Most vain to me were grown all ways of men. 

“They brought me to mine image on the sands, 
They took it down, they bore it in their hands 
To deck mine empty tomb, I think, and then— 
O cruel is the fearfulness of men, 
Striving a little while to "scape death’s pain 
My naked body they spared not to chain, 
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Lest I should ’scape the death from which they fled, The doom of 
Then left me there alone and shamed~—and dead— King Acrisius 
While to his home each went again, to live 
Such vain forgetful life as fate might give, 

“0 love, to think that love can pass away, 
That, soon or late, to us shall come a day 
When this shall be forgotten! e’en this kiss 
That makes us now forget the high God’s bliss, 
And sons of men with all their miseries.” 

“Turn round,” he said, “and let thy well-loved eyes 
Behold the sea from this high grassy hill, 
And thou shalt see the risen waves now fill 
The bay from horn to horn of it: no more 
Thy footprints bless the shell-strewn sandy shore, 
The vale the monster scooped, as neath my sword 
He writhed, the black stream that from out him poured, 
The rock we sat on, and the pool wherein 
Thou sawest the Gods’ revenge for heedless sin— 
How the green ripples of the shallow sea 
Cover the strife and passion peacefully, 
Nor lack the hallowing of the low broad sun. 

“So has love stolen upon us, lovely one, 
And quenched our old lives in this new delight; 
And if thou needs must think of that dull night 
That creepeth on no otherwise than this, 
Yet for that thought hold closer to thy bliss: 
Come nigher, come! forget the more thy pain.” 

So there of all love's feasting were they fain; 
Words fail to tell the joyance that they had, 
And with what words they made each other glad. 

O, as it drew to ending of the day, 
Unto the city did they take their way, 
And when they stood before its walls at last 

They found the heavy gate thereof shut fast 
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The doom of And no one on the walls for very shame; 
King Acrisius Then to the wicket straightway Perseus came, 

And down the monster’s grinning head he threw, 
While on the horn a mighty blast he blew, 
But no one answered ; then he cried aloud: 
“Come forth, O warders, and no more shrink cowed 
Behind your battlements! one man alone 
Has dared to do what thousands have not done, 
And the great beast beside the sea lies dead: 
Come forth, come forth! and gaze upon this head!” 

Then opened was the door a little way, 
And one peered forth and saw him with the may, 
And turning round some joyous words he cried 
Unto the rest, who oped the great gates wide, 
And through them Perseus the saved maiden led. 
Then as the folk cast eyes upon the head, 
They stopped their shouts to gaze thereon with fear, 
And timidly the women drew anear; 
But soon, beholding Perseus’ godlike grace, 
His mighty limbs, and flushed and happy face, 
Cried out unto the maid: “O happy thou, 
Who art well paid for every trouble now, 
In winning such a godlike man as this,” 
And many there were fain his skirts to kiss; 
But he smiled down on them, and said: “Rejoice, 
O girls, indeed, but yet lift heart and voice 
Unto the Gods to-day, and not to me! 
For they it was who sent me to this sea. 
And first of all fail not to bless the Maid 
Through whom it came that I was not afraid.” 

So through the streets they went,and quickly spread 
News that the terror of the land was dead. 
And folk thronged round to see the twain go by, 
Or went before with flowers or minstrelsy, 
Rejoicing for the slaying of their shame. 

Thus harbinger’d the happy lovers came 
222



Unto King Cepheus’ royal house of gold. The doom of 
To whom by this the joyful cries had told King Acrisius 
That all was changed and still his days were good; 
So, eager in his well-built porch he stood, 
No longer now in mournful raiment clad. 

But when they met, then were those two more glad 
Than words can say; there came her mother too, 
And round about her neck fair arms she threw, 
Weeping for joy; and all about the King 
The great men stood and eyed the fearful thing 
That lay at Perseus’ feet: then the King said: 
“QO thou, who on this day hast saved my maid, 
Wilt thou rule half my kingdom from to-day? 
Or wilt thou carry half my wealth away? 
Or in some temple shall we honour thee, 
Setting thine image up beside the sea? 
Ask what thou wilt before these mighty lords, 
And straightway is it thine without more words.” 

Then in his heart laughed Perseus; and, “O King,” 
He said, “I ask indeed a mighty thing; 
Yet neither will I take thy wealth away, 
Or make thee less a king than on this day, 
And in no temple shall mine image stand 
To look upon the sea that beats the land, 
For fear the God who now is friend to me 
Thereby should come to be mine enemy; 
And yet on this day am I grown so bold, 
I ask a greater gift than power or gold; 
Give me thy maiden saved, to be my bride, 
And let me go, because the world is wide 
And the Gods hate me not,and I am fain 
Some fertile land with these my hands to gain. 
Nor think thereby that thou wilt get thee shame, 
For if thou askest of my race and name, 
Perseus I am, the son of Dana¥, 
Born nigh to Argos, by the sounding sea, 
And those that know, call me the son of Jove, 
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Who in past days my mother’s face did love.” 
Then, glad at heart, the King said: “ Poor indeed 

Were such a gift, to give thee to thy meed 
This that thine own unconquered hands have won. 
O ye! bring now the head and cast thereon 
Jewels and gold from out my treasury, 
Till nothing of its grimness men can see; 
And let folk bring round to the harbour mouth 
My ship that saileth yearly to the south; 
That to his own land since it is his will 
This Prince may go; nor yet without his fill 
Of that which all men long for everywhere, 
Honour and gold and women kind and fair. 
And ye, O lords, to-morrow ere midday, 
Come hither to my house in great array, 
For then this marriage will we solemnise, 
Appeasing all the Gods with gifts of price.” 

Then loud all shouted, and the end of day 
Being come, Andromeda was led away 
Unto her bower, and there within a while 
She fell asleep, and in her sleep did smile, 
For on the calm of that forgetfulness 
Her bliss but happy longings did impress. 

But in the Syrian King’s adorn&d hall 
Sat Perseus till the shadows "gan to fall 
Shorter beneath the moon, and still he thought 
Amid the feast of what a day had brought 
Unto his heart, a foolish void before; 
And for the morrow must he long so sore 
"That all those joyances and minstrelsy 
Seemed unto him but empty things to be. 

Early next morn the city was astir, 
And country folk came in from far and near 
Hearing the joyous tidings that the beast 
‘Was dead, and fain to see the marriage feast, 
And joyous folk wandered from street to street 
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Crowned with fair flowers and singing carols sweet. The doom of 
Then to the maiden’s chamber maidens came, King Acrisius 

And woke her up to love and joyous shame, 
And as the merry sun streamed through the room 
Spread out unequalled marvels of the loom, 
Stored up for such an end in days long done, 
Ere yet her grey eyes looked upon the sun; 
Fine webs like woven mist, wrought in the dawn 
Long ere the dew had left the sunniest lawn, 
Gold cloth sowrought that noughtofgold seemed there, 
But rather sunlight over blossoms fair; 
You would have said that Gods had made them, bright, 
To hide her body from the common light 
Lest men should die from unfulfilled desire. 

Gems too they showed wrought by the hidden fire 
That eats the world, and from the unquiet sea 
Pearls worth the ransom of an argosy. 
Yet all too little all these riches seemed 
In worship of her, who as one who dreamed, 
By her fair maidens’ hands was there arrayed, 
Then, with loose hair, ungirded as a maid 
Unto the threshold of the house was brought; 
But when her hand familiar fingers caught, 
And when that voice, that erst amidst her fear 
She deemed a God's, now smote upon her ear 
Like one new-born to heaven she seemed to be. 

But dreamlike was the long solemnity, 
Unreal the joyous streets, where yesterday 
She passed half dead upon her wretched way: 
And though before the flickering altar-flame 
She trembled when she thought of that past shame, 
And midst the shouting knit her brows to think 
Of what a cup these men had bidden her drink, 
Unreal they seemed, forgotten as a tale 
We cannot tell, though it may still avail 
For pensive thoughts betwixt the day and night. 

All things unto the Gods were done aright; 
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The doom of Beside the sea the flame and smoke uprose 
King Acrisius Over rich gifts of many things to those 

A woman's tongue had wounded; golden veils 
And images, and bowls wrought o'er with tales, 
By all the altars of the Gods were laid; 
On this last day of maidenhood the maid 
Had stood before the shrines, and there had thrown 
Sweet incense on the flame, and through the town 
The praises of immortals had been sung, 
And sacred flowers about the houses hung; 
And now the last hours of the dreamlike day 
Amid great feasting slowly passed away. 

But in that land there was a mighty lord, 
To whom erewhile the King had pledged his word 
That he should wed Andromeda, and he 
Heard through sure friends of this festivity 
And raged thereat, and thought that eve to come 
Unbidden to the feast and bear her home: 
Phineus his name was, great amidst great men, 

He setting out, came to the great hall when 
The sun was well-nigh down; all armed was he, 
And at his back came on tumultuously 
His armed men-slaves and folk that loved him dear. 

Beholding him, the King rose up in fear, 
And all about the place scared folk uprose 
As men surprised at feast by deadly Foes: 
But Perseus laughing said: “ What feat do ye 
This eve in honour of my sweet and me? 
Or are ye but the servants of the King 
Returned from doing for him some great thing 
In a far land? then sit here and be glad, 
For on this day the King feeds good and bad.” 

Then inarticulate with rage and grief 
Phineus turned on him, snatching at a sheaf 
Of darts that hung against a pillar there, 
And hurled one at him, that sung through his hair 
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And slew a serving varlet by his side; The doom of 
Then finding voice, he faced the King and cried: King Acrisius 
“What dost thou drinking with this robber here, 
Who comes to steal that which I hold so dear 
That on my knees I prayed for her to thee? 
Speak, Cepheus! wilt thou give her yet to me 
And have good peace withal, or wilt thou die? 
Ho, friends, and ye that follow, cry my cry!” 

Then straight the hall rang with 2 mighty shout 
Of “Phineus,” and from sheath and belt leapt out 
The gleaming steel, and Cepheus stammering 
Took heart to say: “ Think well upon this thing; 
What should I do? the man did save her life, 
And her he might have made his slave, as wife 
He asks for now; take gifts and go thy way, 
Nor quench in blood the joyance of this day.” 

Then forth stood Perseus with a frowning face 
Before them all, and cried out from his place: 
“Get ye behind my back, all friends to me! 
And ere the lamps are lighted ye shall see 
A stranger thing than ye have ever dreamed.” 
And as he spake in his left hand there gleamed 
The gold-wrought satchel; but amazed and cowed 
Did the King’s friends behind the hero crowd, 
Who, ere from out the bag he drew the head, 
Unto that band of fierce new-comers said: 
“Will ye have life or death? if life, then go 
And on the grass outside your armour throw, 
And then returning, drink to my delight 
Until the summer sun puts out the night.” 

But loud they shouted, swaying to and fro, 
And mocked at him and cried aloud to know 
If in his hand Jove’s thunderbolt he had, 
Or Mars’ red sword that makes the eagles glad; 
But Phineus, raging, cried: “Take him alive, 
That we for many an hour the wretch may drive 
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With thongs and clubs until he longs to die!’ 
Then all set on him with a mighty cry, 

But, with a shout that thrilled high over theirs, 
He drew the head out by the snaky hairs 
And turned on them the baleful glassy eyes; 
Then sank to silence all that storm of cries 
And clashing arms; the tossing points that shone 
In the last sunbeams, went out one by one 
As the sun left them, for each man there died, 
E’en as the shepherd on the bare hill-side, 
Smitten amid the grinding of the storm, 
When, while the hare lies flat in her wet form, 
E’en strong men quake for fear in houses strong, 
And nigh the ground the lightning runs along. 

But upright on their feet the dead men stood; 
In brow and cheek still flushed the angry blood; 
This smiled, the mouth of that was open wide, 
This other drew the great sword from his side, 
All were at point to do this thing or that. 

But silent in the hall the living sat 
As those dead men, till Perseus turned at last 
And over all a kingly look he cast, 
And said: “O friends, drink yet one cup to me, 
And then to-morrow will I try the sea 
With this my love; and, sweet Andromeda, 
Forgive me that I needs must play this play; 
Forget it, sweet! thou wilt not see again 
This land of thine, upland or hill or plain; 
There where we go shall all be new to thee 
Except the love that thou hast won from me.” 
Then to her frightened face there came a smile, 
And in her cheeks within a little while 
Sweet colour came again; but right few words 
Upon that night were said of king or lords. 

But soon again the lovers were alone, 
Of all the sons of men remembering none, 
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Forgetting every God but him whose bow The doom of 
About the vexed and flowery earth doth go. King Acrisius 

O on the morn, when risen was the sun 
About the capstan did the shipmen run, 
Warping the great ship to the harbour mouth 

That yearly went for treasures to the south, 
And thither from the palace did men bear 
Bales of rich cloth and golden vessels rare, 
And gold new coined, and silver bars of weight. 
And women-slaves with bodies slim and straight 
Stood on the snow-white deck, and strong men-slaves, 
Brought from some conquered land beyond the waves, 
Bore down rich burdens; so when all things due 
Were laid on ship-board, and to noon it grew, 
Thither came Perseus with his new-wed wife, 
And she, as losing somewhat of her life 
Was pensive now and silent; and regret 
Moved in her that her heart must soon forget 
All folk and things where first her life began, 
Yea, e’en the mother, whose worn face and wan, 
Tearless and haughty, yet looked o’er the sea, 
As though the life wherein no good could be 
She still would bear in every God's despite. 
— Ab, folk forget; the damsel’s heart grew light 
E’en while her country’s cliffs she yet could see. 
Should she remember, when so lovingly 
That cheek touched hers, and he was hers alone? 

Love while ye may; if twain grow into one 
"Tis for a little while; the time goes by, 
No hatred "twixt the pair of friends doth lie, 
No troubles break their hearts—and yet, and yet— 
How could it be? we strove not to forget; 
Rather in vain to that old time we clung, 
Its hopes and wishes round our hearts we hung; 
We played old parts, we used old names—in vain; 
We go our ways, and twain once more are twain; 
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The doom of Let pass: at latest when we come to die 
King Acrisius Thus shall the fashion of the world go by. 

But these, whilestillat brightest love’s flame burned, 
Were glad indeed, as towards Seriphos turned 
Bright shone their gilded prow against the sun. 

Meanwhile the folk of Joppa, one by one, 
Took Phineus’ people and their master dead 
All turned to stone as they had seen the head, 
And in a lonely place they set them down, 
Upon a hill that overlooked the town, 
And round about them built a wall, four-square, 
And at each corner raised a temple fair, 
And therein altars made they unto Jove, 
Pallas and Neptune and the God of Love; 
And in Jove's temple carved that history, 
That those who came there after them might see, 
From first to last, how all these things were done, 
And how these men last looked upon the sun. 

But the two lovers going on their way 
Grew happier still, as bright day followed day; 
And, the wind favouring, in a little while 
They reached the low shore of the friendly isle; 
And, having beached the well-built keel, took land 
Where Danat’s boat first touched the yellow sand. 
Then cityward alone did Perseus go 
His fatal gift unto the King to show; 
And, passing through the fir fields hastily, 
Reached the green precinét, where he thought to see 
His mother, he had left alive and well; 
But from inside upon his ears there fell 
A noise of shrieks and clashing arms and shouts; 
Thereto he ran, beset with many doubts, 
Since Polyded&es’ evil wiles he knew, 
And what a fate he erst had doomed him to; 
So hurrying through, he reached the shrine at last, 
And there beheld his mother, her arms cast 
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About Minerva’s image, and by her The doom of 
Good Diétys, who, with shield and glittering spear, King Acrisius 
Abode the onslaught of an arméd band, 
At head of whom did Polydectes stand. 

Then to her side sprang Perseus witha cry, 
And at that sight and sound she spake on high: 
“Com’st thou, long looked for? nothing fear 1 now, 
This kingly traitor soon shall lie alow.” 
Then the King tottered backward, and awhile 
Stood staring at him: but an evil smile 
Soon hid his fear, as, turning, he beheld 
The glittering weapons that his stout slaves held, 
And he cried out: “Yea, art thou back again? 
And was my story forged for thee in vain? 
Be merry then, but give me place or die! 
I am not one to meet thee fearfully. 
But thee, O brother, must I then slay thee, 
And in our house must one more story be? 
Give back! nor for a woman's foolishness, 
Bring curses on the name thou shouldest bless. 
—Set on at once then! take the three of them!” 

Then once more clashed the spears; but on the hem 
Of that dread satchel Perseus set his hand, 
And put his friend aside, and took his stand 
Betwixt his mother and the island men; 
And terribly he cried: “Thus take thou then 
The gift thou bad’st me bring to thee! norask 
Of any man again another task, 
Except to throw on thee a little sand 
That thou mayst reach in peace the shadowy land.” 
His mocking speech he ended with a shout, 
And from the bag the dreadful head drew out, 
And shook it in the King’s bewildered face; 
Who unto him yet strove to make one pace 
With feebly brandished spear and drooping shield, 
Then unto stony death his heart did yield, 
And without any cry upright he died, 
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The doom of With fallen arms and fixed eyes staring wide. 
King Acrisius But of his men the bravest turned and fled, 

And on the ground some trembled, well-nigh dead 
For very fear, till Perseus cried: “Arise, 
Lay down your arms and go! Henceforth be wise; 
Nor at kings’ biddings "gainst the just Gods strive.” 
But as they slunk away, too glad to live 
To need more words,and shivering with their dread, 
Once more did Perseus hide the fearful head, 
And toward his mother turned; who, with pale face, 
Stood trembling there, remembering that embrace 
Within the brazen house; but now he threw 
His arms about her as he used to do 
When her own arms his little body bore; 
And smiling, even as he smiled of yore, 
He said: “O mother, fear me not at all, 
But yet bethink thee of the brazen wall 
And golden Jove, nor doubt from him I came; 
And no more now shall I be called thy shame, 
But thy defence and glory everywhere. 

“But now to lovely Argos let us fare; 
Too small a land this is become for thee, 
And I may hope a greater sovereignty, 
Who, by God's help, have done such mighty things, 
Which I will tell thee of, while the wind sings 
Amongst the shrouds of my rich-laden keel, 
While by thy feet a God-given gift shall kneel, 
My bride new won; in such-like guise will we 
Come back to him who gave us to the sea, 
And make our peace and all ill blood forget, 
That through long happy years thou mayst live yet.” 

Then did he take good Dictys by the hand, 
And said: “O righteous man, we leave this land, 
Nor leave thee giftless for the welcoming 
Thou gav’st us erst, nor for this other thing 
That thou hast wrought for us this happy tide; 
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Therefore do thou as King herein abide, The doom of 
And win Jove’s love by helping in such wise King Acrisius 
As thou didst us, folk sunk in miseries.” 

So gave he kingdoms, as he took away, 
For strong the God was in him on that day, 
And the Gods smiled to hear him; yea, and she 
Who armed him erst, then dealt so lovingly, 
She caused the people's hearts towards him to yearn, 
Who, thronging round, began somehow to learn 
The story of his deeds, and cried aloud: 
“Be thou our King!” Then showed he to the crowd 
Didtys his friend, and said: “I to my kin 
Must go, mine heritage and goods to win, 
And deal, a king, with kings; but yet see here 
This royal man, my helpful friend and dear; 
Loved of the Gods, surely he is of worth 
For greater things.” So saying he went forth, 
And midst their reverence, leading by the hand 
His happy mother, turned unto the strand; 
And still the wondering folk with them must go 
And now such honour unto him would show, 
That rather they would make him God than King; 
But while fresh carols round him these did sing 
They came unto the low, sea-beaten sand; 
And Danae took the Syrian by the hand 
And kissed her, full of joy that such an one 
Should bear brave children to her godlike son: 
Then Perseus gave command, and on the shore 
Great gifts they laid from out his plenteous store, 
To glad King Diétys’ eyes withal, and then 
Bade farewell to him and his island men; 
And all took ship, and hoisting sail straightway, 
Departed o’er the restless plain and grey. 

~ Now fair the wind was for a day and night, 
But on the second day as it grew light, | 
And they were thinking that they soon should be 
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The doom of At Argos, rose a tempest on the sea, 
King Acrisius And drave them from their course unto aland 

Far north thereof. So on the yellow sand 
They hauled their ship, and thereto presently 
The good folk of the country drew anigh 
To make their market; and being asked, they said 
That this was Thessaly, that strait paths led 
Through rugged mountains to a fertile plain 
Penéus watered, rich with many a fane: 
That following down the stream they soon should come 
Unto a mighty people’s glorious home, 
A god-loved ancient city, called of men 
Larissa, and the time was fitting then 
To go thereto, and there should they have rest, 
For now each comer was an honoured guest, 
Because Teutamias, the Thessalian king, 
His father dead with games was honouring. 

Then to that city Perseus fain would go, 
His might unto the gathered men to show; 
Desiring, too, to gather tidings there 
Of how the old Acrisius yet might fare, 
And if unto his scarce-seen Argive home 
Hein good peace might venture now to come. 
So of the country folk he took fair steeds 
And gave them gold, and goods for all their needs, 
And with a trusty band with this intent 
Through the rough passes of the hills he went, 
Bearing his mother and the Syrian may: 
As of a king's men deemed of hisarray, 
When to the fertile peopled fields he came; 
But yet he bade that none should tell his name. 
So coming to Larissa, all men thought 
That he who with him such great marvels brought 
Was some great king, though scanty was his band; 
So honour did he get on every hand. 
But when the games began, and none could win 
A prize in any, if he played therein, 
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A greater name they gave him, saying: “ What worth The doom 
In this poor age is left upon the earth of King 
To do such deeds? Surely no man this is, Acrisius 
But some God weary of the heavenly bliss.” 

At last, when all the other games were done, 
Men fell to play at casting of the stone; 
And strong men cast it, mighty of their hands, 
Bearers of great names in the Grecian lands: 
But Perseus stood and watched the play alone, 
Nor did he move when every man had thrown. 
Then cried Teutamias: “ Nameless one! see now 
How mightily these strong-armed heroes throw: 
Canst thou prevail in this asin the rest?” 

“O King!" said Perseus, “now I think it best 
To try the Fates no more; I must be gone: 
Therefore to-day thou seest me thus alone, 
For in the house my white-armed damsels stay 
To order matters for our homeward way.” 

“Nay, stranger,” said the King, “but rather take 
This golden garland for Teutamias’ sake, 
And try one cast: look, here I have with me 
A well-loved guest, who is most fain to see 
Thy godlike strength; yea, we will draw anigh 
To watch the heavy stone like Jove's bolt fly 
Forth from thinehand.” Then Perseus smiled and said: 
“Nay then, be wary, and guard well thine head! 
For who of mortals knoweth where and when 
The bolts of Jove shall smite down foolish men?” 

So said he, and withal the King drew nigh, 
And with him an old man, who anxiously 
Peered round him as if looking for a foe. 
Then Perseus made him ready for the throw; 
But even as he stooped the stone to raise, 
The old man said: «That I the more may praise 
This hero's cast, come to the other end 
And we shall see the hill of granite send 
The earth and stones up as its course is spent.” 
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The doom of So then beyond the furthest cast they went 
King Acrisius By some three yards, and stood aside; but now, 

Since it was evening and the sun was low 
Its beams were in their eyes, nor could they see 
If Perseus moved or not; then restlessly 
Looking this way or that, the ancient man, 
Gathering his garments up, in haste began 
To cross the place, but when a warning shout 
Rang in his ears, then wavering and in doubt 
He stopped, and scarcely had he time to hear 
A second cry of horror and of fear, 
Ere crushed and beaten down upon the ground, 
The end of all his weary life he found. 

Then women shrieked, and strong men shouted out, 
And Perseus ran to those that drew about 
The slain old man, and asked them of his name; 
But the King, eyeing him as nigh he came, 
Said: “This we know, and thy hid name we know, 
For certainly thou art his fated foe, 
His very daughter’s strange-begotten son, 
The child the sea cast up, the dreaded one. 
This was Acrisius, who for fear of thee 
Shut up thy mother by the sounding sea; 
This was the man, who, for the very dread 
Of meeting thee, from lovely Argos fled 
To be my guest. Nay, let thy sharp sword bide 
Within its sheath, the world is fair and wide, 
Nor have we aught to do to thee for this; 
Go then in peace, and live in woe or bliss 
E’en as thou mayst, but stay with us no more, 
Because we fear the Gods may plague us sore 
For this thy deed, though they would have it so.” 

Then soberly thenceforth did Perseus go 
Unto his folk, and straightly told them all 
That on that luckless day had chanced to fall; 
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Wondering thereat, there made they nodelay, The doom of 
But down unto the sea they took their way: King Acrisius 
And much did Dana# ponder as they went 
How the high Gods had wrought out their intent, 
And thinking on these things she needs must sigh 
For pity of her sweet life passing by. 

But when they reached the border of the sea, 
Then Perseus said: “Though all unwittingly 
I slew this man, and though perchance of right 
His throne is mine, yet never will I fight 
Against the just Gods; and I fear the stain 
Of kindred blood, if slaying him I gain 
His kingdom and the city of my birth: 
Now, therefore, since the Gods have made the earth 
Most fair in many places, let us go 
Where’er the God-sent fated wind shall blow 
The ship that carries one the high Gods love. 
But first the bright-armed lovely maid of Jove 
Here let us worship on this yellow beach, 
That her, my helper erst, we may beseech 
To grant us much, and first of all things, this, 
Aland where we may dwell awhile in bliss.” 

They heard him gladly, for the most of those 
Were young, nor yet by mishaps and by foes 
Had learned to think the world a dreary thing; 
So round about the altar did they sing 
And feasted well, and when the day came round 
Once more, they went a-shipboard to the sound 
Of trumpets and heart-moving melody, 
And gave their rich keel to the restless sea. 

Then for four days before the wind they drove, 
Until at last in sight a new land hove, 
Their pilot called the coast of Argolis, 
That rich in cattle and in horses is. 

But landing there had Perseus’ godlike fame 
Gone on before him, and the people came 
And cried upon him for their king and lotd, 
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HEN April-tide was melting into May, 
Within a hall that midst the gardens lay 
These elders met, and having feasted well, 

The time came round the wonted tale to tell. 
Then spake a Wanderer: “Sirs, it happed to me, 
Long years agone, to cross the narrow sea 
That ’twixt us Drontheimers and England lies; 
Young was I then, and little thought these eyes 
Should see so many lands ere all was done. 

«But this land was a fair and fertile one, 
As at that time, for April-tide it was, 
Even as now; well, sirs, it came to pass 
That to this town or that we took our way, 
Or in some abbey’s guesten-chamber lay, 
And many tales we heard, some false, some true, 
Of the ill deeds our fathers used to do 
Within that land; and still the tale would end: 
«Yet did the Saint his Holy House defend ;’ 
Or, «Sirs, their fury all was nought and vain, 
And by our Earl the pirate-king was slain.’ 
God wot, I laughed full often in my sleeve, 
And could have told them stories, by their leave, 
With other endings: but I held my tongue. 
Let each king’s deeds in his own land be sung, 
And then will lies stretch far. Besides, these men 
Were puffed up with their luck and glory then, 
For at that tide, within the land of France 
Unto their piping must all people dance. 
—But let that pass, for Captain Rolf has told 
How, on the way, their King he did behold. 

“For other tales they told, and one of these 
Not all the washing of the troublous seas, 
Notall the changeful days whereof ye know, 
Have swept from out my memory; even so 
Small things far off will be remembered clear 
When matters both more weighty and more near 
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Are waxing dim to us. I, who have seen 
So many lands, and midst such marvels been, 
Clearer than these abodes of outland men, 
Can see above the green and unburnt fen 
The little houses of an English town, 
Cross-timbered, thatched with fen-reeds coarse and brown, 
And high o'er these, three gables, great and fair, 
That slender rods of columns do upbear 
Over the minster doors, and imagery 
Of kings, and flowers no summer field doth see, 
Wrought on those gables. Yea, I heard withal, 
In the fresh morning air, the trowels fall 
Upon the stone, a thin noise far away; 
For high up wrought the masons on that day, 
Since to the monks that house seemed scarcely well 
Till they had set a spire or pinnacle 
Each side the great porch. In that burgh I heard 
This tale, and late have set down every word 
That I remembered, when the thoughts would come 
Of what we did in our deserted home, 
And of the days, long past, when we were young, 
Nor knew the cloudy woes that o’er us hung. 
And howsoever I am now grown old, 
Yet is it still the tale I then heard told 
Within the guest-house of that minster-close, 
Whose walls, like cliffs new-made, before us rose.” 
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The doom of The people's saving shield and conquering sword; 
King Acrisius So in that land he failed not to abide, 

And there with many rites he purified 
His fated hands of that unlooked-for guilt: 
And there a town within a while he built 
Men call Mycenz. Peaceful grew the land 
The while the ivory rod was in his hand, 
For robbers fled, and good men still waxed strong, 
And in no house was any sound of wrong, 
Until the Golden Age seemed there to be, 
So steeped the land was in felicity. 

Time passed, and there his wife and mother died, 
And he, no God, must lie down by their side, 
While Alceus his first son reigned after him, 
A conquering king, and fair and strong of limb. 

But long ere this he did not fail to lay 
The sacred things that brought him on his way 
Within Minerva’s temple; there with awe 
"T'wixt silver bars, all folk these marvels saw, 
But not for long, for on the twentieth day 
From the fair temple were they snatched away 
Though by the armed priests guarded faithfully. 
But still the empty wallet there did lie 
Wherein had Perseus borne the head with him, 
Which still when his great deeds were waxing dim, 
Hung in the Maiden’s temple near the shrine, 
And folk would pour before it oil and wine. 

And know besides, that from that very year 
Those who are wise say that the Maid doth bear 
Amidst her shield that awful snaky head 
Whereby so many heedless ones are dead. 
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The purple hills had hidden half the sun, 
But when the story’s death a silence made 

Within the hall, in freshness and in shade 
The trembling blossoms of the garden lay. 

Few words at first the elder men could say, 
For thinking how all stories end with this, 
Whatever was the midway gain and bliss: 
“He died, and in his place was set his son; 
Hedied, and in a few days everyone 
Went on their way as though he had not been.” 

Yet with the pictures that their eyes had seen, 
As still from point to point that history past, 
And round their thoughts its painted veil was cast, 
Their hearts were softened: far away they saw 
That other world, that ‘neath another law 
Had lived and died; when man might hope to see 
Some earthly image of Divinity, 
And yet not die, but strengthened by the sight, 
Cast fear away, and go from might to might, 
Until to godlike life, though short, he came, 
Amidst all losses winning hope of fame, 
Nor losing joy the while his life should "dure; 
For that at least his valiant strife made sure, 
That still in place of dreamy, youthful hope, 
With slow decay and certain death could cope. 

So mused the Wanderers, and awhile might deem 
That world might not be quite an empty dream, 
But dim foreshadowings of what yet might come 
When they perforce must leave that new-gained home; 
Foreshadowings mingled with the images 
Of man’s misdeeds in greater days than these. 

B EFORE the last words of his tale were done 

With no harsh words their musing was undone, 
The garden birds sang down the setting sun, 
A rainy wind from ’twixt the trees arose 
And sang a mournful counterpoint to those; 
And, ere the rain amidst the dark could fall, 
The minstrel’s song was ringing through the hall. 
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THE PROUD KING 

THE ARGUMENT 
A CERTAIN KING, BLINDED BY PRIDE, 
THOUGHT THAT HE WAS SOMETHING 
MORE THAN MAN, IF NOT EQUAL TO GOD; 
BUT SUCH A JUDGMENT FELL ON HIM 
THAT NONE KNEW HIM FOR KING, AND 
HE SUFFERED MANY THINGS, TILL IN THE 
END, HUMBLING HIMSELF, HE REGAINED 
HIS KINGDOM AND HONOUR. 

And ona year long ages past away, 
A King there dwelt, in rest and ease and fame, 

And richer than the Emperor is to-day: 
The very thought of what this man might say, 
From dusk to dawn kept many a lord awake, 
For fear of him did many a great man quake. 

| N a far country that I cannot name, 

Young was he when he first sat on the throne, 
And he was wedded to a noble wife, 
But at the dais must he sit alone, 
Nor durst a man speak to him for his life, 
Except with leave: nought knew he change or strife, 
But that the years passed silently away, 
And in his black beard gathered specks of grey. 

Now so it chanced, upon a May morning, 
Wakeful he lay when yet low was the sun, 
Looking distraught at many a royal thing, 
And counting up his titles one by one, 
And thinking much of things that he had done; 
For full of life he felt, and hale and strong, 
And knew that none durst say when he did wrong. 
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For no man now could give him dread or doubt, The Proud 
The land was neath his sceptre far and wide, King 
And at his beck would well-armed myriads shout. 
Then swelled his vain, unthinking heart with pride, 
Until at last he raised him up and cried, 
“What need have I for temple or for priest? 
Am I not God, whiles that I live at least?” 

And yet withal that dead his fathers were, 
He needs must think, that quick the years pass by; 
But he, who seldom yet had seen death near 
Or heard his name, said, “Still I may not die 
Though underneath the earth my fathers lie; 
My sire indeed was called a mighty king, 
Yet in regard of mine, a little thing 

“His kingdom was; moreover his grandsire 
To him was but a prince of narrow lands, 
Whose father, though to things he did aspire 
Beyond most men, a great knight of his hands, 
Yet ruled some little town where now there stands 
The kennel of my dogs; then may not 1 
Rise higher yet, nor like poor wretches die? 

“Since up the ladder ever we have gone 
Step after step nor fallen back again; 
And there are tales of people who have won 
A life enduring, without care or pain, 
Or any man to make their wishes vain; 
Perchance this prize unwitting now I hold; 
For times change fast, the world is waxen old.” 

So mid these thoughts once more he fell asleep, 
And when he woke again, high was the sun; 
Then quickly from his gold bed did he leap, 
And of his former thoughts remembered none, 
But said: “To-day through green woods will we run, 
Nor shall to-day be worse than yesterday, 
But better it may be, for game and play.” 
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The Proud 

King 

So for the hunt was he apparelled, 
And forth he rode with heart right well at ease; 
And many a strong, deep-chested hound they led, 
Over the dewy grass betwixt the trees, 
And fair white horses fit for the white knees 
Of Her the ancients fabled rides a-nights 
Betwixt the setting and the rising lights. 

Now following up a mighty hart and swift 
The King rode long upon that morning tide, 
And since his horse was worth a kingdom's gift, 
It chanced him all his servants to outride, 
Until unto a shaded river-side 
He came alone at hottest of the sun, 
When all the freshness of the day was done. 

Dismounting there, and seeing so far adown 
The red-finned fishes o’er the gravel play, 
It seemed that moment worth his royal crown 
To hide there from the burning of the day; 
Wherefore he did off all his rich array, 
And tied his horse unto a neighbouring tree, 
And in the water sported leisurely. 

But when he was fulfilled of this delight 
He gat him to the bank well satisfied, 
And thought to do on him his raiment bright 
And homeward to his royal house to ride; 
But 'mazed and angry, looking far and wide 
Nought saw he of his horse and rich attire, 
And ’gainst the thief ‘gan threaten vengeance dire. 

But little help his fury was to him, 
So lustily he "gan to shout and cry; 
None answered: still the lazy chub did swim 
By inches 'gainst the stream; away did fly 
The small pied bird, but nathless stayed anigh, 
And o’er the stream still plied his fluttering trade, 
Of such a helpless man not much afraid. 

244



Weary of crying in that lonely place The Proud 
He ceased at last; and thinking what to do, King 
E’en as he was, up stream he set his face, 
Since not far off a certain house he knew 
Where dwelt his ranger, a lord leal and true, 
Who many a bounty at his hands had had, 
And now to do him ease would be right glad. 

Thither he hastened on, and as he went 
The hot sun sorely burned his naked skin, 
The whiles he thought: “ When he to me has lent 
Fine raiment, and at ease I sit within 
His coolest chamber clad in linen thin, 
And drinking wine, the best that he has got, 
I shall forget this troublous day and hot.” 

Now note, that while he thus was on his way, 
And still his people for their master sought, 
There met them one who in the King’s array 
Bestrode his very horse, and as they thought 
Was none but he in good time to them brought, 
Therefore they hailed him King, and so all rode 
From out the forest to his fair abode. 

And there in royal guise he sat at meat, 
Served, as his wont was, "neath the canopy, 
And there the hounds fawned round about his feet, 
And there that city’s elders did he see, 
And with his lords took counsel what should be; 
And there at supper when the day waxed dim 
The Queen within his chamber greeted him. 

EAVE we him there; for to the ranger’s gate 
The other came, and on the horn he blew, 
Till peered the wary porter through the grate 

To see if he, perchance, the blower knew, 
Before he should the wicket gate undo; 
But when he saw him standing there, he cried: 
“What dost thou, friend, to show usall thine hide? 
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The Proud 
King 

“ We list not buy to-day or flesh or fell; 
Go home and get thyself a shirt at least, 
If thou wouldst aught, for saith our vicar well, 
That God hath given clothes €’en to the beast.” 
Therewith he turned to go, but as he ceased 
The King cried out: “Open, O foolish man! 
Iam thy lord and King, Jovinian; 

“Go now, and tell thy master I am here 
Desiring food and clothes, and in this plight, 
And then hereafter need’st thou have no fear, 
Because thou didst not know me at first sight.” 
“Yea, yea, | am but dreaming in the night,” 
The carle said, “and I bid thee, friend, to dream. 
Come through! here is no gate, it doth but seem.” 

With that his visage vanished from the grate; 
But when the King now found himselfalone, 
He hurled himself against the mighty gate, 
And beat upon it madly with a stone, 
Half wondering midst his rage, how anyone 
Could live, if longed-for things he chanced to lack; 
But midst all this, at last the gate flew back, 

And there the porter stood, brown-bill in hand, 
And said: ¢ Ah, fool, thou makest this ado, 
Wishing before my lord’s high seat to stand; 
Thou shalt be gladder soon hereby to go, 
Or surely nought of handy blows I know. 
Come, willy nilly, thou shalt tell this tale 
Unto my lord, if aught it may avail.” 

With that his staff he handled, as if he 
Would smite the King, and said: “Get on before! 
St. Mary! now thou goest full leisurely, 
Who, erewhile, fain wouldst batter down the door. 
See now, if ere this matter is passed o'er, 
I come to harm, yet thou shalt not escape; 
Thy back is broad enow to pay thy jape.” 
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Half blind with rage the King before him passed, The Proud 
But nought of all he doomed him to durst say, King 
Lest he from rest nigh won should yet be cast; 
So with a swelling heart he took his way, 
Thinking right soon his shame to cast away, 
And the carle followed still, ill satisfied 
With such a wretched losel to abide. 

Fair was the ranger’s house and new and white, 
And by the King built scarce a year agone, 
And carved about for this same lord’s delight 
With woodland stories deftly wrought in stone; 
There oft the King was wont to come alone, 
For much he loved this lord, who erst had been 
A landless squire, a servant of the Queen. 

Now long a lord and clad in rich attire, 
In his fair hall he sat before the wine 
Watching the evening sun’s yet burning fire, 
Through the close branches of his pleasance shine, 
In mood of him who deems himself divine, 
Remembering not whereto we all must come, 
Not thinking aught but of his happy home. 

From just outside loud mocking merriment 
He heard midst this; and therewithal a squire 
Came hurrying up, his laughter scarcely spent, 
Who said: “My lord, a man in such attire 
As Adam’s, ere he took the devil’s hire, 
Who saith that thou wilt know him for the King, 
Up from the gate John Porter needs must bring. 

“He to the King is nothing like in aught 
But that his beard he weareth in such guise 
As doth my lord: wilt thou that he be brought? 
Perchance some treason ‘neath his madness lies.” 
“Yea,” saith the ranger, “that may well be wise; 
But haste, for now am I right well at ease, 
Nor would be wearied with such folk as these.” 
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Then went the squire, and coming back again, 
The porter and the naked King brought in, 
Who thinking now that this should end his pain, 
Forgat his fury and the porter’s sin, 
And said: “Thou wonderest how I came to win 
This raiment, that kings long have ceased to wear, 
Since Noah's flood has altered all the air? 

“Well, thou shalt know; but first I pray thee, Hugh, 
Reach me that cloak that lieth on the board, 
For certes, though thy folk are leal and true, 
It seemeth that they deem a mighty lord 
Is made by crown and silken robe and sword; 
Lo, such are borel folk; but thouand I 
Fail not to know the signs of majesty. 

“Thou risest not! thou lookest strange on me! 
Ah, what is this? Who reigneth in my stead? 
How long hast thou been plotting secretly? 
Then slay me now, for if I be not dead 
Armies will rise up when I nod my head. 
Slay me! or cast thy treachery away, 
And have anew my favour from this day.” 

“Why should I tell thee that thou ne’er wast king?” 
The ranger said; “thou knowest not my mind. 
Poor man, I pray God help thee in thisthing, 
And, ere thou diest, send thee days more kind; 
And help from us a-going shalt thou find. 
Good fellows, this poor creature is but mad, 
Take him, and in a coat let him be clad; 

“And give him meat and drink, and on this night 
Beneath some roof of ours let him abide, 
For some day God may set his folly right.” 
Then spread the King his arms abroad and cried: 
“Woe to thy food, thy house, and thee betide, 
Thou loathsome traitor! Get ye from the hall, 
Lest smitten by God’s hand this roof should fall; 
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“Yea, if the world be but an idle dream, The Proud 
And God deals nought with it, yet shall ye see King 
Red flame from out these carven windows stream. 
1, I, will burn this vile place utterly, 
And strewn with salt the poisonous earth shall be, 
That such a wretch of such a man has made, 
That so such Judases may grow afraid.” 

Thus raving, those who held him he shook off 
And rushed from out the hall, nigh mad indeed, 
And gained the gate, not heeding blow or scoff, 
Nor longer of his nakedness took heed, 
But ran, he knew not where, at headlong speed 
Till, when at last his strength was fully spent, 
Worn out, he fell beneath a woody bent. 

But for the ranger, left alone in peace, 
He bade his folk bring in the minstrelsy; 
And thinking of his life, and fair increase 
Of all his goods, a happy man was he, 
And towards his master felt right lovingly, 
And said: “This luckless madman will avail 
When next I see the King for one more tale.” 

M ercngcont Jovinian by the roadside lay, 
Panting, confused, scarce knowing if hedreamed, 
Until at last, when vanished was the day, 

Through the dark night far off a bright light gleamed;; 
Which growing quickly, down the road there streamed 
The glare of torches, held by men who ran 
Before the litter of a mighty man. 

These mixed with soldiers soon the road did fill, 
And on their harness could the King behold 
The badge of one erst wont to do his will, 
A counsellor, a gatherer-up of gold, 
Who underneath his rule had now grown old: 
Then wrath and bitterness so filled his heart, 
That from his wretched lair he needs must start. 
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And o'er the clatter shrilly did he cry: 
“Well met, Duke Peter! ever art thou wise; 
Surely thou wilt not let a day go by 
Ere thou art good friends with mine enemies; 
O fit to rule within a land of lies, 
Go on thy journey, make thyself more meet 
To sit in hell beneath the devils feet!” 

But as he ceased a soldier drew anear, 
And smote him flatling with his sheathéd sword, 
And said: “Speak louder, that my lord may hear 
And give thee wages for thy ribald word! 
Come forth, for I must show thee to my lord, 
For he may think thee more than mad indeed, 
Who of men’s ways has taken wondrous heed.” 

Now was the litter stayed midmost the road, 
And round about, the torches in a ring 
Were gathered, and their flickering light now glowed 
In gold and gems and many a lordly thing, 
And showed that face well known unto the King, 
That, smiling yesterday, right humble words 
Had spoken midst the concourse of the lords. 

But now he said: * Man, thou wert cursing me 
If these folk heard aright; what wilt thou then, 
Deem’st thou that I have done some wrong to thee, 
Or hast thou scathe from any of my men? 
In any case tell all thy tale again 
When on the judgment-seat thou see’st me sit, 
And I will give no careless ear to it.” 

“The night is dark, and in the summer wind 
The torches flicker; canst thou see my face? 
Bid them draw nigher yet, and call to mind 
Who gave thee all thy riches and thy place— 
Well;—if thou canst, deny me, with such grace 
As by the fire-light Peter swore of old, 
When in that Maundy-week the night was cold— 
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Hn « Alas! canst thou not see I am the King! The Proud 
So spoke he, as their eyes met midst the blaze, King 
And the King saw the dread foreshadowing 
Within the elder’s proud and stony gaze, 
Of what those lips, thin with the lapse of days, 
Should utter now; nor better it befell ;— 
“Friend, a strange story thou art pleased to tell; 

“Thy luck it is thou tellest it to me, 
Who deem thee mad and let thee go thy way: 
The King is not a man to pity thee, 
Or on thy folly thy fools tale to lay: 
Poor fool! take this, and with the light of day 
Buy food and raiment of some labouring clown, 
And, by my counsel, keep thee from the town, 

“For fear thy madness break out in some place 
Where folk thy body to the judge must hale, 
And then indeed wert thou 1n evil case. 
Press on, sirs! or the time will not avail.” 
—There stood the King, with limbs that "gan to fail, 
Speechless, and holding in his trembling hand 
A coin new stamped for people of the land; 

Thereon, with sceptre, crown and royal robe, 
The image of a King, himself, was wrought, 
His jewelled feet upon a quartered globe, 
As though by him all men were vain and nought. 
One moment the red glare the silver caught, 
As the lord ceased, the next his hurrying folk 
The flaring circle round the litter broke. 

The next, their shadows bared a patch of light, 
Fast vanishing, all else around was black; 
And the poor wretch, left lonely with the night, 
Muttered: “I wish the day would ne’er come back, 
If all that once I had I now must lack: 
Ah God! how long is it since I was King, 
Nor lacked enough to wish for anything?” 
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Then down the lonely road he wandered yet, 
Following the vanished lights, he scarce knew why, 
Till he began his sorrows to forget, 
And, steeped in drowsiness, at last drew nigh 
A grassy bank, where, worn with misery, 
He slept the dreamless sleep of weariness, 
That many a time such wretches’ eyes will bless. 

UT at the dawn he woke, nor knew at first 
What ugly chain of grief had brought him there, 
Nor why he felt so wretched and accursed; 

At last remembering, the fresh morning air, 
The rising sun, and all things fresh and fair, 
Yet caused some little hope in him to rise, 
That end might come to these new miseries. 

So looking round about, he saw that he 
To his own city gates was come anear; 
Then he arose, and going warily, 
And hiding now and then for very fear 
Of folk who bore their goods and country cheer, 
Unto the city’s market, at the last 
Unto a stone’s-throw of the gate he passed. 

But when he drew unto the very gate, 
Into the throng of country-folk he came 
Who for the opening of the door did wait, 
Of whom some mocked, and some cried at him shame, 
And some would know his country and his name; 
But one into his waggon drew him up, 
And gave him milk from out a beechen cup, 

And asked him of his name and misery; 
Then in his throat a swelling passion rose, 
Which yet he swallowed down, and, “Friend,” said he, 
“ Last night I had the hap to meet the foes 
Of God and man, who robbed me, and with blows 
Stripped off my weed and left me on the way: 
Thomas the Pilgrim am 1 called to-day. 
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“ A merchant am I of another town, The Proud 
And rich enow to pay thee for thy deed, King 
If at the King’s door thou wilt set me down, 
For there a squire I know, who at my need 
Will give me food and drink, and fitting weed. 
What is thy name? in what place dost thou live? 
That I some day great gifts to thee may give.” 

“Fair sir,” the carle said, “I am poor enow, 
Though certes food I lack not easily; 
My name is Christopher a-Green; I sow 
A little orchard set with bush and tree, 
And ever there the kind land keepeth me, 
For I, now fifty, from a little boy 
Have dwelt thereon, and known both grief and joy. 

“The house my grandsire built there hasgrown old, 
And certainly a bounteous gift it were 
If thou shouldst give me just enough of gold 
To build it new; nor shouldst thou lack my prayer 
For such a gift.” “Nay, friend, have thou no care,” 
The King said; ““ this is but a little thing 
To me, who oft am richer than the King.” 

Now as they talked the gate was opened wide, 
And toward the palace went they through the street, 
And Christopher walked ever by the side 
Of his rough wain, where midst the May-flowers sweet 
Jovinian lay, that folk whom they might meet 
Might see him not to mock at his bare skin: 
So shortly to the King’s door did they win. 

Then through the open gate Jovinian ran 
Of the first court, and no man stayed him there; 
But as he reached the second gate, a man 
Of the King’s household, seeing him all bare 
And bloody, cried out: “Whither dost thou fare? 
Sure thou art seventy times more mad than mad, 
Or else some magic potion thou hast had, 
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“Whereby thou fear’st not steel or anything.” 
“But,” said the King, “good fellow, | know thee; 
And can it be thou knowest not thy King? 
Nay, thou shalt have a good reward of me, 
That thou wouldst rather have than ten years’ fee, 
If thou wilt clothe me in fair weed again, 
For now to see my council am I fain.” 

“Qut, ribald |” quoth the fellow; “ what say’st thou? 
Thou art my lord, whom God reward and bless? 
Truly before long shalt thou find out how 
John Hangman cureth ill folk’s wilfulness; 
Yea, from his scourge the blood has run for less 
Than that which now thou sayest: nay, what say 17 
For lighter words have I seen tall men die, 

“Come now, the sergeants to this thing shall see!” 
So to the guard-room was Jovinian brought, 
Where his own soldiers mocked him bitterly, 
And all his desperate words they heeded nought; 
Until at last there came to him this thought, 
That never from this misery should he win, 
But, spite of all his struggles, die therein. 

And terrible it seemed, that everything 
So utterly was changed since yesterday; 
That these who were the soldiers of the King, 
Ready to lie down in the common way 
Before him, nor durst rest if he bade play, 
Now stood and mocked him, knowing not the face 
At whose command each man there had his place. 

“Ah, God!” said he, “is this another earth 
From that whereon I stood two days ago? 
Or else in sleep have I had second birth? 
Or among mocking shadows do I go, 
Unchanged myself of flesh and fell, although 
My fair weed I have lost and royal gear? 
And meanwhile all are changed that meet me here; 
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“And yet in heart and nowise outwardly.” The Proud 
Amid his wretched thoughts two sergeants came, King 
Who said: “Hold, sirs! because the King would see 
‘The man who thus so rashly brings him shame, 
By taking his high style and spotless name, 
‘That never has been questioned ere to-day. 
Come, fool | needs is it thou must go our way.” 

So at the sight of him all men turned round, 
As’twixt these two across the courts he went, 
With downcast head and hands together bound; 
While from the windows maid and varlet leant, 
And through the morning air fresh laughter sent; 
Until unto the threshold they were come 
Of the great hall within that kingly home. 

Therewith right fast Jovinian’s heart must beat, 
As now he thought: “Lo, here shall end the strife; 
For either shall I sit on mine own seat, 
Known unto all, soldier and lord and wife, 
Or else is this the ending of my life, 
And no man henceforth shall remember me, 
And a vain name in records shall I be.” 

‘Therewith he raised his head up, and beheld 
One clad in gold set on his royal throne, 
Gold-crowned, whose hand the ivory sceptre held; 
And underneath him sat the Queen alone, 
Ringed round with standing lords, of whom not one 
Did aught but utmost reverence unto him; 
Then did Jovinian shake in every limb. 

Yet midst amaze and rage to him it seemed 
This man was nowise like him in the face; 
But with a marvellous glory his head gleamed, 
As though an angel sat in that high place, 
Where erst he sat like all his royal race; 
But their eyes met, and with a stern, calm brow 
The shining one cried out: “And where art thou? 

255



‘The Proud 

King 

“Where art thou, robber of my majesty?” 
“Was I not King,” he said, “but yesterday? 
And though to-day folk give my place to thee, 
I am Jovinian; yes, though none gainsay, 
If on these very stones thou should’st me slay, 
And though no friend be left for me to moan, 
Iam Jovinian still, and King alone.” 

Then said that other: “ O thou foolish man, 
King was I yesterday, and long before, 
Nor is my name aught but Jovinian, 
Whom in this house the Queen my mother bore, 
Unto my longing father, for right sore 
Was I desired before I saw the light; 
Thou, fool, art first to speak against my right. 

“And surely well thou meritest to die; 
Yet ere I bid men lead thee unto death 
Hearken to these my lords that stand anigh, 
And what this faithful Queen beside me saith; 
Then mayst thou many a year hence draw thy breath, 
If these should stammer in their speech one whit: 
Behold this face, lords, look ye well on it! 

“Thou, O fair Queen, say now whose face is this!” 
Then cried they: “Hail, O Lord Jovinian! 
Long mayst thou live!” And the Queen knelt to kiss 
His gold-shod feet, and through her face there ran 
Sweet colour, as she said: “Thou art the man 
By whose side I have lain for many a year, 
Thou art my lord Jovinian lief and dear.” 

Then said he: “O thou wretch, hear now and seel 
What thing should hinder me to slay thee now? 
And yet indeed, such mercy is in me, 
If thou wilt kneel down humbly and avow 
Thou art no King, but base-born, as I know 
Thou art indeed, in mine house shalt thou live, 
And as thy service is, so shalt thou thrive.” 
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But the unhappy King laughed bitterly, The Proud 
The red blood rose to flush his visage wan King 
Where erst the grey of death began to be: 
“Thou liest,” he said, “I am Jovinian, 
Come of great kings; nor am I such a man 
As still to live when all delight is gone, 
As thou mightst do, who sittest on my throne.” 

No answer made the other for awhile, 
But sat and gazed upon him steadfastly, 
Until across his face there came a smile, 
Where scorn seemed mingled with some great pity. 
And then he said: “ Nathless thou shalt not die, 
But live on as thou mayst, 2 lowly man, 
Forgetting thou wast once Jovinian.” 

Then wildly round the hall Jovinian gazed, 
Turning about to many a well-known face, 
But none ofall his folk seemed grieved or mazed, 
But stood unmoved, each in his wonted place; 
There were the Lords, the Marshal with his mace, 
The Chamberlain, the Captain of the Guard, 
Grey-headed, with his wrinkled face and hard, 

That had peered down so many a lane of war; 
There stood the grave ambassadors arow, 
Come from half-conquered lands; without the bar 
The foreign merchants gazed upon the show, 
Willing new things of that great land to know; 
Nor was there any doubt in any man 
That the gold throne still held Jovinian. 

Yea, as the sergeants laid their hands on him, 
The mighty hound that crouched before the throne 
Flew at him fain to tear him limb from limb, 
Though in the woods the brown bear’s dying groan, 
He and that beast had often heard alone. 
“ Ah!” muttered he, “ take thou thy wages too, 
Worship the risen sun as these men do.” 
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They thrust him out, and as he passed the door, 
The murmur of the stately court he heard 
Behind him, and soft footfalls on the floor, 
And, though by this somewhat his skin was seared, 
Hung back, at the rough eager wind afeard; 
But from the place they dragged him through the gate, 
Wherethrough he oft had rid in royal state. 

Then down the streets they led him, where of old, 
He, coming back from some well-finished war, 
Had seen the line of flashing steel and gold 
Wind upwards "twixt the houses from the bar, 
While clashed the bells from wreathéd spires afar; 
Now moaning, as they haled him on, he said: 
“God and the world against one lonely head!” 

\ UT soon, the bar being past, they loosed their hold, 
Ba said: “Thus saith by usour Lord the King: 

Dwell now in peace, but yet be not so bold 
To come again, or to thy lies to cling, 
Lest unto thee there fall a worser thing; 
And for ourselves we bid thee ever pray 
For him who has been good to thee this day.” 

Therewith they turned away into the town, 
And still he wandered on and knew not where, 
Till, stumbling at the last, he fell adown, 
And looking round, beheld a brook right fair, 
That ran in pools and shallows here and there, 
And on the further side of ita wood, 
Nigh which a lowly clay-built hovel stood. 

(Gazing thereat, it came into his mind 
A priest dwelt there, a hermit wise and old, 
‘Whom he had ridden oftentimes to find, 
In days when first the sceptre he did hold, 
And unto whom his mind he oft had told, 
And had good counsel from him, though indeed 
A scanty crop had sprung from that good seed. 
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Therefore he passed the brook with heavy cheer The Proud 
And toward the little house went speedily, King 
And at the door knocked, trembling with his fear, 
Because he thought: “Will he remember me? 
If not, within me must there surely be 
Some devil who turns everything to ill, 
And makes my wretched body do his will.” 

So, while such doleful things as this he thought, 
There came unto the door the holy man, 
Whosaid: “Good friend, what tidings hast thou brought?” 
“Father,” he said, “knowest thou Jovinian? 
Know’st thou me not, made naked, poor and wan? 
Alas, O father! am I not the King, 
The rightful lord of thee and everything?” 

“Nay, thou art mad to tell me such a tale!” 
The hermit said; “if thou seek’st soul's health here, 
Right little will such words as this avail; 
It were a better deed to shrive thee clear, 
And take the pardon Christ has bought so dear, 
Than to an ancient man such mocks to say 
That would be fitter for a Christmas play.” 

So to his hut he got him back again, 
And fell the unhappy King upon his knees, 
And unto God at last did he complain, 
Saying: “Lord God, what bitter things are these? 
What hast thou done, that every man that sees 
This wretched body, of my death is fain? 
O Lord God, give me back myself again! 

“E’en if therewith I needs must die straightway. 
Indeed 1 know that since upon the earth 
I first did go, I ever day by day 
Have grown the worse, who was of little worth 
E’en at the best time since my helpless birth. 
And yet it pleased thee once to make me King, 
Why hast thou made me now this wretched thing? 
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“Why am I hated so of every one? 
Wilt thou not let me live my life again, 
Forgetting all the deeds that | have done, 
Forgetting my old name, and honours vain, 
That I may cast away this lonely pain? 
Yet if thou wilt not, help me in this strife, 
That I may pass my little span of life 

“Not made a monster by unhappiness. 
What shall I say? thou mad’st me weak of will, 
Thou wrapped st me in ease and carelessness, 
And yet, as some folk say, thou lovest me still; 
Look down! of folly I have had my fill, 
And am but now as first thou madest me, 
Weak, yielding clay to take impress of thee.” 

So said he weeping, and but scarce had done, 
When yet again came forth that hermit old, 
And said: “ Alas! my master and my son, 
Is this a dream my wearied eyes behold? 
‘What doleful wonder now shall I be told, 
Of that ill world that I so long have left? 
What thing thy glory from thee has bereft?” 

A strange surprise of joy therewith there came 
To that worn heart; he said: “ For some great sin 
The Lord my God has brought me unto shame; 
I am unknown of servants, wife and kin, 
Unknown of all the lords that stand within 
My father’s house; nor didst thou know me more 
When €’en just now I stood before thy door. 

“ Now since thou know’st me, surely God is good, 
And will not slay me, and good hope I have 
Of help from Him that died upon the rood, 
And is a mighty lord to slay and save: 
So now again these blind men will I brave, 
If thou wilt give me of thy poorest weed, 
And some rough food, the which I sorely need; 
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“Then of my sins thou straight shall shrivemeclean.” The Proud 
Then weeping said the holy man: “Dear lord, King 
What heap of woes upon thine head has been! 
Enter, O King, take this rough gown and cord, 
And what scant food my hovel can afford; 
And tell me everything thou hast to say, 
And then the High God speed thee on thy way.” 

So when in coarse serge raiment he was clad, 
He told him all that pride had made him think, 
And showed him of his life both good and bad; 
And then being houselled, did he eat and drink, 
While in the wise man’s heart his words did sink; 
For, “God be praised!” he thought, “I am no king, 
Who scarcely shall do right in anything!” 

Then he made ready for the King his ass, 
And bade again, God speed him on the way, 
And down the road the King made haste to pass 
As it was growing toward the end of day, 
With sober joy for troubles passed away; 

But trembling still, as onward he did ride, 
Meeting few folk upon that even-tide. 

O to the city gate being come at last, 
He noted there two ancient warders stand, 
Whereof one looked askance as he went past, 

And whispered low behind his held-up hand 
Unto his mate: “The King! who gave command 
That if disguised this eve he pass this gate, 
No reverence we should do his kingly state.” 

Thereat with joy Jovinian smiled again, 
And so passed onward quickly down the street; 
And well-nigh was he eased of all his pain 
When he beheld the folk that he might meet 
Gaze hard at him, as though they fain would greet 
His well-known face, but durst not, knowing well 
He would not any of his state should tell. § 
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The Proud Withal unto the palace being come, 
King He lighted down thereby and entered, 

And once again it seemed his royal home, 
For folk again before him bowed the head; 
And to him camea squire, who softly said: 
“The Queen awaits thee, O my lord the King, 
Within the little hall where minstrels sing, 

“Since there thou bad’sther meet theeon this night.” 
“J.ead on then!” said the King, and in his heart 
He said: “Perfay all goeth more than right 
And Iam King again;” but with a start 
He thought of him who played the kingly part 
That morn, yet said: “If God will haveit so 
This man like all the rest my face will know.” 

So in the Little Hall the Queen he found, 
Asleep, as one a spell binds suddenly; 
For her fair broidery lay upon the ground, 
And in her lap her open hand did lie, 
The silken-threaded needle close thereby; 
And by her stood that image of the King 
In rich apparel, crown and signet-ring. 

But when the King stepped forth with angry eye 
And would have spoken, came a sudden light, 
And changed was that other utterly; 
For he was clad in robe of shining white, 
Inwrought with flowers of unnamed colours bright, 
Girt with a marvellous girdle, and whose hem 
Fell to his naked feet and shone in them; 

And from his shoulders did two wings arise, 
That with the swaying of his body, played 
This way and that; of strange and lovely dyes 
Their feathers were, and wonderfully made: 
And now he spoke: “O King, be not dismayed, 
Or think my coming here so strange to be, 
For oft ere this have I been close to thee. 
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“ And now thou knowest in how short a space The Proud 
The God that made the world can unmake thee, King 
And though He alter in no whit thy face, 
Can make all folk forget thee utterly, 
That thou to-day a nameless wretch mayst be, 
Who yesterday woke up without a peer, 
The wide world’s marvel and the people’s fear. 

«Behold, thou oughtest to thank God for this, 
That on the hither side of thy dark grave 
Thou well hast learned how greata God He is 
Who from the heavens such countless rebels drave, 
Yet turns Himself such folk as thee to save; 
For many a man thinks nought at all of it. 
Till in a darksome land he comes to sit, 

 Lamenting everything: so do not thou! 
For inasmuch as thou thought’st not to die 
This thing may happen to thee even now, 
Because the day unspeakable draws nigh, 
When bathed in unknown flame all things shall lie; 
And if thou art upon God's side that day, 
Unslain, thine earthly part shall pass away. 

“Or if thy body in the grave must rot, 
Well mayst thou see how small a thing is this, 
Whose pain of yesterday now hurts thee not, 
Now thou hast come again to earthly bliss, 
Though bitter-sweet thou knowest well this is, 
And though no coming day can ever see 
Ending of happiness where thou mayst be. 

“ Now must I go, nor wilt thou see me more 
Until the day, when, unto thee at least, 
This world is gone, and an unmeasured shore, 
Where all is wonderful and changed, thou seest: 
Therefore, farewell! at council and at feast 
Thy nobles shalt thou meet as thou hast done, 
Nor wilt thou more be strange to anyone.” § 
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So scarce had he done speaking, ere his wings 
Within the doorway of the hall did gleam, 
And then he vanished quite; and all these things 
Unto Jovinian little more did seem 
Than some distinct and well-remembered dream, 
From which one wakes amidst a feverish night, 
Taking the moonshine for the morning light. 

Silent he stood, not moving for a while, 
Pondering o'er all these wondrous things, until 
The Queen arose from sleep, and with a smile, 
Said: “ O fair lord, your great men by your will 
E’en as | speak the banquet-chamber fill, 
To greet thee amidst joy and revelling, 
Wilt thou not therefore meet them asa King?” 

So from that place of marvels having gone, 
Half mazed, he soon was clad in rich array, 
And sat thereafter on his kingly throne, 
As though no other had sat there that day; 
Nor did a soul of all his household say 
A word about the man, who on that morn 
Had stood there, naked, helpless and forlorn. 

But ever day by day the thought of it 
Within Jovinian’s heart the clearer grew, 
As o'er his head the ceaseless time did flit, 
And everything still towards its ending drew, 
New things becoming old, and old things new; 
Till, when 2 moment of eternity 
Had passed, grey-headed did Jovinian lie 

One sweet May morning, wakeful in his bed; 
And thought: “That day is thirty years agone 
Since useless folly came into my head, 
Whereby, before the steps of mine own throne, 
I stood in helpless agony alone, 
And of the wondrous things that there befell, 
When Iam gone there will be none to tell: 

264



“No man is now alive who thinks that he, The Proud 
Who bade thrust out the madman on that tide, King 
Was other than the King they used to see: 
Long years have passed now, since the hermit died, 
So must I tell the tale, ere by his side 
I lie, lest 1t be unrecorded quite, 
Like a forgotten dream in morning light. 

“Yea, lest I die ere night come, this same day 
Unto some scribe will I tell everything, 
That it may lie when I am gone away, 
Stored up within the archives of the King; 
And may God grant the words thereof may ring 
Like His own voice in the next comer’s ears! 
Whereby His folk shall shed the fewer tears.” 

So it was done, and at the King’s command 
A clerk that day did note it every whit, 
And after by a man of skilful hand 
In golden letters fairly was it writ. 
Yet little heed the new King took of it 
That filled the throne when King Jovinian died, 
So much did all things feed his swelling pride. 

But whether God chastised him in his turn, 
And he grew wise thereafter, I know not; 
I think by eld alone he came to learn 
How lowly on some day must be his lot. 
But ye, O Kings, think all that ye have got 
To be but gawds cast out upon some heap, 
And stolen the while the Master was asleep. 
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Some men must even fall to talk of kings; 
Some trouble of a far-off Grecian isle, 

Some hard Sicilian craftsman’s cruel guile 
Whereby he raised himself to be as God, 
Till good men slew him; the fell Persian rod 
As blighting asthe deadly pestilence; 
The brazen net of armed men from whence 
Was no escape; the fir-built Norway hall 
Filled with the bonders waiting for the fall 
Of the great roof whereto the torch is set; 
The laughing mouth, beneath the eyes still wet 
With more than sea-spray, as the well-loved land 
The freeman still looks back on, while his hand 
Clutches the tiller, and the eastern breeze 
Grows fresh and fresher: many things like these 
They talked about, till they seemed young again, 
Remembering what a glory and a gain 
Their fathers deemed the death of kings to be. 

And yet amidst it, some smiled doubtfully 
For thinking how few men escape the yoke, 
From this or that man’s hand, and how most folk 
Must needs be kings and slaves the while they live, 
And take from this man, and to that man give 
Things hard enow. Yet as they mused, again 
The minstrels raised some high heroic strain 
That led men on to battle in old times; 
And midst the glory of its mingling rhymes, 
Their hard hearts softened, and strange thoughts arose 
Of some new end to all life’s cruel foes. 

I son story done, for want of happier things, 

THE END OF THE FIRST PART OF 
THE EARTHLY PARADISE


