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This is the adventure of the rich and noble knight Sir Launfal

even as the Breton lais recounts it.

THE valiant and courteous 

King Arthur was so- 

journing at Carduel, be- 

cause of the Picts and the 

Scots who had greatly 

destroyed the land, for 

they were in the king- 

dom of Logres and often 

wrought mischief therein. 

In Carduel, at Pente- 

cost, the King held his 

summer court, and gave rich gifts to the 

counts, the barons, and all the knights of 

the Round Table. Never before in all the 

world were such gifts given. Honours 

and lands he shared forth to all, save to one 

alone, of those who served him. 

This was Sir Launfal; of him and his 

the King thought not; and yet all men 

loved him, for worthy he was, free of hand, 

very valiant, and fair to look upon. Had 

any ill happened to this knight, his fellows 

would have been but ill-pleased. 

Launfal was son to a king or high 

descent, but his heritage was far hence 

in a distant land; he was of the household 

of King Arthur, but all his money was 

spent, for the King gave him nothing, and 

nothing would Launfal ask from him. But 

now Sir Launfal was much perplexed, very 

sorrowful, and heavy of heart. Nor need 

ye wonder at it, for one who is a stranger 

and without counsel is but sorrowful in a 

foreign land when he knows not where to 

seek for aid. 

This knight of whom I tell ye, who 

had served the King so well, one day 

mounted his horse and rode forth for 

diversion. He left the city behind him, 

and came all alone into a fair meadow 

through which ran a swift water. As he 

rode downwards to the stream, his horse 

shivered beneath him. Then the knight 

dismounted, and loosening the girth let 

the steed go free to feed at its will on the 

grass of the meadow. Then folding his 

mantle beneath his head he laid himself 

down; but his thoughts were troubled by 

his ill fortune, and as he lay on the grass he 

knew nothing that might pleasure him. 

Suddenly, as he looked downward 

towards the bank of the river, he saw two 
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