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	BIOGRAPHICAL INTRODUCTION

	By J. W. Mackail

	 

	William Morris, one of the most eminent imaginative writers of the Victorian age, differs from most other poets and men of letters in two ways—first, he did great work in many other things as well as in literature; secondly, he had beliefs of his own about the meaning and conduct of life, about all that men think and do and make, very different from those of ordinary people, and he carried out these views in his writings as well as in all the other work he did throughout his life.

	He was born in 1834. His father, a member of a business firm in the City of London, was a wealthy man and lived in Essex, in a country house with large gardens and fields belonging to it, on the edge of Epping Forest. Until the age of thirteen Morris was at home among a large family of brothers and sisters. He delighted in the country life and especially in the Forest, which is one of the most romantic parts of England, and which he made the scene of many real and imaginary adventures. From fourteen to eighteen he was at school at Marlborough among the Wiltshire downs, in a country full of beauty and history, and close to another of the ancient forests of England, that of Savernake. He proceeded from school to Exeter College, Oxford, where he soon formed a close friendship with a remarkable set of young men of his own age; chief among these, and Morris's closest friend for the rest of his life, was Edward Burne-Jones, the painter. Study of the works of John Ruskin confirmed them in the admiration which they already felt for the life and art of the Middle Ages. In the summer vacation of 1855 the two friends went to Northern France to see the beautiful towns and splendid churches with which that country had been filled between the eleventh and the fifteenth centuries; and there they made up their minds that they cared for art more than for anything else, such as wealth or ease or the opinion of the world, and that as soon as they left Oxford they would become artists. By art they meant the making of beauty for the adornment and enrichment of human life, and as artists they meant to strive against all that was ugly or mean or untruthful in the life of their own time.

	Art, as they understood it, is one single thing covering the whole of life but practised in many special forms that differ one from another. Among these many forms of art there are two of principal importance. One of the two is the art which is concerned with the making and adorning of the houses in which men and women live; that is to say, architecture, with all its attendant arts of decoration, including sculpture, painting, the designing and ornamenting of metal, wood and glass, carpets, paper-hangings, woven, dyed and embroidered cloths of all kinds, and all the furniture which a house may have for use or pleasure. The other is the art which is concerned with the making and adorning of stories in prose and verse. Both of these kinds of art were practised by Morris throughout his life. The former was his principal occupation; he made his living by it, and built up in it a business which alone made him famous, and which has had a great influence towards bringing more beauty into daily domestic life in England and in other countries also. His profession was thus that of a manufacturer, designer, and decorator. When he had to describe himself by a single word, he called himself a designer. But it is the latter branch of his art which principally concerns us now, the art of a maker and adorner of stories. He became famous in this kind of art also, both in prose and verse, as a romance-writer and a poet. But he spoke of it as play rather than work, and although he spent much time and great pains on it, he regarded it as relaxation from the harder and more constant work of his life, which was carrying on the business of designing, painting, weaving, dyeing, printing and other occupations of that kind. In later life he also gave much of his time to political and social work, with the object of bringing back mankind into a path from which they had strayed since the end of the Middle Ages, and creating a state of society in which art, by the people and for the people, a joy to the maker and the user, might be naturally, easily, and universally produced.

	Even as a boy Morris had been noted for his love of reading and inventing tales; but he did not begin to write any until he had been for a couple of years at Oxford. His earliest poems and his earliest written prose tales belong to the same year, 1855, in which he determined to make art his profession. The first of either that he published appeared in the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine, which was started and managed by him and his friends in 1856. In 1858, after he had left Oxford, he brought out a volume of poems called, after the title of the first poem in the book, "The Defence of Guenevere." Soon afterwards he founded, with some of his old Oxford friends and others whom he had made in London, among whom Dante Gabriel Rossetti was the leading spirit, the firm of Morris and Company, manufacturers and decorators. His business, in which he was the principal and finally the sole partner, took up the main part of his time. He had also married, and built himself a beautiful small house in Kent, the decoration of which went busily on for several years. Among all these other occupations he almost gave up writing stories, but never ceased reading and thinking about them. In 1865 he came back to live in London, where, being close to his work, he had more leisure for other things; and between 1865 and 1870 he wrote between thirty and forty tales in verse, containing not less than seventy or eighty thousand lines in all. The longest of these tales, "The Life and Death of Jason," appeared in 1867. It is the old Greek story of the ship Argo and the voyage in quest of the Golden Fleece. Twenty-five other tales are included in "The Earthly Paradise," published in three parts between 1868 and 1870.

	During these years Morris learned Icelandic, and his next published works were translations of some of the Icelandic sagas, writings composed from six to nine hundred years ago, and containing a mass of legends, histories and romances finely told in a noble language. These translations were followed in 1876 by his great epic poem, "Sigurd the Volsung and the Fall of the Niblungs." In that poem he retold a story of which an Icelandic version, the "Volsunga Saga," written in the twelfth century, is one of the world's masterpieces. It is the great epic of Northern Europe, just as the "Iliad" and "Odyssey" of Homer are the chief epics of ancient Greece, and the "Æneid" of Virgil the chief epic of the Roman Empire. Morris's love for these great stories of ancient times led him to rewrite the tale of the Volsungs and Niblungs, which he reckoned the finest of them all, more fully and on a larger scale than it had ever been written before. He had already, in 1875, translated the "Æneid" into verse, and some ten years later, in 1886-87, he also made a verse translation of the "Odyssey." In 1873 he had also written another very beautiful poem, "Love is Enough," containing the story of three pairs of lovers, a countryman and country-woman, an emperor and empress, and a prince and peasant girl. This poem was written in the form of a play, not of a narrative.

	To write prose was at first for Morris more difficult than to write poetry. Verse came naturally to him, and he composed in prose only with much effort until after long practice. Except for his early tales in the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine and his translations of Icelandic sagas, he wrote little but poetry until the year 1882. About that time he began to give lectures and addresses, and wrote them in great numbers during the latter part of his life. A number of them were collected and published in two volumes called "Hopes and Fears for Art" and "Signs of Change," and many others have been published separately. He thus gradually accustomed himself to prose composition. For several years he was too busy with other things, which he thought more important, to spend time on storytelling; but his instinct forced itself out again, and in 1886 he began the series of romances in prose or in mixed prose and verse which went on during the next ten years. The chief of these are, "A Dream of John Ball," "The House of Wolfings," "The Roots of the Mountains," "News from Nowhere," "The Glittering Plain," "The Wood beyond the World," "The Well at the World's End," "The Water of the Wondrous Isles," and "The Sundering Flood." During the same years he also translated, out of Icelandic and old French books, more of the stories which he had long known and admired. "The Sundering Flood" was written in his last illness, and finished by him within a few days of his death, in the autumn of 1896.

	INTRODUCTION TO SIGURD

	By The Editors

	 

	The story of Sigurd is important to English people not only for its wondrous beauty, but also on account of its great age, and of what it tells us about our own Viking ancestors, who first knew the story.

	The tale was known all over the north of Europe, in Denmark, in Germany, in Norway and Sweden, and in Iceland, hundreds of years before it was written down. Sometimes different names were given to the characters, sometimes the events of the story were slightly altered, but in the main points it was one and the same tale.

	If we look at a map of Europe showing the nations as they were rather more than a thousand years ago, we see the names of Saxons, Goths, Danes, and Frisians marked on the lands around the Baltic Sea. Those who bore these names were the makers of the tale of Sigurd. The name of the Saxons is, of course, the best known to us, and next in importance come the people we call Danes, or Northmen, or Vikings, who attacked the coasts of the Saxon kingdoms in England. The Saxons came from part of the land that is now known as Germany, and the Vikings from Denmark and from Scandinavia.

	A third important tribe was that of the Goths, who dwelt first in South Sweden, and then in Germany.

	All these people resembled one another in their way of life, in their religion, and in their ideas of what deeds were good and what were evil. Their lands were barren—too mountainous or too cold to bring forth fruitful crops, and their homes were not such as would tempt men never to leave them. So, though they built their little groups of wooden houses in the valleys of their lands, and made fields and pastures about them, these were often left to the care of the women and the feeble men, while the strong men made raids over the sea to other countries, where they engaged in the fighting which they loved, and whence they brought back plunder to their homes. North, South, East, and West they went, till few parts of Europe had not learnt to know and fear them.

	Their ships were long and narrow, driven often by oars as well as sails, and outside them, along the bulwarks, the crew hung their round shields made of yellow wood from the lime-tree. The men wore byrnies or breast-plates, and helmets, and they were armed with swords, long spears, or heavy battle-axes. They were enemies none could afford to despise, for they had great stature and strength of body, joined to such fierceness and delight in war that they held a man disgraced if he died peacefully at home. Moreover, they knew nothing of mercy to the conquered.

	Courage, not only to fight, but also to bear suffering without impatience or complaint, and the virtue of faithfulness were the qualities they most honoured. To be wanting in courage was disgraceful in their eyes, but it was equally disgraceful to refuse to help kinsfolk, to lie, to deceive, or to desert a chief.

	If they put their enemies to death with fearful tortures, they did not treat them more severely than the traitors they discovered among themselves, and if they had no pity for those they conquered, yet they knew well how to admire great leaders, and how to serve them faithfully. But we can best realise their ideas on these matters by considering their religion and their stories.

	They worshipped one chief god, Odin, and other gods and goddesses who were his children. Odin was often called All-father because he was the helper and friend of human beings, and appeared on earth in the form of an old man, "one-eyed and seeming ancient," with cloud-blue hood and grey cloak. He had courage, strength, and wondrous wisdom, for he knew all events that happened in the world, and he understood the speech of birds, and all kinds of charms and magic arts. Men served him by brave fighting in a good cause, and when they perished in battle he received their souls in his dwelling of Valhalla in the city of Asgard, where they spent each day in warfare, and where at evening the dead were revived, the wounded healed, and all feasted together in Odin's palace. There they fed upon the flesh of the boar Saehrimner, which was renewed as fast as it was eaten. Certain maidens called Valkyrie, or Choosers of the Slain, were Odin's messengers whom he sent forth into the battles of the world to find the warriors whom he had appointed to die, and to bring them to Valhalla.

	In the story of Sigurd Odin has a very important part to play, but for the understanding of the tale it is necessary to know something about another of the gods. This is Loki, who, though sprung from the race of the giants, yet lived with the sons of Odin in Asgard, behaving sometimes as their trusty helper, but more often as their cunning enemy. He caused much wretchedness, not only among the gods, but on earth also, for he delighted in the sight of misery. His vices were all those most hateful to the Norse people, for he was before all things a liar, a deceiver, a faith-breaker, a skilful worker of mischief by guile instead of by fair fight. There are many stories of his cunning thefts, of the miseries he wrought among his companions, and of his envy of the beloved god Balder, whom he slew by a trick. His children were terrible monsters, as hated as himself. Yet, strange to say, Loki was Odin's companion in many of his adventures.

	The gods inhabited Asgard, a city standing on a high mountain in the middle of the world. Odin's palace of Valhalla was there, and other palaces for his sons and daughters. All round Asgard lay Midgard, or the ordinary world of men and women. Its caves and waste places were inhabited by dwarfs, whom Odin had banished from the light of day for various ill deeds. They were a spiteful and cunning race, jealous of mankind, and eager to recover their lost power. Their strength lay in their wondrous skill in handicraft, for they could forge more deadly weapons, and fashion more lovely jewels than any made by the hands of men. But, though possessed of wisdom, they had no spirit of kindness, no respect for right, and no dislike of wrong.

	Around Midgard lay the sea, and beyond that Utgard, a hideous frozen country inhabited by giants, enemies of the gods.

	But this arrangement of the world was only for a season. The gods themselves looked forward to a time of defeat and death, when Asgard should perish in flames and the world with it, and the sun and moon should be darkened, and they themselves should be slain. This great day was called Ragnarok, or sometimes the Twilight of the Gods. Then Loki would gather giants and monsters to a great battle against the gods, who would slay their enemies, but who would themselves fall in the struggle. The sea would drown the earth, the stars would fall, and all things would pass away.

	This terrible fate the gods awaited with calm and cheerfulness, showing even greater courage than in their many deeds of war. They had to submit to this fate, for there were three beings even greater than they. These were the Norns, deciders of the fate of gods and men alike. They were three giant maidens who dwelt by a sacred, wisdom-giving fountain, and who controlled the lives of men, giving to each sickness and health, success and failure and death when they would. No man or god might escape what the Norns decreed for him.

	Many stories of these gods, together with tales of famous men, were told among the northern peoples. These stories were passed on from one to another by word of mouth, till they grew much longer and fuller, and the happening of certain historical events helped to take them from country to country.

	As we have seen, all the races of the North were warlike and eager for adventure, and so when trouble came upon them in their own homes, they readily took to the sea to plunder the coasts or to conquer other lands. Between 800 and 900 A.D., when the Danes were invading England, many were driven from Norway because they refused to submit to a king called Harold Fairhair, and when he pursued them to the Orkney and Faroe Islands they took refuge on the coasts of Iceland. There they settled, built themselves wooden houses, planted such crops as would grow in that bleak land, and founded a commonwealth. Little by little they left the old Viking life, and it lived only in their songs and stories.

	They had come to Iceland with a vast stock of tales in poetry, which were related or sung by professional poets, called skalds, at all kinds of feasts and gatherings. The skalds arranged and improved the old stories, but they were not written down until about the time of our King Stephen, when some unknown writer collected them into one book called the Elder Edda. Very soon after this another book was written containing the same stories in prose and called the Younger or Prose Edda. In this way many of the old poems, and a great many stories containing much information about the religion which the people took with them to Iceland, have been preserved.

	But it was from neither of the Eddas that William Morris took his story of Sigurd.

	All through the period from 800 A.D. till about the time of Henry III. of England, the skalds had been re-telling many of the poetic stories in prose, and as the people grew more civilised, one tale after another was written down in its new form.

	These prose tales were called Sagas, and among the very greatest is the Volsunga Saga, or Story of Sigurd. It is a tale which has been told in other lands besides Iceland. We read part of the same story in the Old English poem of Beowulf, and in Germany it was made into a great poem called the Nibelungenlied. The German musician, Richard Wagner, set it to music in a famous series of operas called the Nibelungen Ring. But his tale differs in many points from that contained in Morris's poem, for Morris chose the old saga as it was written in Iceland, not the German story. On this he founded his poem, adding much beautiful description, and greatly lengthening the whole.

	The story deals first with a certain King Volsung, to whose son, Sigmund, Odin presented a magic sword.

	But Siggeir, the jealous king of the Goths, slew Volsung, and took Sigmund prisoner that he might have the sword for himself. Only after many toils and perils did Sigmund win it back and reign in his father's kingdom. At last in his old age he fell in battle and the sword of Odin was shattered. But his wife, Queen Hiordis, kept the fragments for the son who was born to her soon after in Denmark, whither she fled for safety. This son of Sigmund and Hiordis was Sigurd the Volsung. He was brought up in Denmark and grew strong and beautiful, brave, kind of heart, and utterly truthful in word and deed.

	When he became a man he longed to win fame and kingship by mighty deeds, and when his tutor told him of a great dragon that guarded a hoard of ill-gotten gold in the mountains, he resolved to kill it. So the fragments of Odin's sword were forged into a new blade, and Sigurd slew the dragon and took the gold, but with it he brought on himself a curse which had been put upon the treasure by the dwarf from whom it had been stolen.

	Sigurd then found and wakened Brynhild, a maiden who lay in an enchanted sleep upon a high mountain. They loved one another, and Sigurd gave her a ring from the dragon's treasure, promising to return and marry her.

	Then the curse led him to join with the fierce and treacherous Niblungs or Cloudy People. Their king and his mother grew jealous when they saw Sigurd more mighty and more beloved than themselves, and by enchantments they caused him to forget Brynhild, to wed the princess Gudrun, and at last to aid the Niblung king, Gunnar, to win Brynhild for his own wife.

	Then the curse of the gold brought death to many, for Sigurd and Brynhild discovered all the treachery of the Niblungs, who, in their anger, slew Sigurd, and Brynhild killed herself that she might not live and sorrow for him.

	Such is the story of Sigurd as it was told a thousand years ago in distant Iceland, and as it is retold in this poem by William Morris.

	THE STORY OF

	SIGURD THE VOLSUNG.

	 

	 

	BOOK I.

	SIGMUND.

	 

	Of the dwelling of King Volsung, and the wedding of Signy his daughter.

	There was a dwelling of Kings ere the world was waxen old;

	Dukes were the door-wards there, and the roofs were thatched with gold:

	Earls were the wrights that wrought it, and silver nailed its doors;

	Earls' wives were the weaving-women, queens' daughters strewed its floors,

	And the masters of its song-craft were the mightiest men that cast

	The sails of the storm of battle adown the bickering blast.

	There dwelt men merry-hearted, and in hope exceeding great

	Met the good days and the evil as they went the way of fate:

	There the Gods were unforgotten, yea whiles they walked with men,

	Though e'en in that world's beginning rose a murmur now and again

	Of the midward time and the fading and the last of the latter days,

	And the entering in of the terror, and the death of the People's Praise.

	Thus was the dwelling of Volsung, the King of the Midworld's Mark,

	As a rose in the winter season, a candle in the dark;

	And as in all other matters 'twas all earthly houses' crown,

	And the least of its wall-hung shields was a battle-world's renown,

	So therein withal was a marvel and a glorious thing to see,

	For amidst of its midmost hall-floor sprang up a mighty tree,

	That reared its blessings roofward, and wreathed the roof-tree dear

	With the glory of the summer and the garland of the year.

	I know not how they called it ere Volsung changed his life,

	But his dawning of fair promise, and his noontide of the strife,

	His eve of the battle-reaping and the garnering of his fame,

	Have bred us many a story and named us many a name;

	And when men tell of Volsung, they call that war-duke's tree,

	That crownèd stem, the Branstock; and so was it told unto me.

	So there was the throne of Volsung beneath its blossoming bower,

	But high o'er the roof-crest red it rose 'twixt tower and tower,

	And therein were the wild hawks dwelling, abiding the dole of their lord;

	And they wailed high over the wine, and laughed to the waking sword.

	Still were its boughs but for them, when lo, on an even of May

	Comes a man from Siggeir the King with a word for his mouth to say:

	"All hail to thee King Volsung, from the King of the Goths I come:

	He hath heard of thy sword victorious and thine abundant home;

	He hath heard of thy sons in the battle, the fillers of Odin's Hall;

	And a word hath the west-wind blown him, (full fruitful be its fall!)

	A word of thy daughter Signy the crown of womanhood:

	Now he deems thy friendship goodly, and thine help in the battle good,

	And for these will he give his friendship and his battle-aid again:

	But if thou wouldst grant his asking, and make his heart full fain,

	Then shalt thou give him a matter, saith he, without a price,

	—Signy the fairer than fair, Signy the wiser than wise."

	Now the message gladdened Volsung and his sons, but no word spake Signy, till the king asked her what her mind might be. Then said Signy, "I will wed the Goth king, and yet shall I rue my lot in his hall." And Volsung urged her with kind words to do nought against her will, but her mind was fixed, and she said she wrought but what the gods had fore-ordained. So the earl of Siggeir went his way with gifts and fair words, bidding the Goth king come ere a month was over to wed the white-handed Signy and bear her home.

	So on Mid-Summer Even ere the undark night began

	Siggeir the King of the Goth-folk went up from the bath of the swan

	Unto the Volsung dwelling with many an Earl about;

	There through the glimmering thicket the linkèd mail rang out,

	And sang as mid the woodways sings the summer-hidden ford:

	There were gold-rings God-fashioned, and many a Dwarf-wrought sword,

	And many a Queen-wrought kirtle and many a written spear;

	So came they to the acres, and drew the threshold near,

	And amidst of the garden blossoms, on the grassy, fruit-grown land,

	Was Volsung the King of the Wood-world with his sons on either hand;

	Therewith down lighted Siggeir the lord of a mighty folk,

	Yet showed he by King Volsung as the bramble by the oak,

	Nor reached his helm to the shoulder of the least of Volsung's sons.

	And so into the hall they wended, the Kings and their mighty ones;

	And they dight the feast full glorious, and drank through the death of the day,

	Till the shadowless moon rose upward, till it wended white away;

	Then they went to the gold-hung beds, and at last for an hour or twain

	Were all things still and silent, save a flaw of the summer rain.

	But on the morrow noontide when the sun was high and bare,

	More glorious was the banquet, and now was Signy there,

	And she sat beside King Siggeir, a glorious bride forsooth;

	Ruddy and white was she wrought as the fair-stained sea-beast's tooth,

	But she neither laughed nor spake, and her eyes were hard and cold,

	And with wandering side-long looks her lord would she behold.

	That saw Sigmund her brother, the eldest Volsung son,

	And oft he looked upon her, and their eyes met now and anon,

	And ruth arose in his heart, and hate of Siggeir the Goth,

	And there had he broken the wedding, but for plighted promise and troth.

	But those twain were beheld of Siggeir, and he deemed of the Volsung kin,

	That amid their might and their malice small honour should he win;

	Yet thereof made he no semblance, but abided times to be,

	And laughed out with the loudest, amid the hope and the glee.

	And nought of all saw Volsung, as he dreamed of the coming glory,

	And how the Kings of his kindred should fashion the round world's story.

	So round about the Branstock they feast in the gleam of the gold;

	And though the deeds of man-folk were not yet waxen old,

	Yet had they tales for songcraft, and the blossomed garth of rhyme;

	Tales of the framing of all things and the entering in of time

	From the halls of the outer heaven; so near they knew the door.

	Wherefore uprose a sea-king, and his hands that loved the oar

	Now dealt with the rippling harp-gold, and he sang of the shaping of earth,

	And how the stars were lighted, and where the winds had birth,

	And the gleam of the first of summers on the yet untrodden grass.

	But e'en as men's hearts were hearkening some heard the thunder pass

	O'er the cloudless noontide heaven; and some men turned about

	And deemed that in the doorway they heard a man laugh out.

	Then into the Volsung dwelling a mighty man there strode,

	One-eyed and seeming ancient, yet bright his visage glowed:

	Cloud-blue was the hood upon him, and his kirtle gleaming-grey

	As the latter morning sundog when the storm is on the way:

	A bill he bore on his shoulder, whose mighty ashen beam

	Burnt bright with the flame of the sea and the blended silver's gleam.

	And such was the guise of his raiment as the Volsung elders had told

	Was borne by their fathers' fathers, and the first that warred in the wold.

	So strode he to the Branstock nor greeted any lord,

	But forth from his cloudy raiment he drew a gleaming sword,

	And smote it deep in the tree-hole, and the wild hawks overhead

	Laughed 'neath the naked heaven as at last he spake and said:

	"Earls of the Goths, and Volsungs, abiders on the earth,

	Lo there amid the Branstock a blade of plenteous worth!

	The folk of the war-wand's forgers wrought never better steel

	Since first the burg of heaven uprose for man-folk's weal.

	Now let the man among you whose heart and hand may shift

	To pluck it from the oakwood e'en take it for my gift.

	Then ne'er, but his own heart falter, its point and edge shall fail

	Until the night's beginning and the ending of the tale.

	Be merry Earls of the Goth-folk, O Volsung Sons be wise

	And reap the battle-acre that ripening for you lies:

	For they told me in the wild wood, I heard on the mountain side,

	That the shining house of heaven is wrought exceeding wide,

	And that there the Early-comers shall have abundant rest

	While Earth grows scant of great ones, and fadeth from its best,

	And fadeth from its midward and groweth poor and vile:—

	All hail to thee King Volsung! farewell for a little while!"

	So sweet his speaking sounded, so wise his words did seem,

	That moveless all men sat there, as in a happy dream

	We stir not lest we waken; but there his speech had end,

	And slowly down the hall-floor, and outward did he wend;

	And none would cast him a question or follow on his ways,

	For they knew that the gift was Odin's, a sword for the world to praise.

	But now spake Volsung the King: "Why sit ye silent and still?

	Is the Battle-Father's visage a token of terror and ill?

	Arise O Volsung Children, Earls of the Goths arise,

	And set your hands to the hilts as mighty men and wise!

	Yet deem it not too easy; for belike a fateful blade

	Lies there in the heart of the Branstock for a fated warrior made."

	Now therewith spake King Siggeir: "King Volsung give me a grace

	To try it the first of all men, lest another win my place

	And mere chance-hap steal my glory and the gain that I might win."

	Then somewhat laughed King Volsung, and he said: "O Guest, begin;

	Though herein is the first as the last, for the Gods have long to live,

	Nor hath Odin yet forgotten unto whom the gift he would give."

	Then forth to the tree went Siggeir, the Goth-folk's mighty lord,

	And laid his hand on the gemstones, and strained at the glorious sword

	Till his heart grew black with anger; and never a word he said

	As he wended back to the high-seat: but Signy waxed blood-red

	When he sat him adown beside her; and her heart was nigh to break

	For the shame and the fateful boding: and therewith King Volsung spake:

	"Thus comes back empty-handed the mightiest King of Earth,

	And how shall the feeble venture? yet each man knows his worth;

	And today may a great beginning from a little seed upspring

	To o'erpass many a great one that hath the name of King:

	So stand forth free and unfree; stand forth both most and least:

	But first ye Earls of the Goth-folk, ye lovely lords we feast."

	Upstood the Earls of Siggeir, and each man drew anigh

	And deemed his time was coming for a glorious gain and high;

	But for all their mighty shaping and their deeds in the battle-wood,

	No looser in the Branstock that gift of Odin stood.

	Then uprose Volsung's homemen, and the fell-abiding folk;

	And the yellow-headed shepherds came gathering round the Oak,

	And the searchers of the thicket and the dealers with the oar:

	And the least and the worst of them all was a mighty man of war.

	But for all their mighty shaping, and the struggle and the strain

	Of their hands, the deft in labour, they tugged thereat in vain;

	And still as the shouting and jeers, and the names of men and the laughter

	Beat backward from gable to gable, and rattled o'er roof-tree and rafter,

	Moody and still sat Siggeir; for he said: "They have trained me here

	As a mock for their woodland bondsmen; and yet shall they buy it dear."

	Now the tumult sank a little, and men cried on Volsung the King

	And his sons, the hedge of battle, to try the fateful thing.

	So Volsung laughed, and answered: "I will set me to the toil,

	Lest these my guests of the Goth-folk should deem I fear the foil.

	Yet nought am I ill-sworded, and the oldest friend is best;

	And this, my hand's first fellow, will I bear to the grave-mound's rest,

	Nor wield meanwhile another: Yea, this shall I have in hand

	When mid the host of Odin in the Day of Doom I stand."

	Therewith from his belt of battle he raised the golden sheath,

	And showed the peace-strings glittering about the hidden death:

	Then he laid his hand on the Branstock, and cried: "O tree beloved,

	I thank thee of thy good-heart that so little thou art moved:

	Abide thou thus, green bower, when I am dead and gone

	And the best of all my kindred a better day hath won!"

	Then as a young man laughed he, and on the hilts of gold

	His hand, the battle-breaker, took fast and certain hold,

	And long he drew and strained him, but mended not the tale,

	Yet none the more thereover his mirth of heart did fail;

	But he wended to the high-seat and thence began to cry:

	"Sons I have gotten and cherished, now stand ye forth to try;

	Lest Odin tell in God-home how from the way he strayed,

	And how to the man he would not he gave away his blade."

	So therewithal rose Rerir, and wasted might and main;

	Then Gunthiof, and then Hunthiof, they wearied them in vain;

	Nought was the might of Agnar; nought Helgi could avail;

	Sigi the tall and Solar no further brought the tale,

	Nor Geirmund the priest of the temple, nor Gylfi of the wood.

	At last by the side of the Branstock Sigmund the Volsung stood,

	And with right hand wise in battle the precious sword-hilt caught,

	Yet in a careless fashion, as he deemed it all for nought:

	When lo, from floor to rafter went up a shattering shout,

	For aloft in the hand of Sigmund the naked blade shone out

	As high o'er his head he shook it: for the sword had come away

	From the grip of the heart of the Branstock, as though all loose it lay.

	A little while he stood there mid the glory of the hall,

	Like the best of the trees of the garden, when the April sunbeams fall

	On its blossomed boughs in the morning, and tell of the days to be;

	Then back unto the high-seat he wended soberly;

	For this was the thought within him; Belike the day shall come

	When I shall bide here lonely amid the Volsung home,

	Its glory and sole avenger, its after-summer seed.

	Yea, I am the hired of Odin, his workday will to speed,

	And the harvest-tide shall be heavy.—What then, were it come and past

	And I laid by the last of the sheaves with my wages earned at the last?

	He lifted his eyes as he thought it, for now was he come to his place,

	And there he stood by his father and met Siggeir face to face,

	And he saw him blithe and smiling, and heard him how he spake:

	"O best of the sons of Volsung, I am merry for thy sake

	And the glory that thou hast gained us; but whereas thine hand and heart

	Are e'en now the lords of the battle, how lack'st thou for thy part

	A matter to better the best? Wilt thou overgild fine gold

	Or dye the red rose redder? So I prithee let me hold

	This sword that comes to thine hand on the day I wed thy kin.

	For at home have I a store-house; there is mountain-gold therein

	The weight of a war-king's harness; there is silver plenteous store;

	There is iron, and huge-wrought amber, that the southern men love sore,

	When they sell me the woven wonder, the purple born of the sea;

	And it hangeth up in that bower, and all this is a gift for thee:

	But the sword that came to my wedding, methinketh it meet and right,

	That it lie on my knees in the council and stead me in the fight."

	But Sigmund laughed and answered, and he spake a scornful word:

	"And if I take twice that treasure, will it buy me Odin's sword,

	And the gift that the Gods have given? will it buy me again to stand

	Betwixt two mightiest world-kings with a longed-for thing in mine hand

	That all their might hath missed of? when the purple-selling men

	Come buying thine iron and amber, dost thou sell thine honour then?

	Do they wrap it in bast of the linden, or run it in moulds of earth?

	And shalt thou account mine honour as a matter of lesser worth?

	Came the sword to thy wedding, Goth-king, to thine hand it never came,

	And thence is thine envy whetted to deal me this word of shame."

	Black then was the heart of Siggeir, but his face grew pale and red,

	Till he drew a smile thereover, and spake the word and said:

	"Nay, pardon me, Signy's kinsman! when the heart desires o'ermuch

	It teacheth the tongue ill speaking, and my word belike was such.

	But the honour of thee and thy kindred, I hold it even as mine,

	And I love you as my heart-blood, and take ye this for a sign.

	I bid thee now King Volsung, and these thy glorious sons,

	And thine earls and thy dukes of battle and all thy mighty ones,

	To come to the house of the Goth-kings as honoured guests and dear

	And abide the winter over; that the dusky days and drear

	May be glorious with thy presence, that all folk may praise my life,

	And the friends that my fame hath gotten; and that this my new-wed wife

	Thine eyes may make the merrier till she bear my eldest born."

	Then speedily answered Volsung: "No king of the earth might scorn

	Such noble bidding, Siggeir; and surely will I come

	To look upon thy glory and the Goths' abundant home.

	But let two months wear over, for I have many a thing

	To shape and shear in the Woodland, as befits a people's king:

	And thou meanwhile here abiding of all my goods shalt be free,

	And then shall we twain together roof over the glass-green sea

	With the sides of our golden dragons; and our war-hosts' blended shields

	Shall fright the sea-abiders and the folk of the fishy fields."

	Answered the smooth-speeched Siggeir: "I thank thee well for this,

	And thy bidding is most kingly; yet take it not amiss

	That I wend my ways in the morning; for we Goth-folk know indeed

	That the sea is a foe full deadly, and a friend that fails at need."

	 

	And for all the words of Volsung e'en so must the matter be,

	And Siggeir the Goth and Signy on the morn shall sail the sea.

	Then the feast sped on the fairer, far into the night, but amidst the mirth Sigmund and Signy were sad at heart. And before the sun was risen next day Signy came to her father in secret and begged him to stay in his own country rather than trust the guileful heart and murder-loving hand of Siggeir. But Volsung answered that he must go to be Siggeir's guest, for he could not break his pledged word through fear of peril. So on the morrow the smooth-speeched Siggeir departed with Signy, and when two months were passed Volsung made ready to visit them.

	 

	How the Volsungs fared to the Land of the Goths, and of the fall of King Volsung.

	 

	So now, when all things were ready, in the first of the autumn tide

	Adown unto the swan-bath the Volsung Children ride;

	And lightly go a shipboard, a goodly company,

	Though the tale thereof be scanty and their ships no more than three:

	But kings' sons dealt with the sail-sheets and earls and dukes of war

	Were the halers of the hawsers and the tuggers at the oar.

	 

	But when the sun on the morrow shone over earth and sea

	Ashore went the Volsung Children a goodly company,

	And toward King Siggeir's dwelling o'er heath and holt they went.

	But when they came to the topmost of a certain grassy bent,

	Lo there lay the land before them as thick with shield and spear

	As the rich man's wealthiest acre with the harvest of the year.

	There bade King Volsung tarry and dight the wedge-array;

	"For duly," he said, "doeth Siggeir to meet his guests by the way."

	So shield by shield they serried, nor ever hath been told

	Of any host of battle more glorious with the gold;

	And there stood the high King Volsung in the very front of war;

	And lovelier was his visage than ever heretofore,

	As he rent apart the peace-strings that his brand of battle bound

	And the bright blade gleamed to the heavens, and he cast the sheath to the ground.

	Then up the steep came the Goth-folk, and the spear-wood drew anigh,

	And earth's face shook beneath them, yet cried they never a cry;

	And the Volsungs stood all silent, although forsooth at whiles

	O'er the faces grown earth-weary would play the flickering smiles,

	And swords would clink and rattle: not long had they to bide,

	For soon that flood of murder flowed round the hillock-side;

	Then at last the edges mingled, and if men forbore the shout,

	Yet the din of steel and iron in the grey clouds rang about;

	But how to tell of King Volsung, and the valour of his folk!

	Three times the wood of battle before their edges broke;

	And the shield-wall, sorely dwindled and reft of the ruddy gold,

	Against the drift of the war-blast for the fourth time yet did hold.

	But men's shields were waxen heavy with the weight of shafts they bore,

	And the fifth time many a champion cast earthward Odin's door

	And gripped the sword two-handed; and in sheaves the spears came on.

	And at last the host of the Goth-folk within the shield-wall won,

	And wild was the work within it, and oft and o'er again

	Forth brake the sons of Volsung, and drave the foe in vain;

	For the driven throng still thickened, till it might not give aback.

	But fast abode King Volsung amid the shifting wrack

	In the place where once was the forefront: for he said: "My feet are old,

	And if I wend on further there is nought more to behold

	Than this that I see about me."—Whiles drew his foes away

	And stared across the corpses that before his sword-edge lay.

	But nought he followed after: then needs must they in front

	Thrust on by the thickening spear-throng come up to bear the brunt,

	Till all his limbs were weary and his body rent and torn:

	Then he cried: "Lo now, Allfather, is not the swathe well shorn?

	Wouldst thou have me toil for ever, nor win the wages due?"

	And mid the hedge of foemen his blunted sword he threw,

	And, laid like the oars of a longship the level war-shafts pressed

	On 'gainst the unshielded elder, and clashed amidst his breast;

	And dead he fell, thrust backward, and rang on the dead men's gear:

	But still for a certain season durst no man draw anear,

	For 'twas e'en as a great God's slaying, and they feared the wrath of the sky;

	And they deemed their hearts might harden if awhile they should let him lie.

	 

	Of the ending of all Volsung's Sons save Sigmund only, and of how he abideth in the wild wood.

	They joined battle again, but the fight grew feeble after Volsung fell, and his earls were struck down one by one. Last of all, his sons were borne to earth and carried captive to the hall, where Siggeir awaited them, for he himself had feared to face the Volsung swords.

	Then he would have slain them at once without torture, but Signy besought him that they might breathe the earthly air a day or two before their death, and he listened to her, for he saw how he might thus give them greater pain. He bade his men lead them to a glade in the forest and fetter them to the mightiest tree that grew there. So the ten Volsungs were fettered with iron to a great oak, and on the morrow Siggeir's woodmen told him sweet tidings, for beasts of the wood had devoured two and left their bones in the fetters. So it befell every night till the woodmen brought word that nothing remained of the king's foemen save their bones in the fetters that had bound them.

	Now a watch had been set on Signy lest she should send help to her brethren, but henceforth no man hindered her from going out to the wood. So that night she came to the glade in the forest, and saw in the midst of it a mighty man who was toiling to dig a grave in the greensward.

	And behold, it was Sigmund the Volsung: but she cried and had no fear:

	"If thou art living, Sigmund, what day's work dost thou here

	In the midnight and the forest? but if thou art nought but a ghost

	Then where are those Volsung brethren, of whom thou wert best and most?"

	Then he turned about unto her, and his raiment was fouled and torn,

	And his eyen were great and hollow, as a famished man forlorn;

	But he cried: "Hail, Sister Signy! I looked for thee before,

	Though what should a woman compass, she one alone and no more,

	When all we shielded Volsungs did nought in Siggeir's land?

	O yea, I am living indeed, and this labour of mine hand

	Is to bury the bones of the Volsungs; and lo, it is well-nigh done.

	So draw near, Volsung's daughter, and pile we many a stone

	Where lie the grey wolf's gleanings of what was once so good."

	So she set her hand to the labour, and they toiled, they twain in the wood,

	And when the work was over, dead night was beginning to fall:

	Then spake the white-hand Signy: "Now shall thou tell the tale

	Of the death of the Volsung brethren ere the wood thy wrath shall hide,

	Ere I wend me back sick-hearted in the dwelling of kings to abide."

	Then said Sigmund:

	"We lay fettered to the tree and at midnight there came from the thicket two mighty wood-wolves, and falling on my brethren Gylfi and Geirmund, they devoured them in their bonds, and turned again to the forest. Night after night, my sister, this befell, till I was left alone with our brother Sigi to await the wood-beasts. Then came midnight, and one of the wolves fell upon Sigi and the other turned on me. But I met it with snarling like its own, and my teeth gripped its throat, and my hands strove with the fetters till they burst. So I slew the beast with my irons, but when I looked, Sigi lay dead, and the other wolf had fled again to the thicket. Then I lay hid till Siggeir's woodmen had looked on the place and departed with their tidings, and as I beheld them I knew that pity was killed in my heart, and that henceforward I should live but to avenge me on him who hath so set the gods at nought." Then Signy spake noble words of comfort, saying: "I wot well that Siggeir shall pay the due price of his deeds, though the vengeance may tarry long, and I wot also that thy life shall yet know gladness. Bear a stout heart, therefore, to meet the waiting time, and make thee a lair in the woods whence thou mayest fall on men of the Goth-folk, and win what thy life needeth. As for me, I will see thy face once again ere many days are past to wot where thou dwellest and then must we meet no more."

	And so saying, she kissed him and departed, but Sigmund turned in the dawn-light, and sought a wood-lair as she had bidden him.

	 

	Of the fostering of Sinfiotli, Signy's son, and of the slaying of Siggeir the Goth-king.

	So wrought is the will of King Siggeir, and he weareth Odin's sword

	And it lies on his knees in the council and hath no other lord:

	And he sendeth earls o'er the sea-flood to take King Volsung's land,

	And those scattered and shepherdless sheep must come beneath his hand.

	And he holdeth the milk-white Signy as his handmaid and his wife,

	And nought but his will she doeth, nor raiseth a word of strife;

	So his heart is praising his wisdom, and he deems him of most avail

	Of all the lords of the cunning that teacheth how to prevail.

	Now Sigmund dwelt long in the wild-wood, abiding in a strong cave deep hidden in a thicket by the river-side.

	And now and again he fell upon the folk of Siggeir as they journeyed, and slew them, and thus he had war-gear and gold as much as he would. Also he became a master of masters in the smithying craft, and the folk who beheld the gleam of his forge by night, deemed that a king of the Giants was awakened from death to dwell there, and they durst not wander near the cavern.

	So passed the years till on a springtide morning Signy sent forth to Sigmund a damsel leading her eldest son, a child of ten summers, and bearing a word of her mouth to bid him foster the child for his helper, if he should prove worthy and bold-hearted. And Sigmund heeded her words and fostered the child for the space of three months even though he could give no love to a son of Siggeir.

	At last he was minded to try the boy's courage, to which end he set a deadly ash-grey adder in the meal-sack, and bade the child bake bread. But he feared when he found something that moved in the meal and had not courage to do the task. Then would Sigmund foster him no longer, but thrust him out from the woods to return to his father's hall.

	So ten years won over again, and Signy sent another son to the wild-wood, and the lad was called Sinfiotli. Sigmund thrust him into many dangers, and burdened him with heavy loads, and he bore all passing well.

	Now after a year Sigmund deemed that the time for his testing was come, and once again he set an adder in the meal-sack and bade the lad bake bread. And the boy feared not the worm, but kneaded it with the dough and baked all together. So Sigmund cherished him as his own son, and he grew strong and valiant and loved Sigmund as his father.

	Now Sigmund began to ponder how he might at last take vengeance on Siggeir, and gladly did Sinfiotli hear him, for all his love was given to Sigmund, so that he no longer deemed himself the Goth-king's son.

	At last when the long mirk nights of winter were come, Sigmund and his foster-son went their way to the home of Siggeir and sought to lurk therein. Then Sinfiotli led the way to a storehouse where lay great wine-casks, and whence they could see the lighted feast-hall, and hear the clamour of Siggeir's folk. There they had to abide the time when the feasters should be hushed in sleep. Long seemed the hours to Sinfiotli, but Sigmund was calm and clear-eyed.

	Then it befell that two of Queen Signy's youngest-born children threw a golden toy hither and thither in the feast-hall, and at last it rolled away among the wine-casks till it lay at Sigmund's feet. So the children followed it, and coming face to face with those lurkers, they fled back to the feast-hall. And Sigmund and his foster-son saw all hope was ended, for they heard the rising tumult as men ran to their weapons; so they made ready to go forth and die in the hall. Then on came the battle around the twain, and but short is the tale to tell, for Sinfiotli slipped on the blood-stained floor and the shield wall encompassed Sigmund, and so they were both hoppled strait and fast.

	The Goth-folk washed their hall of blood and got them to slumber, but Siggeir lay long pondering what dire death he might bring on his foes.

	Now at the first grey dawning Siggeir's folk dight a pit and it had two chambers with a sundering stone in the midst. Then they brought the Volsung kindred and set them therein, one in each chamber, that they might abide death alone, and yet in hearing of one another's woe. And over the top the thralls laid roofing turfs, but so lingering were their hands that eve drew on ere the task was finished. Then stole Signy forth in the dusk, and spake the thralls fair, and gave them gold that they might hold their peace of what she did. And when they gainsaid her nought she drew out something wrapped in wheat straw, and cast it down swiftly into the pit where Sinfiotli lay, and departed.

	Sinfiotli at first deemed it food, but after a space Sigmund heard him laugh aloud for joy, for within the wrappings lay the sword of the Branstock. And Sinfiotli cried out the joyous tidings to his foster-father, and tarried not to set the point to the stone that sundered them, and lo, the blade pierced through, and Sigmund grasped the point. Then sawed Sigmund and Sinfiotli together till they cleft the stone, and they hewed full hard at the roofing, till they cast the turfs aside, and their hearts were gladdened with the sight of the starry heaven.

	Forth they leapt, and no words were needed of whither they should wend, but they fell on King Siggeir's night-watch and slew them sleeping, and made haste to find the store of winter faggots, wherewith they built a mighty bale about the hall of Siggeir. They set a torch to the bale, and Sigmund gat him to one hall door and Sinfiotli to the other, and now the Goth-folk awoke to their last of days.

	Then cried Siggeir to his thralls and offered them joyous life-days and plenteous wealth if they would give him life, deeming that they had fired the hall in hatred. But there came a great voice crying from the door, "Nay, no toilers are we; wealth is ours when we list, but now our hearts are set to avenge our kin; now hath the murder seed sprung and borne its fruit; now the death-doomed and buried work this deed; now doom draweth nigh thee at the hand of Sigmund the Volsung, and Sinfiotli, Signy's son."

	Then the voice cried again, "Come ye forth, women of the Goths, and thou, O Signy, my sister, come forth to seek the boughs of the Branstock." So fled the white-faced women from the fire, and passed scatheless by Sinfiotli's blade, but Signy came not at all. Then the earls of Siggeir strove to burst from the hall, but ever the two glaives at the doorways drove them back to the fire.

	And, lo, now came Signy in queenly raiment, and stood before Sinfiotli and said, "O mightiest son, this is the hour of our parting, and fain am I of slumber and the end of my toil now I have seen this day. And the blither do I leave thee because thy days on earth shall be but few; I charge thee make thy life glorious, and leave a goodly tale."

	She kissed him and turned to Sigmund, and her face in the dawn-light seemed to him fair and ruddy as in the days when they twain dwelt by the Branstock. And she said, "My youth was happy, yet this hour is the crown of my life-days which draw nigh their ending. And now I charge thee, Sigmund, when thou sittest once more a mighty king beneath the boughs of the Branstock, that thou remember how I loved the Volsung name, and spared not to spend all that was mine for its blossoming." Then she kissed him and turned again, and the dawn brightened at her back, and the fire shone red before her, and so for the last time was Signy beheld by the eyes of men. Thereafter King Siggeir's roof-tree bowed earthward, and the mighty walls crashed down, and so that dark murder-hall lay wasted, and its glory was swept away.

	 

	How Sigmund cometh to the Land of the Volsungs again, and of the death of Sinfiotli his Son.

	Now Sigmund the king bestirs him, and Sinfiotli, Sigmund's son,

	And they gather a host together, and many a mighty one;

	Then they set the ships in the sea-flood and sail from the stranger's shore,

	And the beaks of the golden dragons see the Volsungs' land once more;

	And men's hearts are fulfilled of joyance; and they cry, The sun shines now

	With never a curse to hide it, and they shall reap that sow!

	Then for many a day sits Sigmund 'neath the boughs of the Branstock green,

	With his earls and lords about him as the Volsung wont hath been.

	And oft he thinketh on Signy and oft he nameth her name,

	And tells how she spent her joyance and her life-days and her fame

	That the Volsung kin might blossom and bear the fruit of worth

	For the hope of unborn people and the harvest of the earth.

	And again he thinks of the word that he spake that other day,

	How he should abide there lonely when his kin was passed away,

	Their glory and sole avenger, their after-summer seed.

	But far and wide went Sinfiotli through the earth, mowing the war swathe and wasting the land, and passing but little time in song and laughter in his father's hall. So went his days in warfare and valour, and yet his end was not glorious, for he drank of the poisoned cup given him by the sister of a warrior he had rightly slain.

	None might come nigh Sigmund in his anguish as he lifted the head of his fallen foster-child, and then swiftly bare him from the hall. On he went through dark thicket and over wind-swept heath, past the foot-hills and the homes of the deer, till he came to a great rushing water, whereon was a white-sailed boat, manned by a mighty man, "one-eyed and seeming ancient." This mighty one told Sigmund he had been bidden to waft a great king over the water, and bade him lay his burden on board, but when Sigmund would have followed he could see neither ship nor man.

	But Sigmund went back to his throne, and behaved himself as a king, listening to his people's plaints, and dealing out justice.

	 

	Of the last battle of King Sigmund, and the death of him.

	Now there was a king of the Islands, whom the tale doth Eylimi call,

	And saith he was wise and valiant, though his kingdom were but small:

	He had one only daughter that Hiordis had to name,

	A woman wise and shapely beyond the praise of fame.

	And now saith the son of King Volsung that his time is short enow

	To labour the Volsung garden, and the hand must be set to the plough:

	So he sendeth an earl of the people to King Eylimi's high-built hall,

	Bearing the gifts and the tokens, and this word in his mouth withal:

	"King Sigmund the son of Volsung hath sent me here with a word

	That plenteous good of thy daughter among all folk he hath heard,

	And he wooeth that wisest of women that she may sit on his throne.

	 

	"Now hereof would he have an answer within a half-month's space,

	And these gifts meanwhile he giveth for the increase of thy grace."

	So King Eylimi hearkened the message, and hath no word to say,

	For an earl of King Lyngi the mighty is come that very day,

	He too for the wooing of Hiordis: and Lyngi's realm is at hand,

	But afar King Sigmund abideth o'er many a sea and land:

	And the man is young and eager, and grim and guileful of mood.

	At last he sayeth: "Abide here such space as thou deemest good,

	But tomorn shalt thou have thine answer that thine heart may the lighter be,

	For the hearkening of harp and songcraft, and the dealing with game and glee."

	Then he went to Queen Hiordis' bower, where she worked in the silk and the gold

	The deeds of the world that should be, and the deeds that were of old.

	And he stood before her and said:

	"Often have I told thee that thou shouldst wed only the man thou wouldst. Now it hath come to pass that two kings desire thee."

	And she swiftly rose to her feet as she said, "And which be they?"

	He spake: "The first is Lyngi, a valiant man and a fair,

	A neighbour ill for thy father, if a foe's name he must bear:

	And the next is King Sigmund the Volsung of a land far over sea,

	And well thou knowest his kindred, and his might and his valiancy,

	And the tales of his heart of a God; and though old he be waxen now,

	Yet men deem that the wide world's blossom from Sigmund's loins shall grow."

	Said Hiordis: "I wot, my father, that hereof may strife arise;

	Yet soon spoken is mine answer; for I, who am called the wise,

	Shall I thrust by the praise of the people, and the tale that no ending hath,

	And the love and the heart of the godlike, and the heavenward-leading path,

	For the rose and the stem of the lily, and the smooth-lipped youngling's kiss,

	And the eyes' desire that passeth, and the frail unstable bliss?

	Now shalt thou tell King Sigmund, that I deem it the crown of my life

	To dwell in the house of his fathers amidst all peace and strife."

	 

	Now the king's heart sore misgave him, but herewith must he be content,

	And great gifts to the earl of Lyngi and a word withal he sent,

	That the woman's troth was plighted to another people's king.

	But King Sigmund's earl on the morrow hath joyful yea-saying,

	And ere two moons be perished he shall fetch his bride away.

	"And bid him," King Eylimi sayeth, "to come with no small array,

	But with sword and shield and war-shaft, lest aught of ill betide."

	So forth goes the earl of Sigmund across the sea-flood wide,

	And comes to the land of the Volsungs, and meeteth Sigmund the king,

	And tells how he sped on his errand, and the joyful yea-saying.

	So King Sigmund maketh him ready, and they ride adown to the sea

	All glorious of gear and raiment, and a goodly company.

	Yet hath Sigmund thought of his father, and the deed he wrought before,

	And hath scorn to gather his people and all his hosts of war

	To wend to the feast and the wedding: yet are their long-ships ten,

	And the shielded folk aboard them are the mightiest men of men.

	So Sigmund goeth a shipboard, and they hoist their sails to the wind,

	And the beaks of the golden dragons leave the Volsungs' land behind.

	Then come they to Eylimi's kingdom, and good welcome have they there,

	And when Sigmund looked on Hiordis, he deemed her wise and fair.

	But her heart was exceeding fain when she saw the glorious king,

	And it told her of times that should be full many a noble thing.

	So there is Sigmund wedded at a great and goodly feast,

	And day by day on Hiordis the joy of her heart increased;

	And her father joyed in Sigmund and his might and majesty,

	And dead in the heart of the Isle-king his ancient fear did lie.

	Yet, forsooth, had men looked seaward, they had seen the gathering cloud,

	And the little wind arising, that should one day pipe so loud.

	For well may ye wot indeed that King Lyngi the Mighty is wroth,

	When he getteth the gifts and the answer, and that tale of the woman's troth:

	And he saith he will have the gifts and the woman herself withal,

	Either for loving or hating, and that both those heads shall fall.

	So now when Sigmund and Hiordis are wedded a month or more,

	And the Volsung bids men dight them to cross the sea-flood o'er,

	Lo, how there cometh the tidings of measureless mighty hosts

	Who are gotten ashore from their long-ships on the skirts of King Eylimi's coasts.

	Sore boded the heart of the Isle-king of what the end should be.

	But Sigmund long beheld him, and he said: "Thou deem'st of me

	That my coming hath brought thee evil; but put aside such things;

	For long have I lived, and I know it, that the lives of mighty kings

	Are not cast away, nor drifted like the down before the wind;

	And surely I know, who say it, that never would Hiordis' mind

	Have been turned to wed King Lyngi or aught but the Volsung seed.

	Come, go we forth to the battle, that shall be the latest deed

	Of thee and me meseemeth: yea, whether thou live or die,

	No more shall the brand of Odin at peace in his scabbard lie."

	And therewith he brake the peace-strings and drew the blade of bale,

	And Death on the point abided, Fear sat on the edges pale.

	So men ride adown to the sea-strand, and the kings their hosts array

	When the high noon flooded heaven; and the men of the Volsungs lay,

	With King Eylimi's shielded champions mid Lyngi's hosts of war,

	As the brown pips lie in the apple when ye cut it through the core.

	But now when the kings were departed, from the King's house Hiordis went,

	And before men joined the battle she came to a woody bent,

	Where she lay with one of her maidens the death and the deeds to behold.

	In the noon sun shone King Sigmund as an image all of gold,

	And he stood before the foremost and the banner of his fame,

	And many a thing he remembered, and he called on each earl by his name

	To do well for the house of the Volsungs, and the ages yet unborn.

	Then he tossed up the sword of the Branstock, and blew on his father's horn,

	Dread of so many a battle, doom-song of so many a man.

	Then all the earth seemed moving as the hosts of Lyngi ran

	On the Volsung men and the Isle-folk like wolves upon the prey;

	But sore was their labour and toil ere the end of their harvesting day.

	On went the Volsung banners, and on went Sigmund before,

	And his sword was the flail of the tiller on the wheat of the wheat-thrashing floor,

	And his shield was rent from his arm, and his helm was sheared from his head:

	But who may draw nigh him to smite for the heap and the rampart of dead?

	White went his hair on the wind like the ragged drift of the cloud,

	And his dust-driven, blood-beaten harness was the death-storm's angry shroud,

	When the summer sun is departing in the first of the night of wrack;

	And his sword was the cleaving lightning, that smites and is hurried aback

	Ere the hand may rise against it; and his voice was the following thunder.

	Then cold grew the battle before him, dead-chilled with the fear and the wonder:

	For again in his ancient eyes the light of victory gleamed;

	From his mouth grown tuneful and sweet the song of his kindred streamed;

	And no more was he worn and weary, and no more his life seemed spent:

	And with all the hope of his childhood was his wrath of battle blent;

	And he thought: A little further, and the river of strife is passed,

	And I shall sit triumphant the king of the world at last.

	But lo, through the hedge of the war-shafts a mighty man there came,

	One-eyed and seeming ancient, but his visage shone like flame:

	Gleaming-grey was his kirtle, and his hood was cloudy blue;

	And he bore a mighty twi-bill, as he waded the fight-sheaves through,

	And stood face to face with Sigmund, and upheaved the bill to smite.

	Once more round the head of the Volsung fierce glittered the Branstock's light,

	The sword that came from Odin; and Sigmund's cry once more

	Rang out to the very heavens above the din of war.

	Then clashed the meeting edges with Sigmund's latest stroke,

	And in shivering shards fell earthward that fear of worldly folk.

	But changed were the eyes of Sigmund, and the war-wrath left his face;

	For that grey-clad mighty helper was gone, and in his place

	Drave on the unbroken spear-wood 'gainst the Volsung's empty hands:

	And there they smote down Sigmund, the wonder of all lands,

	On the foemen, on the death-heap his deeds had piled that day.

	Ill hour for Sigmund's fellows! they fall like the seeded hay

	Before the brown scythes' sweeping, and there the Isle-king fell

	In the fore-front of his battle, wherein he wrought right well,

	And soon they were nought but foemen who stand upon their feet

	On the isle-strand by the ocean where the grass and the sea-sand meet.

	And now hath the conquering War-king another deed to do,

	And he saith: "Who now gainsayeth King Lyngi come to woo,

	The lord and the overcomer and the bane of the Volsung kin?"

	So he fares to the Isle-king's dwelling a wife of the kings to win;

	And the host is gathered together, and they leave the field of the dead;

	And round as a targe of the Goth-folk the moon ariseth red.

	And so when the last is departed, and she deems they will come not aback,

	Fares Hiordis forth from the thicket to the field of the fateful wrack,

	And half-dead was her heart for sorrow as she waded the swathes of the sword.

	Not far did she search the death-field ere she found her king and lord

	On the heap that his glaive had fashioned: not yet was his spirit past,

	Though his hurts were many and grievous, and his life-blood ebbing fast;

	And glad were his eyes and open as her wan face over him hung,

	And he spake:

	"Thou art sick with sorrow, and I would thou wert not so young;

	Yet as my days passed shall thine pass; and a short while now it seems

	Since my hand first gripped the sword-hilt, and my glory was but in dreams."

	She said: "Thou livest, thou livest! the leeches shall heal thee still."

	"Nay," said he, "my heart hath hearkened to Odin's bidding and will;

	For today have mine eyes beheld him: nay, he needed not to speak:

	Forsooth I knew of his message and the thing he came to seek.

	And now do I live but to tell thee of the days that are yet to come:

	And perchance to solace thy sorrow; and then will I get me home

	To my kin that are gone before me. Lo, yonder where I stood

	The shards of a glaive of battle that was once the best of the good:

	Take them and keep them surely. I have lived no empty days;

	The Norns were my nursing mothers; I have won the people's praise.

	When the Gods for one deed asked me I ever gave them twain;

	Spendthrift of glory I was, and great was my life-days' gain;

	Now these shards have been my fellow in the work the Gods would have,

	But today hath Odin taken the gift that once he gave.

	I have wrought for the Volsungs truly, and yet have I known full well

	That a better one than I am shall bear the tale to tell:

	And for him shall these shards be smithied; and he shall be my son

	To remember what I have forgotten and to do what I left undone."

	 

	Then failed the voice of Sigmund; but so mighty was the man,

	That a long while yet he lingered till the dusky night grew wan,

	And she sat and sorrowed o'er him, but no more a word he spake.

	Then a long way over the sea-flood the day began to break;

	And when the sun was arisen a little he turned his head

	Till the low beams bathed his eyen, and there lay Sigmund dead.

	And the sun rose up on the earth; but where was the Volsung kin

	And the folk that the Gods had begotten the praise of all people to win?

	 

	How King Sigmund the Volsung was laid in mound on the sea-side of the Isle-realm.

	Now Hiordis looked from the dead, and her eyes strayed down to the sea,

	And a shielded ship she saw, and a war-dight company,

	Who beached the ship for the landing: so swift she fled away,

	And once more to the depth of the thicket, wherein her handmaid lay:

	And she said: "I have left my lord, and my lord is dead and gone,

	And he gave me a charge full heavy, and here are we twain alone,

	And earls from the sea are landing: give me thy blue attire,

	And take my purple and gold and my crown of the sea-flood's fire,

	And be thou the wife of King Volsung when men of our names shall ask,

	And I will be the handmaid: now I bid thee to this task,

	And I pray thee not to fail me, because of thy faith and truth,

	And because I have ever loved thee, and thy mother fostered my youth."

	 

	So the other nought gainsaith it and they shift their raiment there:

	But well-spoken was the maiden, and a woman tall and fair.

	Now the lord of those new-coming men was a king and the son of a king,

	King Elf the son of the Helper, and he sailed from warfaring

	And drew anigh to the Isle-realm and sailed along the strand;

	For the shipmen needed water and fain would go a-land;

	And King Elf stood hard by the tiller while the world was yet a-cold:

	Then the red sun lit the dawning, and they looked, and lo, behold!

	The wrack of a mighty battle, and heaps of the shielded dead,

	And a woman alive amidst them, a queen with crownèd head,

	And her eyes strayed down to the sea-strand, and she saw that weaponed folk,

	And turned and fled to the thicket: then the lord of the shipmen spoke:

	"Lo, here shall we lack for water, for the brooks with blood shall run,

	Yet wend we ashore to behold it and to wot of the deeds late done."

	So they turned their faces to Sigmund, and waded the swathes of the sword.

	"O, look ye long," said the Sea-king, "for here lieth a mighty lord:

	And all these are the deeds of his war-flame, yet hardy hearts, be sure,

	That they once durst look in his face or the wrath of his eyen endure;

	Though his lips be glad and smiling as a God that dreameth of mirth.

	Would God I were one of his kindred, for none such are left upon earth.

	Now fare we into the thicket, for thereto is the woman fled,

	And belike she shall tell us the story of this field of the mighty dead."

	So they wend and find the women, and bespeak them kind and fair:

	Then spake the gold-crowned handmaid: "Of the Isle-king's house we were,

	And I am the Queen called Hiordis; and the man that lies on the field

	Was mine own lord Sigmund the Volsung, the mightiest under shield."

	Then all amazed were the sea-folk when they hearkened to that word,

	And great and heavy tidings they deem their ears have heard:

	But again spake out the Sea-king: "And this blue-clad one beside,

	So pale, and as tall as a Goddess, and white and lovely eyed?"

	"In sooth and in troth," said the woman, "my serving-maid is this;

	She hath wept long over the battle, and sore afraid she is."

	Now the king looks hard upon her, but he saith no word thereto,

	And down again to the death-field with the women-folk they go.

	There they set their hands to the labour, and amidst the deadly mead

	They raise a mound for Sigmund, a mighty house indeed;

	And therein they set that folk-king, and goodly was his throne,

	And dight with gold and scarlet: and the walls of the house were done

	With the cloven shields of the foemen, and banners borne to field;

	But none might find his war-helm or the splinters of his shield,

	And clenched and fast was his right hand, but no sword therein he had:

	For Hiordis spake to the shipmen:

	"Our lord and master bade

	That the shards of his glaive of battle should go with our lady the Queen:

	And by them that lie a-dying a many things are seen."

	 

	How Queen Hiordis is known; and how she abideth in the house of Elf the son of the Helper.

	Then Elf asked of the two women where they would go, and they prayed that he would take them to his land, where they dwelt for long in all honour.

	But the old queen, the mother of Elf, was indeed a woman wise above many, and fain would she know why the less noble of the two was dressed the more richly and why the handmaid gave always wiser counsel than her mistress. So she bade her son to speak suddenly and to take them unawares.

	Then he asked the gold-clad one how she knew in the dark winter night that the dawn was near. She answered that ever in her youth she awoke at the dawn to follow her daily work, and always was she wont to drink of whey, and now, though the times were changed, she still woke athirst near the dawning.

	To Elf it seemed strange that a fair queen in her youth had need to arise to follow the plough in the dark of the winter morning, and turning to the handmaid he asked of her the same question. She replied that in her youth her father had given her the gold ring she still wore, and which had the magic power of growing cold as the hours neared daybreak, and such was her dawning sign.

	Then did Elf know of their exchange, and he told Hiordis that long had he loved her and felt pity for her sorrow, and that he would make her his wife. So that night she sat on the high-seat with the crown on her head, and dreamt of what had been and what was to be.

	So passeth the summer season, and the harvest of the year,

	And the latter days of the winter on toward the springtide wear.

	BOOK II.

	REGIN.

	 

	Of the birth of Sigurd the son of Sigmund.

	Peace lay on the land of the Helper and the house of Elf his son;

	There merry men went bedward when their tide of toil was done,

	And glad was the dawn's awakening, and the noontide fair and glad:

	There no great store had the franklin, and enough the hireling had;

	And a child might go unguarded the length and breadth of the land

	With a purse of gold at his girdle and gold rings on his hand.

	'Twas a country of cunning craftsmen, and many a thing they wrought,

	That the lands of storm desired, and the homes of warfare sought.

	But men deemed it o'er-well warded by more than its stems of fight,

	And told how its earth-born watchers yet lived of plenteous might.

	So hidden was that country, and few men sailed its sea,

	And none came o'er its mountains of men-folk's company.

	But fair-fruited, many-peopled, it lies a goodly strip,

	'Twixt the mountains cloudy-headed and the sea-flood's surging lip,

	And a perilous flood is its ocean, and its mountains, who shall tell

	What things, in their dales deserted and their wind-swept heaths may dwell.

	 

	Again, in the house of the Helper there dwelt a certain man

	Beardless and low of stature, of visage pinched and wan:

	So exceeding old was Regin, that no son of man could tell

	In what year of the days passed over he came to that land to dwell:

	But the youth of King Elf had he fostered, and the Helper's youth thereto,

	Yea and his father's father's: the lore of all men he knew,

	And was deft in every cunning, save the dealings of the sword:

	So sweet was his tongue-speech fashioned, that men trowed his every word;

	His hand with the harp-strings blended was the mingler of delight

	With the latter days of sorrow; all tales he told aright;

	The Master of the Masters in the smithying craft was he;

	And he dealt with the wind and the weather and the stilling of the sea;

	Nor might any learn him leech-craft, for before that race was made,

	And that man-folk's generation, all their life-days had he weighed.

	In this land of the Helper and Elf, his son, dwelt Hiordis, and here her son, the last of the Volsungs, was born. The babe had eyes of such wondrous brightness that the folk shrank from him, while they rejoiced over his birth, but his mother spake to the babe as to one who might understand, and she told him of Sigmund and Volsung, of their wars and their troubles and their joys. Then she gave him to her maids to bear him to the kings of the land that they might rejoice with her.

	But there sat the Helper of Men with King Elf and his Earls in the hall,

	And they spake of the deeds that had been, and told of the times to befall,

	And they hearkened and heard sweet voices and the sound of harps draw nigh,

	Till their hearts were exceeding merry and they knew not wherefore or why:

	Then, lo, in the hall white raiment, as thither the damsels came,

	And amid the hands of the foremost was the woven gold aflame.

	"O daughters of earls," said the Helper, "what tidings then do ye bear?

	Is it grief in the merry morning, or joy or wonder or fear?"

	Quoth the first: "It is grief for the foemen that the Masters of God-home would grieve."

	Said the next: "'Tis a wonder of wonders, that the hearkening world shall believe."

	"A fear of all fears," said the third, "for the sword is uplifted on men."

	"A joy of all joys," said the fourth, "once come, and it comes not again!"

	 

	"What then hath betid," said King Elf, "do the high Gods stand in our gate?"

	"Nay," said they, "else were we silent, and they should be telling of fate."

	"Is the bidding come," said the Helper, "that we wend the Gods to see?"

	"Many summers and winters," they said, "ye shall live on the earth, it may be."

	 

	"Speak then," said the ancient Helper, "let the worst and the best be said."

	 

	They said: "The earth is weary: but the tender blade hath sprung,

	That shall wax till beneath its branches fair bloom the meadows green;

	For the Gods and they that were mighty were glad erewhile with the Queen."

	Said King Elf: "How say ye, women? Of a King new-born do ye tell,

	By a God of the Heavens begotten in our fathers' house to dwell?"

	"By a God of the Earth," they answered; "but greater yet is the son,

	Though long were the days of Sigmund, and great are the deeds he hath done."

	Then she with the golden burden to the kingly high-seat stepped

	And away from the new-born baby the purple cloths she swept,

	And cried: "O King of the people, long mayst thou live in bliss,

	As our hearts today are happy! Queen Hiordis sends thee this,

	And she saith that the world shall call it by the name that thou shalt name;

	Now the gift to thee is given, and to thee is brought the fame."

	Then e'en as a man astonied King Elf the Volsung took,

	While his feast-hall's ancient timbers with the cry of the earl-folk shook;

	 

	With the love of many peoples was the wise king smitten through,

	As he hung o'er the new-born Volsung: but at last he raised his head,

	And looked forth kind o'er his people, and spake aloud and said:

	"O Sigmund King of Battle; O man of many days,

	Whom I saw mid the shields of the fallen and the dead men's silent praise,

	Lo, how hath the dark tide perished and the dawn of day begun!

	And now, O mighty Sigmund, wherewith shall we name thy son?"

	But there rose up a man most ancient, and he cried: "Hail Dawn of the Day!

	How many things shalt thou quicken, how many shalt thou slay!

	How many things shalt thou waken, how many lull to sleep!

	How many things shalt thou scatter, how many gather and keep!

	O me, how thy love shall cherish, how thine hate shall wither and burn!

	How the hope shall be sped from thy right hand, nor the fear to thy left return!

	O thy deeds that men shall sing of! O thy deeds that the Gods shall see!

	O SIGURD, Son of the Volsungs, O Victory yet to be!"

	Men heard the name and they knew it, and they caught it up in the air,

	And it went abroad by the windows and the doors of the feast-hall fair,

	It went through street and market; o'er meadow and acre it went,

	And over the wind-stirred forest and the dearth of the sea-beat bent,

	And over the sea-flood's welter, till the folk of the fishers heard,

	And the hearts of the isle-abiders on the sun-scorched rocks were stirred.

	 

	Sigurd getteth to him the horse that is called Greyfell.

	Now waxeth the son of Sigmund in might and goodliness,

	And soft the days win over, and all men his beauty bless.

	But amidst the summer season was the Isle-queen Hiordis wed

	To King Elf the son of the Helper, and fair their life-days sped.

	Peace lay on the land for ever, and the fields gave good increase,

	And there was Sigurd waxing mid the plenty and the peace.

	Now hath the child grown greater, and is keen and eager of wit

	And full of understanding, and oft hath he joy to sit

	Amid talk of weighty matters when the wise men meet for speech;

	And joyous he is moreover and blithe and kind with each.

	But Regin the wise craftsmaster heedeth the youngling well,

	And before the Kings he cometh, and saith such words to tell.

	"I have fostered thy youth, King Elf, and thine O Helper of men,

	And ye wot that such a master no king shall see again;

	And now would I foster Sigurd; for, though he be none of thy blood,

	Mine heart of his days that shall be speaketh abundant good."

	Then spake the Helper of men-folk: "Yea, do herein thy will:

	For thou art the Master of Masters, and hast learned me all my skill:

	But think how bright is this youngling, and thy guile from him withhold;

	For this craft of thine hath shown me that thy heart is grim and cold,

	Though three men's lives thrice over thy wisdom might not learn;

	And I love this son of Sigmund, and mine heart to him doth yearn."

	Then Regin laughed, and answered: "I doled out cunning to thee;

	But nought with him will I measure: yet no cold-heart shall he be,

	Nor grim, nor evil-natured: for whate'er my will might frame,

	Gone forth is the word of the Norns, that abideth ever the same.

	And now, despite my cunning, how deem ye I shall die?"

	And they said he would live as he listed, and at last in peace should lie

	When he listed to live no longer; so mighty and wise he was.

	But again he laughed and answered: "One day it shall come to pass,

	That a beardless youth shall slay me: I know the fateful doom;

	But nought may I withstand it, as it heaves up dim through the gloom."

	So is Sigurd now with Regin, and he learns him many things;

	Yea, all save the craft of battle, that men learned the sons of kings:

	The smithying sword and war-coat; the carving runes aright;

	The tongues of many countries, and soft speech for men's delight;

	The dealing with the harp-strings, and the winding ways of song.

	So wise of heart waxed Sigurd, and of body wondrous strong:

	And he chased the deer of the forest, and many a wood-wolf slew,

	And many a bull of the mountains: and the desert dales he knew,

	And the heaths that the wind sweeps over; and seaward would he fare,

	Far out from the outer skerries, and alone the sea-wights dare.

	One day did Regin tell Sigurd of deeds done in the past by kings both bold and wise, and the lad longed, too, to do the like, and his bright eyes glowed with desire. And Regin told him that he should follow his Volsung fathers and roam far and wide, leaving the peace-lovers and home-abiders who had cherished his youth.

	This roused Sigurd's wrath, for he would have nought said against those who had reared him, but Regin bade him ask for one of the horses of Gripir, and banished his anger by a song of the deeds of the Choosers of the Slain. Before the song was finished Sigurd went to King Elf and asked that he might have authority to seek a horse from King Gripir.

	Then smiled King Elf, and answered: "A long way wilt thou ride,

	To where unpeace and troubles and the griefs of the soul abide,

	Yea unto the death at the last: yet surely shall thou win

	The praise of many a people: so have thy way herein.

	Forsooth no more may we hold thee than the hazel copse may hold

	The sun of the early dawning, that turneth it all unto gold."

	Then sweetly Sigurd thanked them; and through the night he lay

	Mid dreams of many a matter till the dawn was on the way;

	Then he shook the sleep from off him, and that dwelling of Kings he left

	And wended his ways unto Gripir. On a crag from the mountain reft

	Was the house of the old King builded; and a mighty house it was,

	Though few were the sons of men that over its threshold would pass:

	But the wild ernes cried about it, and the vultures toward it flew,

	And the winds from the heart of the mountains searched every chamber through,

	And about were meads wide-spreading; and many a beast thereon,

	Yea some that are men-folk's terror, their sport and pasture won.

	So into the hall went Sigurd; and amidst was Gripir set

	In a chair of the sea-beast's tooth; and his sweeping beard nigh met

	The floor that was green as the ocean, and his gown was of mountain-gold,

	And the kingly staff in his hand was knobbed with the crystal cold.

	Now the first of the twain spake Gripir: "Hail King with the eyen bright!

	Nought needest thou show the token, for I know of thy life and thy light.

	And no need to tell of thy message; it was wafted here on the wind,

	That thou wouldst be coming today a horse in my meadow to find:

	And strong must he be for the bearing of those deeds of thine that shall be.

	Now choose thou of all the way-wearers that are running loose in my lea."

	 

	Then again gat Sigurd outward, and adown the steep he ran

	And unto the horse-fed meadow: but lo, a grey-clad man,

	One-eyed and seeming ancient, there met him by the way:

	And he spake: "Thou hastest, Sigurd; yet tarry till I say

	A word that shall well bestead thee: for I know of these mountains well

	And all the lea of Gripir, and the beasts that thereon dwell."

	"Wouldst thou have red gold for thy tidings? art thou Gripir's horse-herd then?

	Nay sure, for thy face is shining like the battle-eager men

	My master Regin tells of: and I love thy cloud-grey gown,

	And thy visage gleams above it like a thing my dreams have known."

	"Nay whiles have I heeded the horse-kind," then spake that elder of days,

	"And sooth do the sages say, when the beasts of my breeding they praise.

	There is one thereof in the meadow, and, wouldst thou cull him out,

	Thou shalt follow an elder's counsel, who hath brought strange things about,

	Who hath known thy father aforetime, and other kings of thy kin."

	So Sigurd said, "I am ready; and what is the deed to win?"

	He said: "We shall drive the horses adown to the water-side,

	That cometh forth from the mountains, and note what next shall betide."

	Then the twain sped on together, and they drave the horses on

	Till they came to a rushing river, a water wide and wan;

	And the white mews hovered o'er it; but none might hear their cry

	For the rush and the rattle of waters, as the downlong flood swept by.

	So the whole herd took the river and strove the stream to stem,

	And many a brave steed was there; but the flood o'ermastered them:

	And some, it swept them down-ward, and some won back to bank,

	Some, caught by the net of the eddies, in the swirling hubbub sank;

	But one of all swam over, and they saw his mane of grey

	Toss over the flowery meadows, a bright thing far away:

	Wide then he wheeled about them, then took the stream again

	And with the waves' white horses mingled his cloudy mane.

	Then spake the elder of days: "Hearken now, Sigurd, and hear;

	Time was when I gave thy father a gift thou shalt yet deem dear,

	And this horse is a gift of my giving:—heed nought where thou mayst ride:

	For I have seen thy fathers in a shining house abide,

	And on earth they thought of its threshold, and the gifts I had to give;

	Nor prayed for a little longer, and a little longer to live."

	Then forth he strode to the mountains, and fain was Sigurd now.

	To ask him many a matter: but dim did his bright shape grow,

	As a man from the litten doorway fades into the dusk of night;

	And the sun in the high-noon shone, and the world was exceeding bright.

	So Sigurd turned to the river and stood by the wave-wet strand,

	And the grey horse swims to his feet and lightly leaps aland,

	And the youngling looks upon him, and deems none beside him good.

	And indeed, as tells the story, he was come of Sleipnir's blood,

	The tireless horse of Odin: cloud-grey he was of hue,

	And it seemed as Sigurd backed him that Sigmund's son he knew,

	So glad he went beneath him. Then the youngling's song arose

	As he brushed through the noontide blossoms of Gripir's mighty close,

	Then he singeth the song of Greyfell, the horse that Odin gave,

	Who swam through the sweeping river, and back through the toppling wave.

	 

	Regin telleth Sigurd of his kindred, and of the Gold that was accursed from ancient days.

	Now yet the days pass over, and more than words may tell

	Grows Sigurd strong and lovely, and all children love him well.

	But oft he looks on the mountains and many a time is fain

	To know of what lies beyond them, and learn of the wide world's gain.

	 

	Now again it happed on a day that he sat in Regin's hall

	And hearkened many tidings of what had chanced to fall,

	And of kings that sought their kingdoms o'er many a waste and wild,

	And at last saith the crafty master:

	"Thou art King Sigmund's child:

	Wilt thou wait till these kings of the carles shall die in a little land,

	Or wilt thou serve their sons and carry the cup to their hand;

	Or abide in vain for the day that never shall come about,

	When their banners shall dance in the wind and shake to the war-gods' shout?"

	Then Sigurd answered and said: "Nought such do I look to be.

	But thou, a deedless man, too much thou eggest me:

	And these folk are good and trusty, and the land is lovely and sweet,

	And in rest and in peace it lieth as the floor of Odin's feet:

	Yet I know that the world is wide, and filled with deeds unwrought;

	And for e'en such work was I fashioned, lest the songcraft come to nought."

	 

	Then answered Regin the guileful: "The deed is ready to hand,

	Yet holding my peace is the best, for well thou lovest the land;

	And thou lovest thy life moreover, and the peace of thy youthful days,

	And why should the full-fed feaster his hand to the rye-bread raise?

	Yet they say that Sigmund begat thee and he looked to fashion a man.

	Fear nought; he lieth quiet in his mound by the sea-waves wan."

	So shone the eyes of Sigurd, that the shield against him hung

	Cast back their light as the sunbeams; but his voice to the roof-tree rung:

	"Tell me, thou Master of Masters, what deed is the deed I shall do?

	Nor mock thou the son of Sigmund lest the day of his birth thou rue."

	Then answered the Master of Sleight: "The deed is the righting of wrong,

	And the quelling a bale and a sorrow that the world hath endured o'erlong,

	And the winning a treasure untold, that shall make thee more than the kings;

	Thereof is the Helm of Aweing, the wonder of earthly things,

	And thereof is its very fellow, the War-Coat all of gold,

	That has not its like in the heavens, nor has earth of its fellow told."

	Then answered Sigurd the Volsung: "How long hereof hast thou known?

	And what unto thee is this treasure, that thou seemest to give as thine own?"

	"Alas!" quoth the smithying master, "it is mine, yet none of mine,

	Since my heart herein avails not, and my hand is frail and fine—

	It is long since I first came hither to seek a man for my need;

	For I saw by a glimmering light that hence would spring the deed,

	And many a deed of the world: but the generations passed,

	And the first of the days was as near to the end that I sought as the last;

	Till I looked on thine eyes in the cradle: and now I deem through thee,

	That the end of my days of waiting, and the end of my woes shall be."

	Then Sigurd awhile was silent; but at last he answered and said:

	"Thou shalt have thy will and the treasure, and shalt take the curse on thine head

	If a curse the gold enwrappeth: but the deed will I surely do,

	For today the dreams of my childhood hath bloomed in my heart anew:

	And I long to look on the world and the glory of the earth

	And to deal in the dealings of men, and garner the harvest of worth.

	But tell me, thou Master of Masters, where lieth this measureless wealth;

	Is it guarded by swords of the earl-folk, or kept by cunning and stealth?

	Is it over the main sea's darkness, or beyond the mountain wall?

	Or e'en in these peaceful acres anigh to the hands of all?"

	Then Regin answered sweetly: "Hereof must a tale be told:

	Bide sitting, thou son of Sigmund, on the heap of unwrought gold,

	And hearken of wondrous matters, and of things unheard, unsaid,

	And deeds of my beholding ere the first of Kings was made.

	"And first ye shall know of a sooth, that I never was born of the race

	Which the masters of God-home have made to cover the fair earth's face;

	But I come of the Dwarfs departed; and fair was the earth whileome

	Ere the short-lived thralls of the Gods amidst its dales were come.

	 

	"It was Reidmar the Ancient begat me; and now was he waxen old,

	And a covetous man and a king; and he bade, and I built him a hall,

	And a golden glorious house; and thereto his sons did he call,

	And he bade them be evil and wise, that his will through them might be wrought.

	Then he gave unto Fafnir my brother the soul that feareth nought,

	And the brow of the hardened iron, and the hand that may never fail,

	And the greedy heart of a king, and the ear that hears no wail.

	"But next unto Otter my brother he gave the snare and the net,

	And the longing to wend through the wild-wood, and wade the highways wet:

	And the foot that never resteth, while aught be left alive

	That hath cunning to match man's cunning or might with his might to strive.

	"And to me, the least and the youngest, what gift for the slaying of ease?

	Save the grief that remembers the past, and the fear that the future sees;

	And the hammer and fashioning-iron, and the living coal of fire;

	And the craft that createth a semblance, and fails of the heart's desire;

	And the toil that each dawning quickens and the task that is never done;

	And the heart that longeth ever, nor will look to the deed that is won.

	"Thus gave my father the gifts that might never be taken again;

	Far worse were we now than the Gods, and but little better than men.

	But yet of our ancient might one thing had we left us still:

	We had craft to change our semblance, and could shift us at our will

	Into bodies of the beast-kind, or fowl, or fishes cold;

	 

	"So dwelt we, brethren and father; and Fafnir my brother fared

	As the scourge and compeller of all things, and left no wrong undared;

	But for me, I toiled and I toiled; and fair grew my father's house;

	But writhen and foul were the hands that had made it glorious;

	 

	"And myself a little fragment amidst it all I saw,

	Grim, cold-hearted, and unmighty as the tempest-driven straw.

	—Let be.—For Otter my brother saw seldom field or fold,

	And he oftenest used that custom, whereof e'en now I told,

	And would shift his shape with the wood-beasts and the things of land and sea;

	And he knew what joy their hearts had, and what they longed to be,

	And their dim-eyed understanding, and his wood-craft waxed so great,

	That he seemed the king of the creatures and their very mortal fate.

	"Now as the years won over three folk of the heavenly halls

	Grew aweary of sleepless sloth, and the day that nought befalls;

	And they fain would look on the earth, and their latest handiwork,

	And turn the fine gold over, lest a flaw therein should lurk.

	And the three were the heart-wise Odin, the Father of the Slain,

	And Loki, the World's Begrudger, who maketh all labour vain,

	And Hœnir, the Utter-Blameless, who wrought the hope of man,

	And his heart and inmost yearnings, when first the work began;—"

	The three wandered over the earth till they came to a mighty river, haunted for long by Otter, by reason of its great wealth of fish. There he lay on the bank, and as he watched the fish in the water his shape was changed to that of a true otter, and he began to devour a golden trout. Two of the gods would have passed without stay, but in the otter Loki saw an enemy, and straightway killed him, rejoicing over his dead body.

	As night fell the three gods came to a great hall, wondrously wrought and carved, with golden hangings and forests of pillars. In the midst of the hall sat a king on an ivory throne, and his garments were made of purple from the sea. Kind welcome he gave to the wanderers, and there they feasted and delighted in music and song; but even as they drank and made merry they knew they were caught in the snare.

	The king's welcome changed to scornful laughter, and thus he spoke: "Truly are ye gods, but ye are come to people who want you not. Before ye were known to us, still was the winter cold, and the summer warm, and still could we find meat and drink. I am Reidmar, and ye come straight from the slaying of Reidmar's son. Shall I not then take the vengeance I will? Unless, indeed, ye give me the treasure I covet, and then shall ye go your way. This is my sentence. Choose ye which ye will."

	Then spake the wise Allfather and prayed Reidmar to unsay his word, and cease to desire the gold. But Reidmar the Wise, and Fafnir the Lord, and Regin the Worker cried aloud in their wrath:—

	"'O hearken Gods of the Goths! ye shall die, and we shall be Gods,

	And rule your men belovèd with bitter-heavy rods,

	And make them beasts beneath us, save today ye do our will,

	And pay us the ransom of blood, and our hearts with the gold fulfill.'

	"But Odin spake in answer, and his voice was awful and cold:

	'Give righteous doom, O Reidmar! say what ye will of the Gold!'

	"Then Reidmar laughed in his heart, and his wrath and his wisdom fled,

	And nought but his greed abided; and he spake from his throne and said:

	"'Now hearken the doom I shall speak! Ye stranger-folk shall be free

	When ye give me the Flame of the Waters, the gathered Gold of the Sea,

	That Andvari hideth rejoicing in the wan realm pale as the grave;

	And the Master of Sleight shall fetch it, and the hand that never gave,

	And the heart that begrudgeth for ever shall gather and give and rue.

	—Lo this is the doom of the wise, and no doom shall be spoken anew.'

	"Then Odin spake: 'It is well; the Curser shall seek for the curse;

	And the Greedy shall cherish the evil—and the seed of the Great they shall nurse.'

	"No word spake Reidmar the great, for the eyes of his heart were turned

	To the edge of the outer desert, so sore for the gold he yearned.

	But Loki I loosed from the toils, and he goeth his way abroad;

	And the heart of Odin he knoweth, and where he shall seek the Hoard.

	"There is a desert of dread in the uttermost part of the world,

	Where over a wall of mountains is a mighty water hurled,

	Whose hidden head none knoweth, nor where it meeteth the sea;

	And that force is the Force of Andvari, and an Elf of the Dark is he.

	In the cloud and the desert he dwelleth amid that land alone;

	And his work is the storing of treasure within his house of stone.

	Time was when he knew of wisdom, and had many a tale to tell

	Of the days before the Dwarf-age, and of what in that world befell:

	And he knew of the stars and the sun, and the worlds that come and go

	On the nether rim of heaven, and whence the wind doth blow,

	And how the sea hangs balanced betwixt the curving lands,

	And how all drew together for the first Gods' fashioning hands.

	But now is all gone from him, save the craft of gathering gold,

	And he heedeth nought of the summer, nor knoweth the winter cold,

	Nor looks to the sun nor the snowfall, nor ever dreams of the sea,

	Nor hath heard of the making of men-folk, nor of where the high Gods be;

	But ever he gripeth and gathereth, and he toileth hour by hour,

	Nor knoweth the noon from the midnight as he looks on his stony bower,

	And saith: 'It is short, it is narrow for all I shall gather and get;

	For the world is but newly fashioned, and long shall its years be yet.'

	"There Loki fareth, and seeth in a land of nothing good,

	Far off o'er the empty desert, the reek of the falling flood

	Go up to the floor of heaven, and thither turn his feet

	As he weaveth the unseen meshes and the snare of strong deceit;

	So he cometh his ways to the water, where the glittering foam-bow glows,

	And the huge flood leaps the rock-wall and a green arch over it throws.

	There under the roof of water he treads the quivering floor,

	And the hush of the desert is felt amid the water's roar,

	And the bleak sun lighteth the wave-vault, and tells of the fruitless plain,

	And the showers that nourish nothing, and the summer come in vain.

	"There did the great Guile-master his toils and his tangles set,

	And as wide as was the water, so wide was woven the net;

	And as dim as the Elf's remembrance did the meshes of it show;

	And he had no thought of sorrow, nor spared to come and go

	On his errands of griping and getting till he felt himself tangled and caught:

	Then back to his blinded soul was his ancient wisdom brought,

	And he saw his fall and his ruin, as a man by the lightning's flame

	Sees the garth all flooded by foemen; and again he remembered his name;

	And e'en as a book well written the tale of the Gods he knew,

	And the tale of the making of men, and much of the deeds they should do.

	 

	"Then Andvari groaned and answered: 'I know what thou wouldst have,

	The wealth mine own hands gathered, the gold that no man gave.'

	"'Come forth,' said Loki, 'and give it, and dwell in peace henceforth—

	Or die in the toils if thou listeth, if thy life be nothing worth.'

	"Full sore the Elf lamented, but he came before the God,

	And the twain went into the rock-house and on fine gold they trod,

	And the walls shone bright, and brighter than the sun of the upper air.

	How great was that treasure of treasures: and the Helm of Dread was there;

	The world but in dreams had seen it; and there was the hauberk of gold;

	None other is in the heavens, nor has earth of its fellow told.

	"Then Loki bade the Elf-king bring all to the upper day,

	And he dight himself with his Godhead to bear the treasure away:

	So there in the dim grey desert before the God of Guile,

	Great heaps of the hid-world's treasure the weary Elf must pile,

	And Loki looked on laughing: but, when it all was done,

	And the Elf was hurrying homeward, his finger gleamed in the sun:

	Then Loki cried: 'Thou art guileful: thou hast not learned the tale

	Of the wisdom that Gods hath gotten and their might of all avail.

	 

	"'Come hither again to thy master, and give the ring to me;

	For meseems it is Loki's portion, and the Bale of Men shall it be.'

	"Then the Elf drew off the gold-ring and stood with empty hand

	E'en where the flood fell over 'twixt the water and the land,

	And he gazed on the great Guile-master, and huge and grim he grew;

	And his anguish swelled within him, and the word of the Norns he knew;

	How that gold was the seed of gold to the wise and the shapers of things,

	The hoarders of hidden treasure, and the unseen glory of rings;

	But the seed of woe to the world and the foolish wasters of men,

	And grief to the generations that die and spring again:

	Then he cried:

	'There farest thou Loki, and might I load thee worse

	Than with what thine ill heart beareth, then shouldst thou bear my curse:

	But for men a curse thou bearest: entangled in my gold,

	Amid my woe abideth another woe untold.

	Two brethren and a father, eight kings my grief shall slay;

	And the hearts of queens shall be broken, and their eyes shall loathe the day.'

	 

	"But Loki laughed in silence, and swift in Godhead went,

	To the golden hall of Reidmar and the house of our content.

	But when that world of treasure was laid within our hall

	'Twas as if the sun were minded to live 'twixt wall and wall,

	And all we stood by and panted. Then Odin spake and said:

	"'O Kings, O folk of the Dwarf-kind, lo, the ransom duly paid!

	Will ye have this sun of the ocean, and reap the fruitful field,

	And garner up the harvest that earth therefrom shall yield.'

	"So he spake; but a little season nought answered Reidmar the wise,

	But turned his face from the Treasure, and peered with eager eyes

	Endlong the hall and athwart it, as a man may chase about

	A ray of the sun of the morning that a naked sword throws out;

	And lo from Loki's right-hand came the flash of the fruitful ring,

	And at last spake Reidmar scowling:

	'Ye wait for my yea-saying

	That your feet may go free on the earth, and the fear of my toils may be done;

	That then ye may say in your laughter: The fools of the time agone!

	The purblind eyes of the Dwarf-kind! they have gotten the garnered sheaf

	And have let their Masters depart with the Seed of Gold and of Grief:

	O Loki, friend of Allfather, cast down Andvari's ring,

	Or the world shall yet turn backward and the high heavens lack a king.'

	"Then Loki drew off the Elf-ring and cast it down on the heap,

	And forth as the gold met gold did the light of its glory leap:

	But he spake: 'It rejoiceth my heart that no whit of all ye shall lack.

	Lest the curse of the Elf-king cleave not, and ye 'scape the utter wrack.'

	Then Regin loosed the shackles of the gods and they departed into the night, but Odin stayed in the doorway and thus he spake: "Why do ye thus desire treasure and take sorrow to yourselves? Know ye not that I was before your fathers' fathers, and that I can foresee your fate, and the end of the gold ye covet? I am the Wise One who ordereth all."

	Then they went, but Regin afterwards often recalled Odin's words and the evening filled with the gleam of the gold, but little cared he then, so well he loved the gold. And he prayed his father to keep the treasure, but give a little unto him and Fafnir for the help they had given him that day.

	His father in no wise heeded his words, but sat ever on his ivory throne, staring moodily at the gold. But Fafnir grew fierce and grim as he watched him.

	"The night waned into the morning, and still above the Hoard

	Sat Reidmar clad in purple; but Fafnir took his sword,

	And I took my smithying-hammer, and apart in the world we went;

	But I came aback in the even, and my heart was heavy and spent;

	And I longed, but fear was upon me and I durst not go to the Gold;

	So I lay in the house of my toil mid the things I had fashioned of old;

	And methought as I lay in my bed 'twixt waking and slumber of night

	That I heard the tinkling metal and beheld the hall alight,

	But I slept and dreamed of the Gods, and the things that never have slept,

	Till I woke to a cry and a clashing and forth from the bed I leapt,

	And there by the heaped-up Elf-gold my brother Fafnir stood,

	And there at his feet lay Reidmar and reddened the Treasure with blood;

	And e'en as I looked on his eyen they glazed and whitened with death,

	And forth on the torch-litten hall he shed his latest breath.

	"But I looked on Fafnir and trembled for he wore the Helm of Dread,

	And his sword was bare in his hand, and the sword and the hand were red

	With the blood of our father Reidmar, and his body was wrapped in gold,

	With the ruddy-gleaming mailcoat of whose fellow hath nought been told,

	And it seemed as I looked upon him that he grew beneath mine eyes:

	And then in the mid-hall's silence did his dreadful voice arise:

	"'I have slain my father Reidmar, that I alone might keep

	The Gold of the darksome places, the Candle of the Deep.

	I am such as the Gods have made me, lest the Dwarf-kind people the earth,

	Or mingle their ancient wisdom with its short-lived latest birth.

	I shall dwell alone henceforward, and the Gold and its waxing curse,

	I shall brood on them both together, let my life grow better or worse.

	And I am a King henceforward and long shall be my life,

	And the Gold shall grow with my longing, for I shall hide it from strife,'

	And hoard up the Ring of Andvari in the house thine hand hath built.

	O thou, wilt thou tarry and tarry, till I cast thy blood on the guilt?

	Lo, I am a King for ever, and alone on the Gold shall I dwell

	And do no deed to repent of and leave no tale to tell.'

	"More awful grew his visage as he spake the word of dread,

	And no more durst I behold him, but with heart a-cold I fled;

	I fled from the glorious house my hands had made so fair,

	As poor as the new-born baby with nought of raiment or gear:

	I fled from the heaps of gold, and my goods were the eager will,

	And the heart that remembereth all, and the hand that may never be still.

	"Then unto this land I came, and that was long ago.

	As men-folk count the years; and I taught them to reap and to sow,

	 

	"And I grew the master of masters—Think thou how strange it is

	That the sword in the hands of a stripling shall one day end all this!

	"Yet oft mid all my wisdom did I long for my brother's part,

	And Fafnir's mighty kingship weighed heavy on my heart

	When the Kings of the earthly kingdoms would give me golden gifts

	From out of their scanty treasures, due pay for my cunning shifts.

	And once—didst thou number the years thou wouldst think it long ago—

	I wandered away to the country from whence our stem did grow.

	 

	"Then I went to the pillared hall-stead, and lo, huge heaps of gold,

	And to and fro amidst them a mighty Serpent rolled:

	Then my heart grew chill with terror, for I thought on the wont of our race,

	And I, who had lost their cunning, was a man in a deadly place,

	A feeble man and a swordless in the lone destroyer's fold;

	For I knew that the Worm was Fafnir, the Wallower on the Gold.

	"So I gathered my strength and fled, and hid my shame again

	Mid the foolish sons of men-folk; and the more my hope was vain,

	The more I longed for the Treasure, and deliv'rance from the yoke:

	And yet passed the generations, and I dwelt with the short-lived folk.

	"Long years, and long years after, the tale of men-folk told

	How up on the Glittering Heath was the house and the dwelling of gold,

	And within that house was the Serpent, and the Lord of the Fearful Face:

	Then I wondered sore of the desert; for I thought of the golden place

	My hands of old had builded; for I knew by many a sign

	That the Fearful Face was my brother, that the blood of the Worm was mine.

	This was ages long ago, and yet in that desert he dwells,

	Betwixt him and men death lieth, and no man of his semblance tells;

	But the tale of the great Gold-wallower is never the more outworn.

	Then came thy kin, O Sigurd, and thy father's father was born,

	And I fell to the dreaming of dreams, and I saw thine eyes therein,

	And I looked and beheld thy glory and all that thy sword should win;

	And I thought that thou shouldst be he, who should bring my heart its rest,

	That of all the gifts of the Kings thy sword should give me the best.

	"Ah, I fell to the dreaming of dreams; and oft the gold I saw,

	And the golden-fashioned Hauberk, clean-wrought without a flaw,

	And the Helm that aweth the world; and I knew of Fafnir's heart

	That his wisdom was greater than mine, because he had held him apart,

	Nor spilt on the sons of men-folk our knowledge of ancient days,

	Nor bartered one whit for their love, nor craved for the people's praise.

	"And some day I shall have it all, his gold and his craft and his heart

	And the gathered and garnered wisdom he guards in the mountains apart."

	 

	And he spake: "Hast thou hearkened, Sigurd, wilt thou help a man that is old

	To avenge him for his father? Wilt thou win that Treasure of Gold

	And be more than the Kings of the earth? Wilt thou rid the earth of a wrong

	And heal the woe and the sorrow my heart hath endured o'erlong?"

	Then Sigurd looked upon him with steadfast eyes and clear,

	And Regin drooped and trembled as he stood the doom to hear:

	But the bright child spake as aforetime, and answered the Master and said:

	"Thou shalt have thy will, and the Treasure, and take the curse on thine head."

	 

	Of the forging of the Sword that is called The Wrath of Sigurd.

	 

	But when the morrow was come he went to his mother and spake:

	"The shards, the shards of the sword, that thou gleanedst for my sake

	In the night on the field of slaughter, in the tide when my father fell,

	Hast thou kept them through sorrow and joyance? hast thou warded them trusty and well?

	Where hast thou laid them, my mother?"

	Then she looked upon him and said:

	"Art thou wroth, O Sigurd my son, that such eyes are in thine head?

	And wilt thou be wroth with thy mother? do I withstand thee at all?"

	"Nay," said he, "nought am I wrathful, but the days rise up like a wall

	Betwixt my soul and the deeds, and I strive to rend them through.

	 

	"Now give me the sword, my mother, that Sigmund gave thee to keep."

	She said: "I shall give it thee gladly, for fain shall I be of thy praise

	When thou knowest my careful keeping of that hope of the earlier days."

	So she took his hand in her hand, and they went their ways, they twain;

	Till they came to the treasure of queen-folk, the guarded chamber of gain:

	They were all alone with its riches, and she turned the key in the gold,

	And lifted the sea-born purple, and the silken web unrolled,

	And lo, 'twixt her hands and her bosom the shards of Sigmund's sword;

	No rust-fleck stained its edges, and the gems of the ocean's hoard

	Were as bright in the hilts and glorious, as when in the Volsungs' hall

	It shone in the eyes of the earl-folk and flashed from the shielded wall.

	But Sigurd smiled upon it, and he said: "O Mother of Kings,

	Well hast thou warded the war-glaive for a mirror of many things,

	And a hope of much fulfilment: well hast thou given to me

	The message of my fathers, and the word of thing to be:

	Trusty hath been thy warding, but its hour is over now:

	These shards shall be knit together, and shall hear the war-wind blow."

	 

	Then she felt his hands about her as he took the fateful sword,

	And he kissed her soft and sweetly; but she answered never a word:

	 

	But swift on his ways went Sigurd, and to Regin's house he came,

	Where the Master stood in the doorway and behind him leapt the flame,

	And dark he looked and little: no more his speech was sweet,

	No words on his lip were gathered the Volsung child to greet,

	Till he took the sword from Sigurd and the shards of the days of old;

	Then he spake:

	"Will nothing serve thee save this blue steel and cold,

	The bane of thy father's father, the fate of all his kin,

	The baleful blade I fashioned, the Wrath that the Gods would win?"

	Then answered the eye-bright Sigurd: "If thou thy craft wilt do,

	Nought save these battle-gleanings shall be my helper true:"

	So Regin welded together the shards of Sigmund's sword, and wrought the Wrath of Sigurd, whose hilts were great and along whose edge ran a living flame so that men thought it like sunlight and lightning mingled. Then on Greyfell, with the Wrath girt by his side, Sigurd rode to the hall of Gripir, who told him of deeds to be and of the fate that would befall him. In no wise was Sigurd troubled, but smiled as a happy child, and together they talked of the deeds of the kings of the Earth, of the wonders of Heaven, and of the Queen of the Sea.

	And Sigurd told Gripir that he indeed was wise above all men, but for himself had the Wrath been fashioned, and he was ready to ride to the Glittering Heath. So they took leave of one another, and as the sky grew blood-red in the West, and the birds were flying homeward, Sigurd drew near to Regin's dwelling.

	 

	Sigurd rideth to the Glittering Heath.

	Again on the morrow morning doth Sigurd the Volsung ride,

	And Regin, the Master of Masters, is faring by his side,

	And they leave the dwelling of kings and ride the summer land,

	Until at the eve of the day the hills are on either hand;

	Then they wend up higher and higher, and over the heaths they fare

	Till the moon shines broad on the midnight, and they sleep 'neath the heavens bare;

	And they waken and look behind them, and lo, the dawning of day

	And the little land of the Helper and its valleys far away;

	But the mountains rise before them, a wall exceeding great.

	Then spake the Master of Masters: "We have come to the garth and the gate;

	There is youth and rest behind thee and many a thing to do,

	There is many a fond desire, and each day born anew;

	And the land of the Volsungs to conquer, and many a people's praise:

	And for me there is rest it may be, and the peaceful end of days.

	We have come to the garth and the gate; to the hall-door now shall we win,

	Shall we go to look on the high-seat and see what sitteth therein?"

	"Yea, and what else?" said Sigurd, "was thy tale but mockeries,

	And have I been drifted hither on a wind of empty lies?"

	"It was sooth, it was sooth," said Regin, "and more might I have told

	Had I heart and space to remember the deeds of the days of old."

	 

	Day-long they fared through the mountains, and that highway's fashioner,

	Forsooth, was a fearful craftsman, and his hands the waters were,

	And the heaped-up ice was his mattock, and the fire-blast was his man,

	And never a whit he heeded though his walls were waste and wan,

	And the guest-halls of that wayside great heaps of the ashes spent.

	But, each as a man alone, through the sun-bright day they went,

	And they rode till the moon rose upward, and the stars were small and fair,

	Then they slept on the long-slaked ashes beneath the heavens bare;

	And the cold dawn came and they wakened, and the King of the Dwarf-kind seemed

	As a thing of that wan land fashioned; but Sigurd glowed and gleamed

	Amid a shadowless twilight by Greyfell's cloudy flank,

	As a little space they abided while the latest star-world shrank;

	On the backward road looked Regin and heard how Sigurd drew

	The girths of Greyfell's saddle, and the voice of his sword he knew,

	 

	And his war-gear clanged and tinkled as he leapt to the saddle-stead:

	And the sun rose up at their backs and the grey world changed to red,

	And away to the west went Sigurd by the glory wreathed about,

	But little and black was Regin as a fire that dieth out.

	Day-long they rode the mountains by the crags exceeding old,

	And the ash that the first of the Dwarf-kind found dull and quenched and cold.

	Then the moon in the mid-sky swam, and the stars were fair and pale,

	And beneath the naked heaven they slept in an ash-grey dale;

	And again at the dawn-dusk's ending they stood upon their feet,

	And Sigurd donned his war-gear nor his eyes would Regin meet.

	A clear streak widened in heaven low down above the earth;

	And above it lay the cloud-flecks, and the sun, anigh its birth,

	Unseen, their hosts was staining with the very hue of blood,

	And ruddy by Greyfell's shoulder the Son of Sigmund stood.

	Then spake the Master of Masters: "What is thine hope this morn

	That thou dightest thee, O Sigurd, to ride this world forlorn?"

	"What needeth hope," said Sigurd, "when the heart of the Volsungs turns

	To the light of the Glittering Heath, and the house where the Waster burns?

	I shall slay the Foe of the Gods, as thou badst me a while agone,

	And then with the Gold and its wisdom shalt thou be left alone."

	"O Child," said the King of the Dwarf-kind, "when the day at last comes round

	For the dread and the Dusk of the Gods, and the kin of the Wolf is unbound,

	When thy sword shall hew the fire, and the wildfire beateth thy shield,

	Shalt thou praise the wages of hope and the Gods that pitched the field?"

	"O Foe of the Gods," said Sigurd, "wouldst thou hide the evil thing,

	And the curse that is greater than thou, lest death end thy labouring,

	Lest the night should come upon thee amidst thy toil for nought?

	It is me, it is me that thou fearest, if indeed I know thy thought;

	Yea me, who would utterly light the face of all good and ill,

	If not with the fruitful beams that the summer shall fulfill,

	Then at least with the world a-blazing, and the glare of the grinded sword.

	 

	"I have hearkened not nor heeded the words of thy fear and thy ruth:

	Thou hast told thy tale and thy longing, and thereto I hearkened well:—

	Let it lead thee up to heaven, let it lead thee down to hell,

	The deed shall be done tomorrow: thou shalt have that measureless Gold,

	And devour the garnered wisdom that blessed thy realm of old,

	That hath lain unspent and begrudged in the very heart of hate:

	With the blood and the might of thy brother thine hunger shalt thou sate;

	And this deed shall be mine and thine; but take heed for what followeth then!

	Let each do after his kind! I shall do the deeds of men;

	I shall harvest the field of their sowing, in the bed of their strewing shall sleep;

	To them shall I give my life-days, to the Gods my glory to keep.

	But them with the wealth and the wisdom that the best of the Gods might praise,

	If thou shall indeed excel them and become the hope of the days,

	Then me in turn hast thou conquered, and I shall be in turn

	Thy fashioned brand of the battle through good and evil to burn,

	Or the flame that sleeps in thy stithy for the gathered winds to blow,

	When thou listest to do and undo and thine uttermost cunning to show.

	But indeed I wot full surely that thou shalt follow thy kind;

	And for all that cometh after, the Norns shall loose and bind."

	Then his bridle-reins rang sweetly, and the warding-walls of death,

	And Regin drew up to him, and the Wrath sang loud in the sheath,

	And forth from that trench in the mountains by the westward way they ride;

	And little and black goes Regin by the golden Volsung's side;

	 

	So ever they wended upward, and the midnight hour was o'er,

	And the stars grew pale and paler, and failed from the heaven's floor,

	And the moon was a long while dead, but where was the promise of day?

	No change came over the darkness, no streak of the dawning grey;

	No sound of the wind's uprising adown the night there ran:

	It was blind as the Gaping Gulf ere the first of the worlds began.

	Then athwart and athwart rode Sigurd and sought the walls of the pass,

	But found no wall before him; and the road rang hard as brass

	Beneath the hoofs of Greyfell, as up and up he trod:

	—Was it the daylight of Hell, or the night of the doorway of God?

	But lo, at the last a glimmer, and a light from the west there came,

	And another and another, like points of far-off flame;

	And they grew and brightened and gathered; and whiles together they ran

	Like the moonwake over the waters; and whiles they were scant and wan,

	Some greater and some lesser, like the boats of fishers laid

	About the sea of midnight; and a dusky dawn they made,

	A faint and glimmering twilight: So Sigurd strains his eyes,

	And he sees how a land deserted all round about him lies

	More changeless than mid-ocean, as fruitless as its floor:

	Then the heart leaps up within him, for he knows that his journey is o'er,

	And there he draweth bridle on the first of the Glittering Heath:

	And the Wrath is waxen merry and sings in the golden sheath

	As he leaps adown from Greyfell, and stands upon his feet,

	And wends his ways through the twilight the Foe of the Gods to meet.

	 

	Sigurd slayeth Fafnir the Serpent.

	Nought Sigurd seeth of Regin, and nought he heeds of him,

	As in watchful might and glory he strides the desert dim,

	And behind him paceth Greyfell; but he deems the time o'erlong

	Till he meet the great gold-warden, the over-lord of wrong.

	So he wendeth midst the silence through the measureless desert place,

	And beholds the countless glitter with wise and steadfast face,

	Till him-seems in a little season that the flames grown somewhat wan,

	And a grey thing glimmers before him, and becomes a mighty man,

	One-eyed and ancient-seeming, in cloud-grey raiment clad;

	A friendly man and glorious, and of visage smiling-glad:

	Then content in Sigurd groweth because of his majesty,

	And he heareth him speak in the desert as the wind of the winter sea:

	"Hail Sigurd! Give me thy greeting ere thy ways alone thou wend!"

	Said Sigurd: "Hail! I greet thee, my friend and my fathers' friend."

	"Now whither away," said the elder, "with the Steed and the ancient Sword?"

	"To the greedy house," said Sigurd, "and the King of the Heavy Hoard."

	"Wilt thou smite, O Sigurd, Sigurd?" said the ancient mighty-one.

	"Yea, yea, I shall smite," said the Volsung, "save the Gods have slain the sun."

	"What wise wilt thou smite," said the elder, "lest the dark devour thy day?"

	"Thou hast praised the sword," said the child, "and the sword shall find a way."

	"Be learned of me," said the Wise-one, "for I was the first of thy folk."

	Said the child: "I shall do thy bidding, and for thee shall I strike the stroke."

	Spake the Wise-one: "Thus shalt thou do when thou wendest hence alone:

	Thou shalt find a path in the desert, and a road in the world of stone;

	It is smooth and deep and hollow, but the rain hath riven it not,

	And the wild wind hath not worn it, for it is but Fafnir's slot,

	Whereby he wends to the water and the fathomless pool of old,

	When his heart in the dawn is weary, and he loathes the ancient Gold:

	There think of the great and the fathers, and bare the whetted Wrath,

	And dig a pit in the highway, and a grave in the Serpent's path:

	Lie thou therein, O Sigurd, and thine hope from the glooming hide,

	And be as the dead for a season, and the living light abide!

	And so shall thine heart avail thee, and thy mighty fateful hand,

	And the Light that lay in the Branstock, the well-belovèd brand."

	Said the child: "I shall do thy bidding, and for thee shall I strike the stroke;

	For I love thee, friend of my fathers, Wise Heart of the holy folk."

	So spake the Son of Sigmund, and beheld no man anear,

	And again was the night the midnight, and the twinkling flame shone clear

	In the hush of the Glittering Heath; and alone went Sigmund's son

	Till he came to the road of Fafnir, and the highway worn by one,

	By the drift of the rain unfurrowed, by the windy years unrent,

	And forth from the dark it came, and into the dark it went.

	Great then was the heart of Sigurd, for there in the midmost he stayed,

	And thought of the ancient fathers, and bared the bright blue blade,

	That shone as a fleck of the day-light, and the night was all around.

	Fair then was the Son of Sigmund as he toiled and laboured the ground;

	Great, mighty he was in his working, and the Glittering Heath he clave,

	And the sword shone blue before him as he dug the pit and the grave:

	There he hid his hope from the night-tide and lay like one of the dead,

	And wise and wary he bided; and the heavens hung over his head.

	Now the night wanes over Sigurd, and the ruddy rings he sees,

	And his war-gear's fair adornment, and the God-folk's images;

	But a voice in the desert ariseth, a sound in the waste has birth,

	A changing tinkle and clatter, as of gold dragged over the earth:

	O'er Sigurd widens the day-light, and the sound is drawing close,

	And speedier than the trample of speedy feet it goes;

	But ever deemeth Sigurd that the sun brings back the day,

	For the grave grows lighter and lighter and heaven o'erhead is grey.

	But now, how the rattling waxeth till he may not heed nor hark!

	And the day and the heavens are hidden, and o'er Sigurd rolls the dark,

	As the flood of a pitchy river, and heavy-thick is the air

	With the venom of hate long hoarded, and lies once fashioned fair:

	Then a wan face comes from the darkness, and is wrought in man-like wise,

	And the lips are writhed with laughter and bleared are the blinded eyes;

	And it wandereth hither and thither, and searcheth through the grave

	And departeth, leaving nothing, save the dark, rolled wave on wave

	O'er the golden head of Sigurd and the edges of the sword,

	And the world weighs heavy on Sigurd, and the weary curse of the Hoard;

	Him-seemed the grave grew straiter, and his hope of life grew chill,

	And his heart by the Worm was enfolded, and the bonds of the Ancient Ill.

	Then was Sigurd stirred by his glory, and he strove with the swaddling of Death;

	He turned in the pit on the highway, and the grave of the Glittering Heath;

	He laughed and smote with the laughter and thrust up over his head.

	And smote the venom asunder and clave the heart of Dread;

	Then he leapt from the pit and the grave, and the rushing river of blood,

	And fulfilled with the joy of the War-God on the face of earth he stood

	With red sword high uplifted, with wrathful glittering eyes;

	And he laughed at the heavens above him for he saw the sun arise,

	And Sigurd gleamed on the desert, and shone in the new-born light,

	And the wind in his raiment wavered, and all the world was bright.

	But there was the ancient Fafnir, and the Face of Terror lay

	On the huddled folds of the Serpent, that were black and ashen-grey

	In the desert lit by the sun; and those twain looked each on each,

	And forth from the Face of Terror went a sound of dreadful speech:

	"Child, child, who art thou that hast smitten? bright child, of whence is thy birth?"

	"I am called the Wild-thing Glorious, and alone I wend on the earth."

	 

	"What master hath taught thee of murder?—Thou hast wasted Fafnir's day."

	"I, Sigurd, knew and desired, and the bright sword learned the way."

	 

	"I am blind, O Strong Compeller, in the bonds of Death and Hell.

	But thee shall the rattling Gold and the red rings bring unto bane."

	"Yet the rings mine hand shall scatter, and the earth shall gather again."

	"Woe, woe! in the days passed over I bore the Helm of Dread,

	I reared the Face of Terror, and the hoarded hate of the Dead:

	I overcame and was mighty; I was wise and cherished my heart

	In the waste where no man wandered, and the high house builded apart:

	Till I met thine hand, O Sigurd, and thy might ordained from of old;

	And I fought and fell in the morning, and I die far off from the Gold."

	 

	Then all sank into silence, and the Son of Sigmund stood

	On the torn and furrowed desert by the pool of Fafnir's blood,

	And the Serpent lay before him, dead, chilly, dull, and grey;

	And over the Glittering Heath fair shone the sun and the day,

	And a light wind followed the sun and breathed o'er the fateful place,

	As fresh as it furrows the sea-plain or bows the acres' face.

	 

	Sigurd slayeth Regin the Master of Masters on the Glittering Heath.

	There standeth Sigurd the Volsung, and leaneth on his sword,

	And beside him now is Greyfell and looks on his golden lord,

	And the world is awake and living; and whither now shall they wend,

	Who have come to the Glittering Heath, and wrought that deed to its end?

	For hither comes Regin the Master from the skirts of the field of death.

	 

	Afoot he went o'er the desert, and he came unto Sigurd and stared

	At the golden gear of the man, and the Wrath yet bloody and bared,

	And the light locks raised by the wind, and the eyes beginning to smile,

	And the lovely lips of the Volsung, and the brow that knew no guile;

	And he murmured under his breath while his eyes grew white with wrath:

	"O who art thou, and wherefore, and why art thou in the path?"

	Then he turned to the ash-grey Serpent, and grovelled low on the ground,

	And he drank of that pool of the blood where the stones of the wild were drowned,

	And long he lapped as a dog; but when he arose again,

	Lo, a flock of the mountain-eagles that drew to the feastful plain;

	And he turned and looked on Sigurd, as bright in the sun he stood,

	A stripling fair and slender, and wiped the Wrath of the blood.

	 

	Then he scowled and crouched and darkened, and came to Sigurd and spake:

	"O child, thou hast slain my brother, and the Wrath is alive and awake."

	"Thou sayest sooth," said Sigurd, "thy deed and mine is done:

	But now our ways shall sunder, for here, meseemeth, the sun

	Hath but little of deeds to do, and no love to win aback."

	 

	But Regin darkened before him, and exceeding grim was he grown,

	And he spake: "Thou hast slain my brother, and wherewith wilt thou atone?"

	"Stand up, O Master," said Sigurd, "O Singer of ancient days,

	And take the wealth I have won thee, ere we wend on the sundering ways.

	I have toiled and thou hast desired, and the Treasure is surely anear,

	And thou hast wisdom to find it, and I have slain thy fear."

	But Regin crouched and darkened: "Thou hast slain my brother," he said.

	"Take thou the Gold," quoth Sigurd, "for the ransom of my head!"

	Then Regin crouched and darkened, and over the earth he hung;

	And he said: "Thou hast slain my brother, and the Gods are yet but young."

	 

	And he spake: "Thou hast slain my brother, and today shall thou be my thrall:

	Yea, a King shall be my cook-boy and this heath my cooking-hall."

	Then he crept to the ash-grey coils where the life of his brother had lain,

	And he drew a glaive from his side and smote the smitten and slain,

	And tore the heart from Fafnir, while the eagles cried o'erhead,

	And sharp and shrill was their voice o'er the entrails of the dead.

	Then Regin spake to Sigurd: "Of this slaying wilt thou be free?

	Then gather thou fire together and roast the heart for me,

	That I may eat it and live, and be thy master and more;

	For therein was might and wisdom, and the grudged and hoarded lore:—

	—Or else, depart on thy ways afraid from the Glittering Heath."

	Then he fell abackward and slept, nor set his sword in the sheath.

	 

	But Sigurd took the Heart, and wood on the waste he found,

	The wood that grew and died, as it crept on the niggard ground,

	And grew and died again, and lay like whitened bones;

	And the ernes cried over his head, as he builded his hearth of stones,

	And kindled the fire for cooking, and sat and sang o'er the roast

	The song of his fathers of old, and the Wolflings' gathering host:

	So there on the Glittering Heath rose up the little flame,

	And the dry sticks crackled amidst it, and alow the eagles came,

	And seven they were by tale, and they pitched all round about

	The cooking-fire of Sigurd, and sent their song-speech out:

	But nought he knoweth its wisdom, or the word that they would speak:

	And hot grew the Heart of Fafnir and sang amid the reek.

	Then Sigurd looketh on Regin, and he deemeth it overlong

	That he dighteth the dear-bought morsel, and the might for the Master of wrong,

	So he reacheth his hand to the roast to see if the cooking be o'er;

	But the blood and the fat seethed from it and scalded his finger sore,

	And he set his hand to his mouth to quench the fleshly smart,

	And he tasted the flesh of the Serpent and the blood of Fafnir's Heart:

	Then there came a change upon him, for the speech of fowl he knew,

	And wise in the ways of the beast-kind as the Dwarfs of old he grew;

	And he knitted his brows and hearkened, and wrath in his heart arose

	For he felt beset of evil in a world of many foes.

	But the hilts of the Wrath he handled, and Regin's heart he saw,

	And how that the Foe of the Gods the net of death would draw;

	And his bright eyes flashed and sparkled, and his mouth grew set and stern

	As he hearkened the voice of the eagles, and their song began to learn.

	And six of the eagles cried to Sigurd not to tarry before the feast, and they urged him to kill Regin, who had planned Fafnir's death that he alone might live and fashion the world after his evil will.

	And the seventh: "Arise, O Sigurd, lest the hour be overlate!

	For the sun in the mid-noon shineth, and swift is the hand of Fate:

	Arise! lest the world run backward and the blind heart have its will,

	And once again be tangled the sundered good and ill;

	Lest love and hatred perish, lest the world forget its tale,

	And the Gods sit deedless, dreaming, in the high-walled heavenly vale."

	Then swift ariseth Sigurd, and the Wrath in his hand is bare,

	And he looketh, and Regin sleepeth, and his eyes wide-open glare;

	But his lips smile false in his dreaming, and his hand is on the sword;

	For he dreams himself the Master and the new world's fashioning-lord,

	And his dream hath forgotten Sigurd, and the King's life lies in the pit;

	He is nought; Death gnaweth upon him, while the Dwarfs in mastery sit.

	But lo, how the eyes of Sigurd the heart of the guileful behold,

	And great is Allfather Odin, and upriseth the Curse of the Gold,

	And the Branstock bloometh to heaven from the ancient wondrous root;

	The summer hath shone on its blossoms, and Sigurd's Wrath is the fruit.

	 

	Then his second stroke struck Sigurd, for the Wrath flashed thin and white,

	And 'twixt head and trunk of Regin fierce ran the fateful light;

	And there lay brother by brother a faded thing and wan.

	But Sigurd cried in the desert: "So far have I wended on!

	Dead are the foes of God-home that would blend the good and the ill;

	And the World shall yet be famous, and the Gods shall have their will.

	Nor shall I be dead and forgotten, while the earth grows worse and worse,

	With the blind heart king o'er the people, and binding curse with curse."

	 

	How Sigurd took to him the Treasure of the Elf Andvari.

	So Sigurd ate of the heart of Fafnir, and as he ate the longing to be gone to mighty deeds grew great, and he leapt on Greyfell and sought the home of the Dweller amid the Gold on the edge of the heath. He strode through the doorway, and before him lay golden armour, golden coins, and golden sands from rivers that none but the Dwarfs could mine. But more wonderful than all other treasures were the Helm of Aweing, and the Hauberk all of gold, while on top of the midmost heap, gleaming like the brightest star in the sky, lay the ring of Andvari.

	Sigurd put on the helm and the hauberk, and dragged out gold wherewith he loaded Greyfell till the cloud-grey horse shone, while the eagles ever bade him bring forth the treasure, and let the gold shine in the open. And as the stars paled and the dawn grew clearer, Sigurd and Greyfell passed swiftly and lightly towards the west.

	 

	How Sigurd awoke Brynhild upon Hindfell.

	By long roads rideth Sigurd amidst that world of stone,

	And somewhat south he turneth; for he would not be alone,

	But longs for the dwellings of man-folk, and the kingly people's speech,

	And the days of the glee and the joyance, where men laugh each to each.

	But still the desert endureth, and afar must Greyfell fare

	From the wrack of the Glittering Heath, and Fafnir's golden lair.

	Long Sigurd rideth the waste, when, lo, on a morning of day

	From out of the tangled crag-walls, amidst the cloud-land grey

	Comes up a mighty mountain, and it is as though there burns

	A torch amidst of its cloud-wreath; so thither Sigurd turns,

	For he deems indeed from its topmost to look on the best of the earth;

	And Greyfell neigheth beneath him, and his heart is full of mirth.

	 

	Night falls, but yet rides Sigurd, and hath no thought of rest,

	For he longs to climb that rock-world and behold the earth at its best;

	But now mid the maze of the foot-hills he seeth the light no more,

	And the stars are lovely and gleaming on the lightless heavenly floor.

	So up and up he wendeth till the night is wearing thin;

	And he rideth a rift of the mountain, and all is dark therein,

	Till the stars are dimmed by dawning and the wakening world is cold;

	Then afar in the upper rock-wall a breach doth he behold,

	And a flood of light poured inward the doubtful dawning blinds:

	So swift he rideth thither and the mouth of the breach he finds,

	And sitteth awhile on Greyfell on the marvellous thing to gaze:

	For lo, the side of Hindfell enwrapped by the fervent blaze,

	And nought 'twixt earth and heaven save a world of flickering flame,

	And a hurrying shifting tangle, where the dark rents went and came.

	Great groweth the heart of Sigurd with uttermost desire,

	And he crieth kind to Greyfell, and they hasten up, and nigher,

	Till he draweth rein in the dawning on the face of Hindfell's steep:

	But who shall heed the dawning where the tongues of that wildfire leap?

	For they weave a wavering wall, that driveth over the heaven

	The wind that is born within it; nor ever aside is it driven

	By the mightiest wind of the waste, and the rain-flood amidst it is nought;

	And no wayfarer's door and no window the hand of its builder hath wrought.

	But thereon is the Volsung smiling as its breath uplifteth his hair,

	And his eyes shine bright with its image, and his mail gleams white and fair,

	And his war-helm pictures the heavens and the waning stars behind:

	But his neck is Greyfell stretching to snuff at the flame-wall blind,

	And his cloudy flank upheaveth, and tinkleth the knitted mail,

	And the gold of the uttermost waters is waxen wan and pale.

	Now Sigurd turns in his saddle, and the hilt of the Wrath he shifts,

	And draws a girth the tighter; then the gathered reins he lifts,

	And crieth aloud to Greyfell, and rides at the wildfire's heart;

	But the white wall wavers before him and the flame-flood rusheth apart,

	And high o'er his head it riseth, and wide and wild is its roar

	As it beareth the mighty tidings to the very heavenly floor:

	But he rideth through its roaring as the warrior rides the rye,

	When it bows with the wind of the summer and the hid spears draw anigh.

	The white flame licks his raiment and sweeps through Greyfell's mane,

	And bathes both hands of Sigurd and the hilts of Fafnir's bane,

	And winds about his war-helm and mingles with his hair,

	But nought his raiment dusketh or dims his glittering gear;

	Then it fails and fades and darkens till all seems left behind,

	And dawn and the blaze is swallowed in mid-mirk stark and blind.

	But forth a little further and a little further on

	And all is calm about him, and he sees the scorched earth wan

	Beneath a glimmering twilight, and he turns his conquering eyes,

	And a ring of pale slaked ashes on the side of Hindfell lies;

	And the world of the waste is beyond it; and all is hushed and grey,

	And the new-risen moon is a-paleing, and the stars grow faint with day.

	Then Sigurd looked before him and a Shield-burg there he saw,

	A wall of the tiles of Odin wrought clear without a flaw,

	The gold by the silver gleaming, and the ruddy by the white;

	And the blazonings of their glory were done upon them bright.

	As of dear things wrought for the war-lords new come to Odin's hall.

	Piled high aloft to the heavens uprose that battle-wall,

	And far o'er the topmost shield-rim for a banner of fame there hung

	A glorious golden buckler; and against the staff it rung

	As the earliest wind of dawning uprose on Hindfell's face

	And the light from the yellow east beamed soft on the shielded place.

	But the Wrath cried out in answer as Sigurd leapt adown

	To the wasted soil of the desert by that rampart of renown;

	He looked but little beneath it, and the dwelling of God it seemed,

	As against its gleaming silence the eager Sigurd gleamed:

	He draweth not sword from scabbard, as the wall he wendeth around,

	And it is but the wind and Sigurd that wakeneth any sound:

	But, lo, to the gate he cometh, and the doors are open wide,

	And no warder the way withstandeth, and no earls by the threshold abide.

	So he stands awhile and marvels; then the baleful light of the Wrath

	Gleams bare in his ready hand as he wendeth the inward path:

	For he doubteth some guile of the Gods, or perchance some Dwarf-king's snare,

	Or a mock of the Giant people that shall fade in the morning air:

	But he getteth him in and gazeth; and a wall doth he behold,

	And the ruddy set by the white, and the silver by the gold;

	But within the garth that it girdeth no work of man is set,

	But the utmost head of Hindfell ariseth higher yet;

	And below in the very midmost is a Giant-fashioned mound,

	Piled high as the rims of the Shield-burg above the level ground;

	And there, on that mound of the Giants, o'er the wilderness forlorn,

	A pale grey image lieth, and gleameth in the morn.

	So there was Sigurd alone; and he went from the shielded door,

	And aloft in the desert of wonder the Light of the Branstock he bore;

	And he set his face to the earth-mound, and beheld the image wan,

	And the dawn was growing about it; and, lo, the shape of a man

	Set forth to the eyeless desert on the tower-top of the world,

	High over the cloud-wrought castle whence the windy bolts are hurled.

	 

	Now over the body he standeth, and seeth it shapen fair,

	And clad from head to foot-sole in pale grey-glittering gear,

	In a hauberk wrought as straitly as though to the flesh it were grown:

	But a great helm hideth the head and is girt with a glittering crown.

	So thereby he stoopeth and kneeleth, for he deems it were good indeed

	If the breath of life abide there and the speech to help at need;

	And as sweet as the summer wind from a garden under the sun

	Cometh forth on the topmost Hindfell the breath of that sleeping-one.

	Then he saith he will look on the face, if it bear him love or hate,

	Or the bonds for his life's constraining, or the sundering doom of fate.

	So he draweth the helm from the head, and, lo, the brow snow-white,

	And the smooth unfurrowed cheeks, and the wise lips breathing light;

	And the face of a woman it is, and the fairest that ever was born,

	Shown forth to the empty heavens and the desert world forlorn:

	But he looketh, and loveth her sore, and he longeth her spirit to move,

	And awaken her heart to the world, that she may behold him and love.

	And he toucheth her breast and her hands, and he loveth her passing sore.

	And he saith: "Awake! I am Sigurd;" but she moveth never the more.

	Then he looked on his bare bright blade, and he said: "Thou—what wilt thou do?

	For indeed as I came by the war-garth thy voice of desire I knew."

	Bright burnt the pale blue edges for the sunrise drew anear,

	And the rims of the Shield-burg glittered, and the east was exceeding clear:

	So the eager edges he setteth to the Dwarf-wrought battle-coat

	Where the hammered ring-knit collar constraineth the woman's throat;

	But the sharp Wrath biteth and rendeth, and before it fail the rings,

	And, lo, the gleam of the linen, and the light of golden things:

	Then he driveth the blue steel onward, and through the skirt, and out,

	Till nought but the rippling linen is wrapping her about;

	Then he deems her breath comes quicker and her breast begins to heave,

	So he turns about the War-Flame and rends down either sleeve,

	Till her arms lie white in her raiment, and a river of sun-bright hair

	Flows free o'er bosom and shoulder and floods the desert bare.

	Then a flush cometh over her visage and a sigh up-heaveth her breast,

	And her eyelids quiver and open, and she wakeneth into rest;

	Wide-eyed on the dawning she gazeth, too glad to change or smile,

	And but little moveth her body, nor speaketh she yet for a while;

	And yet kneels Sigurd moveless her wakening speech to heed,

	While soft the waves of the daylight o'er the starless heavens speed,

	And the gleaming rims of the Shield-burg yet bright and brighter grow,

	And the thin moon hangeth her horns dead-white in the golden glow.

	Then she turned and gazed on Sigurd, and her eyes met the Volsung's eyes.

	And mighty and measureless now did the tide of his love arise,

	For their longing had met and mingled, and he knew of her heart that she loved,

	As she spake unto nothing but him and her lips with the speech-flood moved:

	"O, what is the thing so mighty that my weary sleep hath torn,

	And rent the fallow bondage, and the wan woe over-worn?"

	He said: "The hand of Sigurd and the Sword of Sigmund's son,

	And the heart that the Volsungs fashioned this deed for thee have done."

	But she said: "Where then is Odin that laid me here alow?

	Long lasteth the grief of the world, and manfolk's tangled woe!"

	"He dwelleth above," said Sigurd, "but I on the earth abide,

	And I came from the Glittering Heath the waves of thy fire to ride."

	 

	Then Sigurd looketh upon her, and the words from his heart arise:

	"Thou art the fairest of earth, and the wisest of the wise;

	O who art thou that lovest? I am Sigurd, e'en as I told;

	I have slain the Foe of the Gods, and gotten the Ancient Gold;

	And great were the gain of thy love, and the gift of mine earthly days,

	If we twain should never sunder as we wend on the changing ways.

	O who art thou that lovest, thou fairest of all things born?

	And what meaneth thy sleep and thy slumber in the wilderness forlorn?"

	Then the maiden told him that she had been the handmaid of the All-father, but that she grew too proud, and Odin had sent her to Hindfell, where the sleep thorn pierced her that she might sleep till she found the fearless heart she would wed. Such a one had she found now, and many were the words of prophetic wisdom and warning that fell from her lips on the ears of Sigurd.

	But many though they were they were not enough for him, who prayed her to speak with him more of Wisdom.

	So together they sat on the side of Hindfell and talked of all that is and can be, and then together they climbed the mountain, till beneath them they saw the kingdoms of the earth stretching far away, and Brynhild bade him look down on her home, saying:

	"Yet I bid thee look on the land 'twixt the wood and the silver sea

	In the bight of the swirling river, and the house that cherished me!

	There dwelleth mine earthly sister and the king that she hath wed;

	There morn by morn aforetime I woke on the golden bed;

	There eve by eve I tarried mid the speech and the lays of kings;

	There noon by noon I wandered and plucked the blossoming things;

	The little land of Lymdale by the swirling river's side,

	Where Brynhild once was I called in the days ere my father died;

	The little land of Lymdale 'twixt the woodland and the sea,

	Where on thee mine eyes shall brighten and thine eyes shall beam on me."

	"I shall seek thee there," said Sigurd, "when the day-spring is begun,

	Ere we wend the world together in the season of the sun."

	"I shall bide thee there," said Brynhild, "till the fulness of the days,

	And the time for the glory appointed, and the springing-tide of praise."

	From his hand then draweth Sigurd Andvari's ancient Gold;

	There is nought but the sky above them as the ring together they hold,

	The shapen ancient token, that hath no change nor end,

	No change, and no beginning, no flaw for God to mend:

	Then Sigurd cries: "O Brynhild, now hearken while I swear,

	That the sun shall die in the heavens and the day no more be fair,

	If I seek not love in Lymdale and the house that fostered thee,

	And the land where thou awakedst 'twixt the woodland and the sea!"

	And she cried: "O Sigurd, Sigurd, now hearken while I swear

	That the day shall die for ever and the sun to blackness wear,

	Ere I forget thee, Sigurd, as I lie 'twixt wood and sea

	In the little land of Lymdale and the house that fostered me!"

	Then he set the ring on her finger and once, if ne'er again,

	They kissed and clung together, and their hearts were full and fain.

	 

	BOOK III.

	BRYNHILD.

	 

	Of Sigurd's riding to the Niblungs.

	 

	Now Brynhild and Sigurd left Hindfell, and Brynhild went to dwell in her sister's house, but Sigurd abode not long in the land of Lymdale, for his love urged him to great adventures wherein he might win glory befitting the man who should wed so noble a woman as Brynhild.

	So it befell one day in summer that he dight himself in the Helm of Aweing and the Mail-coat all of gold, and girded the Wrath to his side to ride forth again. And on his saddle he bound the red rings of Fafnir's Treasure.

	Then he kissed the ancient King Heimir, and hailed the folk of the land who came to give him god-speed.

	And he gathered the reins together, and set his face to the road,

	And the glad steed neighed beneath him as they fared from the King's abode.

	And out past the dewy closes; but the shouts went up to the sky,

	Though some for very sorrow forbore the farewell cry,

	Nor was any man but heavy that the godlike guest should go;

	And they craved for that glad heart guileless, and that face without a foe.

	 

	But forth by dale and lealand doth the Son of Sigmund wend,

	Till far away lies Lymdale and the folk of the forest's end;

	And he rides a heath unpeopled and holds the westward way,

	Till a long way off before him come up the mountains grey;

	Grey, huge beyond all telling, and the host of the heaped clouds,

	The black and the white together, on that rock-wall's coping crowds.

	 

	So up and down he rideth, till at even of the day

	A hill's brow he o'ertoppeth that had hid the mountains grey;

	Huge, blacker they showed than aforetime, white hung the cloud-flecks there,

	But red was the cloudy crown, for the sun was sinking fair:

	A wide plain lay beneath him, and a river through it wound

	Betwixt the lea and the acres, and the misty orchard ground;

	But forth from the feet of the mountains a ridgèd hill there ran

	That upreared at its hithermost ending a builded burg of man;

	And Sigurd deemed in his heart as he looked on the burg from afar,

	That the high Gods scarce might win it, if thereon they fell with war;

	So many and great were the walls, so bore the towers on high

	The threat of guarded battle, and the tale of victory.

	 

	For as waves on the iron river of the days whereof nothing is told

	Stood up the many towers, so stark and sharp and cold;

	But dark-red and worn and ancient as the midmost mountain-sides

	Is the wall that goeth about them; and its mighty compass hides

	Full many a dwelling of man whence the reek now goeth aloft,

	And the voice of the house-abiders, the sharp sounds blent with the soft:

	But one house in the midst is unhidden and high up o'er the wall it goes;

	Aloft in the wind of the mountains its golden roof-ridge glows,

	And down mid its buttressed feet is the wind's voice never still;

	And the day and the night pass o'er it and it changes to their will,

	And whiles is it glassy and dark, and whiles is it white and dead,

	And whiles is it grey as the sea-mead, and whiles is it angry red;

	And it shimmers under the sunshine and grows black to the threat of the storm,

	And dusk its gold roof glimmers when the rain-clouds over it swarm,

	And bright in the first of the morning its flame doth it uplift,

	When the light clouds rend before it and along its furrows drift.

	Then Sigurd's heart was glad as he beheld the city, and after a while he came to a gate-way set in the northern wall, and the gate was long and dark as a sea-cave. But no man stayed him as he rode through the dusk to the inner court-yard, and saw the lofty roof of the hall before him, cold now and grey like a very cloud, for the sun was fully set. But in the towers watch-men were calling one to another. To them he cried, saying:—

	"Ho, men of this mighty burg, to what folk of the world am I come?

	And who is the King of battles who dwells in this lordly home?

	Or perchance are ye of the Elf-kin? are ye guest-fain, kind at the board,

	Or murder-churls and destroyers to gain and die by the sword?"

	Then the spears in the forecourt glittered and the swords shone over the wall,

	But the song of smitten harp-strings came faint from the cloudy hall.

	And he hearkened a voice and a crying: "The house of Giuki the King,

	And the Burg of the Niblung people and the heart of their warfaring."

	There were many men about him, and the wind in the wall-nook sang,

	And the spears of the Niblungs glittered, and the swords in the forecourt rang.

	But they looked on his face in the even, and they hushed their voices and gazed,

	For fear and great desire the hearts of men amazed.

	Now cometh an earl to King Giuki as he sits in godlike wise

	With his sons, the Kings of battle, and his wife of the glittering eyes,

	And the King cries out at his coming to tell why the watch-horns blew;

	But the earl saith: "Lord of the people, choose now what thou wilt do;

	For here is a strange new-comer, and he saith, to thee alone

	Will he tell of his name and his kindred, and the deeds that his hand hath done."

	 

	Then uprose the King of the Niblungs, and was clad in purple and pall,

	And his sheathed sword lay in his hand, as he gat him adown the hall,

	And abroad through the Niblung doorway; and a mighty man he was,

	And wise and ancient of days: so there by the earls doth he pass,

	And beholdeth the King on the war-steed and looketh up in his face:

	But Sigurd smileth upon him in the Niblungs' fencèd place,

	As the King saith: "Gold-bestrider, who into our garth wouldst ride,

	Wilt thou tell thy name to a King, who biddeth thee here abide

	And have all good at our hands? for unto the Niblungs' home

	And the heart of a war-fain people from the weary road are ye come;

	And I am Giuki the King: so now if thou nam'st thee a God,

	Look not to see me tremble; for I know of such that have trod

	Unfeared in the Burg of the Niblungs; nor worser, nor better at all

	May fare the folk of the Gods than the Kings in Giuki's hall;

	So I bid thee abide in my house, and when many days are o'er,

	Thou shalt tell us at last of thine errand, if thou bear us peace or war."

	Then all rejoiced at his word till the swords on the bucklers rang,

	And adown from the red-gold Treasure the Son of Sigmund sprang,

	And he took the hand of Giuki, and kissed him soft and sweet,

	And spake: "Hail, ancient of days! for thou biddest me things most meet,

	And thou knowest the good from the evil: few days are over and gone

	Since my father was old in the world ere the deed of my making was won;

	But Sigmund the Volsung he was, full ripe of years and of fame;

	And I, who have never beheld him, am Sigurd called of name;

	Too young in the world am I waxen that a tale thereof should be told,

	And yet have I slain the Serpent, and gotten the Ancient Gold,

	And broken the bonds of the weary, and ridden the Wavering Fire.

	But short is mine errand to tell, and the end of my desire:

	For peace I bear unto thee, and to all the kings of the earth,

	Who bear the sword aright, and are crowned with the crown of worth;

	But unpeace to the lords of evil, and the battle and the death;

	And the edge of the sword to the traitor, and the flame to the slanderous breath:

	And I would that the loving were loved, and I would that the weary should sleep,

	And that man should hearken to man, and that he that soweth should reap.

	Now wide in the world would I fare, to seek the dwellings of Kings,

	For with them would I do and undo, and be heart of their warfarings;

	So I thank thee, lord, for thy bidding, and here in thine house will I bide,

	And learn of thine ancient wisdom till forth to the field we ride."

	Glad then was the murmur of folk, for the tidings had gone forth,

	And its breath had been borne to the Niblungs, and the tale of Sigurd's worth.

	But the King said: "Welcome, Sigurd, full fair of deed and of word!

	And here mayst thou win thee fellows for the days of the peace and the sword;

	For not lone in the world have I lived, but sons from my loins have sprung,

	Whose deeds with the rhyme are mingled, and their names with the people's tongue."

	Then he took his hand in his hand, and into the hall they passed,

	And great shouts of salutation to the cloudy roof were cast;

	And they rang from the glassy pillars, and the Gods on the hangings stirred,

	And afar the clustering eagles on the golden roof-ridge heard,

	And cried out on the Sword of the Branstock as they cried in the other days:

	Then the harps rang out in the hall, and men sang in Sigurd's praise

	 

	But now on the daïs he meeteth the kin of Giuki the wise:

	Lo, here is the crownèd Grimhild, the queen of the glittering eyes;

	Lo, here is the goodly Gunnar with the face of a king's desire;

	Lo, here is Hogni that holdeth the wisdom tried in the fire;

	Lo, here is Guttorm the youngest, who longs for the meeting swords;

	Lo, here, as a rose in the oak-boughs, amid the Niblung lords

	Is the Maid of the Niblungs standing, the white-armed Giuki's child;

	And all these looked long on Sigurd and their hearts upon him smiled.

	Then all gave him greeting as one who should be their fellow in mighty deeds, and the fair-armed Gudrun, Giuki's daughter, brought him a cup of welcome, and that night the Niblungs feasted in gladness of heart.

	 

	Of Sigurd's warfaring in the company of the Niblungs, and of his great fame and glory.

	So Sigurd abode with the Niblungs all through summer and harvest time till with the stark midwinter came tidings of war. Then the earls of Giuki donned dusky hauberks and led forth their bands from the fortress, and the fair face and golden gear of Sigurd shone among those swart-haired warriors.

	They fell on the cities of the plains, but none might resist the valour of Sigurd, and the Niblungs turned in triumph from the war, bringing rich spoil. So all that winter Sigurd fared to war with them and grew greater in glory and more beloved of all men, but ever the thoughts of his heart turned to Lymdale and to Brynhild who awaited him there.

	Now sheathed is the Wrath of Sigurd; for as wax withstands the flame,

	So the Kings of the land withstood him and the glory of his fame.

	And before the grass is growing, or the kine have fared from the stall,

	The song of the fair-speech-masters goes up in the Niblung hall,

	And they sing of the golden Sigurd and the face without a foe,

	And the lowly man exalted and the mighty brought alow:

	And they say, when the sun of summer shall come aback to the land,

	It shall shine on the fields of the tiller that fears no heavy hand;

	That the sheaf shall be for the plougher, and the loaf for him that sowed,

	Through every furrowed acre where the son of Sigmund rode.

	Full dear was Sigurd the Volsung to all men most and least,

	And now, as the spring drew onward, 'twas deemed a goodly feast

	For the acre-biders' children by the Niblung Burg to wait,

	If perchance the Son of Sigmund should ride abroad by the gate:

	For whosoever feared him, no little-one, forsooth,

	Would shrink from the shining eyes and the hand that clave out truth

	From the heart of the wrack and the battle: it was then, as his gold gear burned

	O'er the balks of the bridge and the river, that oft the mother turned,

	And spake to the laughing baby: "O little son, and dear,

	When I from the world am departed, and whiles a-nights ye hear

	The best of man-folk longing for the least of Sigurd's days,

	Thou shalt hearken to their story, till they tell forth all his praise,

	And become beloved and a wonder, as thou sayest when all is sung,

	'And I too once beheld him in the days when I was young.'"

	 

	Yea, they sing the song of Sigurd and the face without a foe,

	And they sing of the prison's rending and the tyrant laid alow,

	And the golden thieves' abasement, and the stilling of the churl,

	And the mocking of the dastard where the chasing edges whirl;

	And they sing of the outland maidens that thronged round Sigurd's hand,

	And sung in the streets of the foemen of the war-delivered land;

	And they tell how the ships of the merchants come free and go at their will,

	And how wives in peace and safety may crop the vine-clad hill;

	How the maiden sits in her bower, and the weaver sings at his loom,

	And forget the kings of grasping and the greedy days of gloom;

	For by sea and hill and township hath the Son of Sigmund been,

	And looked on the folk unheeded, and the lowly people seen.

	 

	But he stood in the sight of the people, and sweet he was to see,

	And no foe and no betrayer, and no envier now hath he:

	But Gunnar the bright in the battle deems him his earthly friend,

	And Hogni is fain of his fellow, howso the day's work end,

	And Guttorm the young is joyous of the help and gifts he hath;

	And all these would shine beside him in the glory of his path;

	There is none to hate or hinder, or mar the golden day,

	And the light of love flows plenteous, as the sun-beams hide the way.

	 

	Of the Cup of evil drink that Grimhild the Wise-wife gave to Sigurd.

	Now Gudrun the daughter of Giuki beheld Sigurd's glory and knew the kindness of his heart, and set her love on him, not knowing that all his thoughts were given to Brynhild. So Sigurd, seeing her sad and in no wise guessing the cause of her grief, strove to comfort her with kindly words, but her mood was still unchanged.

	Then Grimhild the Queen, who was a witch-wife and a woman of crafty mind, marked the love of Gudrun for Sigurd, and marked moreover how his power and honour in the land would soon be greater than that of her own sons. Therefore she cast about for some shift that might bind Sigurd to serve with the Niblungs all his life-days.

	Now it befell one night that Sigurd had returned from warring and sat on the high-seat to sup with the Niblung kings. His heart was merry with victory and ever he thought of Hindfell and of Lymdale and the love of Brynhild. The people waxed joyful, and the hangings whereon glowed figures of the gods were stirred with their song and shouting till Giuki called on Sigurd to take the harp and sing of deeds agone. Then all men hearkened, hushed and happy, while Sigurd struck the strings and sang of his mighty kin, of Volsung, of Signy, and of Sigmund, their deeds and noble deaths. At last the tale was ended and he fell silent thinking still of Brynhild.

	Now came Grimhild bearing him a cup of wine and speaking fair words of praise, but in the wine she had mingled a fatal witch-drink. So she stood by Sigurd and said:—

	
"There is none of the kings of kingdoms that may match thy goodlihead:

	Lo now, thou hast sung of thy fathers; but men shall sing of thee,

	And therewith shall our house be remembered, and great shall our glory be.

	I beseech thee hearken a little to a faithful word of mine,

	When thou of this cup hast drunken; for my love is blent with the wine."

	He laughed and took the cup: But therein with the blood of the earth

	Earth's hidden might was mingled, and deeds of the cold sea's birth,

	And things that the high Gods turn from, and a tangle of strange love,

	Deep guile and strong compelling, that whoso drank thereof

	Should remember not his longing, should cast his love away,

	Remembering dead desire but as night remembereth day.

	So Sigurd looked on the horn, and he saw how fair it was scored

	With the cunning of the Dwarf-kind and the masters of the sword;

	And he drank and smiled on Grimhild above the beaker's rim,

	And she looked and laughed at his laughter; and the soul was changed in him.

	Men gazed and their hearts sank in them, and they knew not why it was,

	Why the fair-lit hall was darkling, nor what had come to pass:

	For they saw the sorrow of Sigurd, who had seen but his deeds erewhile,

	And the face of the mighty darkened, who had known but the light of its smile.

	But Grimhild looked and was merry: and she deemed her life was great,

	And her hand a wonder of wonders to withstand the deeds of Fate:

	For she saw by the face of Sigurd and the token of his eyes

	That her will had abased the valiant, and filled the faithful with lies.

	 

	But the heart was changed in Sigurd; as though it ne'er had been

	His love of Brynhild perished as he gazed on the Niblung Queen:

	Brynhild's belovèd body was e'en as a wasted hearth,

	No more for bale or blessing, for plenty or for dearth.

	—O ye that shall look hereafter, when the day of Sigurd is done,

	And the last of his deeds is accomplished, and his eyes are shut in the sun,

	When ye look and long for Sigurd, and the image of Sigurd behold,

	And his white sword still as the moon, and his strong hand heavy and cold,

	Then perchance shall ye think of this even, then perchance shall ye wonder and cry,

	"Twice over, King, are we smitten, and twice have we seen thee die."

	 

	Men say that a little after the evil of that night

	All waste is the burg of Brynhild, and there springeth a marvellous light

	On the desert hard by Lymdale, and few men know for why;

	But there are, who say that a wildfire thence roareth up to the sky

	Round a glorious golden dwelling, wherein there sitteth a Queen

	In remembrance of the wakening, and the slumber that hath been;

	Wherein a Maid there sitteth, who knows not hope nor rest

	For remembrance of the Mighty, and the Best come forth from the Best.

	Now after Sigurd took the witch-drink came a great hush upon the feast-hall for a space. But Grimhild was fain of that hour and cried to the scalds for music, and they hastened to strike the harp, but no joy mingled with the sounds and no man was moved to singing.

	No word spake Sigurd till the feast was over; then he strode out alone from the hall and the folk fell back before him. So he took a steed and all that night he rode alone in the deedless dark, and all the morrow, very heavy at heart yet knowing no cause for grief, and remembering all things save Brynhild.

	At last he came again at sunset to the Niblung gates, and there came forth Giuki and Grimhild and the Niblung brethren with fair words of greeting, but in the doorway Gudrun stood and wept. So Sigurd entered with them, yet he knew that a flood of sorrow had come on his life-days and that no more might he feel the joy he had known aforetime in the Niblung hall. Howbeit, when he looked on the people and saw them in fear at his trouble, the kindness of his heart was kindled, and thrusting the heavy sorrow aside, he lifted his head and spake wise words of good cheer so that the folk looking on him were comforted.

	 

	Of the Wedding of Sigurd the Volsung.

	But Gudrun knew Sigurd's heart and was sorrowful because of his grief and her great love for him, and when Grimhild bade her carry him wine, she arose and took the cup but could find no word to speak for anguish. And Sigurd looking on her face saw there a kindness and a sorrow like his own, and seeing it he knew that she loved him. Then pity and love for her rose in his heart and comforted him, and he took the cup from her and spake, saying:—

	"Here are glad men about us, and a joyous folk of war,

	And they that have loved thee for long, and they that have cherished mine heart;

	But we twain alone are woeful, as sad folk sitting apart.

	Ah, if I thy soul might gladden! if thy lips might give me peace!

	Then belike were we gladdest of all; for I love thee more than these.

	The cup of goodwill that thou bearest, and the greeting thou wouldst say,

	Turn these to the cup of thy love, and the words of the troth-plighting day;

	The love that endureth for ever, and the never-dying troth,

	To face the Norns' undoing, and the Gods amid their wrath."

	 

	And his clear voice saith:

	"O Gudrun, now hearken while I swear

	That the sun shall die for ever and the day no more be fair,

	Ere I forget thy pity and thine inmost heart of love!

	Yea, though the Kings be mighty, and the Gods be great above,

	I will wade the flood and the fire, and the waste of war forlorn,

	To look on the Niblung dwelling, and the house where thou wert born."

	Strange seemed the words to Sigurd that his gathering love compelled,

	And sweet and strange desire o'er his tangled trouble welled.

	But bright flashed the eyes of Gudrun, and she said: "King, as for me,

	If thou sawest the heart in my bosom, what oath might better thee?

	Yet my words thy words shall cherish, as thy lips my lips have done.

	—Herewith I swear, O Sigurd, that the earth shall hate the sun,

	And the year desire but darkness, and the blossoms shrink from day,

	Ere my love shall fail, belovèd, or my longing pass away!"

	So they twain went hand in hand to stand before Giuki and Grimhild and the swart-haired Niblung brethren, and all these were glad-hearted when they marked their joy and goodlihead. Then Sigurd spake noble words of thanks to Giuki for all past kindness, and bade Giuki call him son because he had that day bidden Gudrun to wife, and he sware also to toil for her exalting and for the weal of all the Niblung kin. Thereto Giuki answered glad-hearted, "Hail, Sigurd, son of mine eld!" and called upon Grimhild the Queen to bless him.

	Thus was Sigurd troth-plight to the white-armed Gudrun, and all men were fain of their love and spake nought but praise of him.

	Hark now, on the morrow morning how the blast of the mighty horn

	From the builded Burg of the Niblungs goes over the acres shorn,

	And the roads are gay with the riders, and the bull in the stall is left,

	And the plough is alone in the furrow, and the wedge in the hole half-cleft;

	And late shall the ewes be folded, and the kine come home to the pail,

	And late shall the fires be litten in the outmost treeless dale:

	For men fare to the gate of Giuki and the ancient cloudy hall,

	And therein are the earls assembled and the kings wear purple and pall,

	And the flowers are spread beneath them, and the bench-cloths beaten with gold;

	And the walls are strange and wondrous with the noble stories told:

	For new-hung is the ancient dwelling with the golden spoils of the south,

	And men seem merry for ever, and the praise is in each man's mouth,

	And the name of Sigurd the Volsung, the King and the Serpent's Bane,

	Who exalteth the high this morning and blesseth the masters of gain:

	For men drink the bridal of Sigurd and the white-armed Niblung maid,

	And the best with the best shall be mingled, and the gold with the gold o'erlaid.

	So, fair in the hall is the feasting and men's hearts are uplifted on high,

	And they deem that the best of their life-days are surely drawing anigh,

	As now, one after other, uprise the scalds renowned,

	And their well-belovèd voices awake the hoped-for sound,

	In the midmost of the high-tide, and the joy of feasting lords.

	Then cometh a hush and a waiting, and the light of many swords

	Flows into the hall of Giuki by the doorway of the King,

	And amid those flames of battle the war-clad warriors bring

	The Cup of daring Promise and the hallowed Boar of Sôn,

	And men's hearts grow big with longing and great is the hope-tide grown;

	For bright the Son of Sigmund ariseth by the board

	And unwinds the knitted peace-strings that hamper Regin's Sword:

	Then fierce is the light on the high-seat as men set down the Cup

	Anigh the hand of Sigurd, and the edges blue rise up,

	And fall on the hallowed Wood-beast: as a trump of the woeful war

	Rings the voice of the mighty Volsung as he speaks the words of yore:

	"By the Earth that groweth and giveth, and by all the Earth's increase

	That is spent for Gods and man-folk; by the sun that shines on these;

	By the Salt-Sea-Flood that beareth the life and death of men;

	By the Heavens and Stars that change not, though earth die out again;

	By the wild things of the mountain, and the houseless waste and lone;

	By the prey of the Goths in the thicket and the holy Beast of Sôn,

	I hallow me to Odin for a leader of his host,

	To do the deeds of the Highest, and never count the cost:

	And I swear, that whatso great-one shall show the day and the deed,

	I shall ask not why nor wherefore, but the sword's desire shall speed:

	And I swear to seek no quarrel, nor to swerve aside for aught,

	Though the right and the left be blooming, and the straight way wend to nought:

	And I swear to abide and hearken the prayer of any thrall,

	Though the war-torch be on the threshold and the foemen's feet in the hall:

	And I swear to sit on my throne in the guise of the kings of the earth,

	Though the anguish past amending, and the unheard woe have birth:

	And I swear to wend in my sorrow that none shall curse mine eyes

	For the scowl that quelleth beseeching, and the hate that scorneth the wise.

	So help me Earth and Heavens, and the Under-sky and Seas,

	And the Stars in their ordered houses, and the Norns that order these!"

	And he drank of the Cup of the Promise, and fair as a star he shone,

	And all men rejoiced and wondered, and deemed Earth's glory won.

	Then came the girded maidens, and the slim earls' daughters poured,

	And uprose the dark-haired Gunnar and bare was the Niblung sword;

	Blue it gleamed in the hand of the folk-king as he laid it low on the Beast,

	And took oath as the Goths of aforetime in the hush of the people's feast:

	"I will work for the craving of Kings, and accomplish the will of the great,

	Nor ask what God withstandeth, nor hearken the tales of fate;

	When a King my life hath exalted, and wrought for my hope and my gain,

	For every deed he hath done me, thereto shall I fashion twain.

	I shall bear forth the fame of the Niblungs through all that hindereth;

	In my life shall I win great glory, and be merry in my death."

	So sweareth the lovely war-king and drinketh of the Cup,

	And the joy of the people waxeth and their glad cry goeth up.

	But again came the girded maidens: earls' daughters pour the wine,

	And bare is the blade of Hogni in the feast-hall over the Swine;

	Then he cries o'er the hallowed Wood-beast: "Earth, hearken, how I swear,

	To beseech no man for his helping, and to vex no God with prayer;

	And to seek out the will of the Norns, and look in the eyes of the curse;

	And to laugh while the love aboundeth, lest the glad world grow into worse;

	Then if in the murder I laugh not, O Earth, remember my name,

	And oft tell it aloud to the people for the Niblungs' fated shame!"

	Then he drank of the Cup of the Promise, and all men hearkened and deemed

	That his speech was great and valiant, and as one of the wise he seemed.

	Then the linen-folded maidens of the earl-folk lift the gold,

	But the earls look each on the other, and Guttorm's place behold,

	And empty it lieth before them; for the child hath wearied of peace,

	And he sits by the oars in the East-seas, and winneth fame's increase.

	Nor then, nor ever after, o'er the Holy Beast he spake,

	When mighty hearts were exalted for the golden Sigurd's sake.

	 

	Sigurd rideth with the Niblungs, and wooeth Brynhild for King Gunnar.

	Now it fell on a day of the spring-tide that followed on these things,

	That Sigurd fares to the meadows with Gunnar and Hogni the Kings;

	For afar is Guttorm the youngest, and he sails the Eastern Seas,

	And fares with war-shield hoisted to win him fame's increase.

	 

	There stay those Kings of the people alone in weed of war,

	And they cut a strip of the greensward on the meadow's daisied floor,

	And loosen it clean in the midst, while its ends in the earth abide;

	Then they heave its midmost aloft, and set on either side

	An ancient spear of battle writ round with words of worth;

	And these are the posts of the door, whose threshold is of the earth,

	And the skin of the earth is its lintel: but with war-glaives gleaming bare

	The Niblung Kings and Sigurd beneath the earth-yoke fare;

	Then each an arm-vein openeth, and their blended blood falls down

	On Earth the fruitful Mother where they rent her turfy gown:

	And then, when the blood of the Volsungs hath run with the Niblung blood,

	They kneel with their hands upon it and swear the brotherhood:

	Each man at his brother's bidding to come with the blade in his hand,

	Though the fire and the flood should sunder, and the very Gods withstand:

	Each man to love and cherish his brother's hope and will;

	Each man to avenge his brother when the Norns his fate fulfill:

	And now are they foster-brethren, and in such wise have they sworn

	As the God-born Goths of aforetime, when the world was newly born.

	But among the folk of the Niblungs goes forth the tale of the same,

	And men deem the tidings a glory and the garland of their fame.

	So is Sigurd yet with the Niblungs, and he loveth Gudrun his wife,

	And wendeth afield with the brethren to the days of the dooming of life;

	And nought his glory waneth, nor falleth the flood of praise:

	To every man he hearkeneth, nor gainsayeth any grace,

	And glad is the poor in the Doom-ring when he seeth his face mid the Kings,

	For the tangle straighteneth before him, and the maze of crookèd things.

	But the smile is departed from him, and the laugh of Sigurd the young,

	And of few words now is he waxen, and his songs are seldom sung.

	Howbeit of all the sad-faced was Sigurd loved the best;

	And men say: Is the king's heart mighty beyond all hope of rest?

	Lo, how he beareth the people! how heavy their woes are grown!

	So oft were a God mid the Goth-folk, if he dwelt in the world alone.

	Now Giuki the king was long grown old, and he died and was buried beneath a great earth-mound high on the mountains.

	So there lieth Giuki the King, mid steel and the glimmer of gold,

	As the sound of the feastful Niblungs round his misty house is rolled:

	But Gunnar is King of the people, and the chief of the Niblung land;

	A man beloved for his mercy, and his might and his open hand;

	A glorious king in the battle, a hearkener at the doom,

	A singer to sing the sun up from the heart of the midnight gloom.

	On a day sit the Kings in the high-seat when Grimhild saith to her son:

	"O Gunnar, King belovèd, a fair life hast thou won;

	On the flood, in the field hast thou wrought, and hung the chambers with gold;

	Far abroad mid many a people are the tidings of thee told:

	Now do a deed for thy mother and the hallowed Niblung hearth,

	Lest the house of the mighty perish, and our tale grow wan with dearth.

	If thou do the deed that I bid thee, and wed a wife of the Kings,

	No less shalt thou cleave the war-helms and scatter the ruddy rings."

	He said: "Meseemeth, mother, thou speakest not in haste,

	But hast sought and found beforehand, lest thy fair words fall to waste."

	She said: "Thou sayest the sooth; I have found the thing I sought:

	A Maid for thee is shapen, and a Queen for thee is wrought:

	In the waste land hard by Lymdale a marvellous hall is built,

	With its roof of the red gold beaten, and its wall-stones over-gilt:

	Afar o'er the heath men see it, but no man draweth nigher,

	For the garth that goeth about it is nought but the roaring fire,

	A white wall waving aloft; and no window nor wicket is there,

	Whereby the shielded earl-folk or the sons of the merchants may fare:

	But few things from me are hidden, and I know in that hall of gold

	Sits Brynhild, white as a wild-swan where the foamless seas are rolled;

	And the daughter of Kings of the world, and the sister of Queens is she,

	And wise, and Odin's Chooser, and the Breath of Victory:

	But for this cause sitteth she thus in the ring of the Wavering Flame,

	That no son of the Kings will she wed save the mightiest master of fame,

	And the man who knoweth not fear, and the man foredoomed of fate

	To ride through her Wavering Fire to the door of her golden gate:

	And for him she sitteth and waiteth, and him shall she cherish and love,

	Though the Kings of the world should withstand it, and the Gods that sit above.

	Speak thou, O mighty Gunnar!—nay rather, Sigurd my son,

	Say who but the lord of the Niblungs should wed with this glorious one?"

	Long Sigurd gazeth upon her, and slow he sayeth again:

	"I know thy will, my mother; of all the sons of men,

	Of all the Kings unwedded, and the kindred of the great,

	It is meet that my brother Gunnar should ride to her golden gate."

	 

	In the May-morn riseth Gunnar with fair face and gleaming eyes,

	And he calleth on Sigurd his brother, and he calleth on Hogni the wise:

	"Today shall we fare to the wooing, for so doth our mother bid;

	We shall go to gaze on marvels, and things from the King-folk hid."

	So they do on the best of their war-gear, and their steeds are dight for the road,

	And forth to the sun neigheth Greyfell as he neighed 'neath the Golden Load:

	But or ever they leap to the saddle, while yet in the door they stand,

	Thereto cometh Grimhild the wise-wife, and on each head layeth her hand,

	As she saith: "Be mighty and wise, as the kings that came before!

	For they knew of the ways of the Gods, and the craft of the Gods they bore:

	And they knew how the shapes of man-folk are the very images

	Of the hearts that abide within them, and they knew of the shaping of these.

	Be wise and mighty, O Kings, and look in mine heart and behold

	The craft that prevaileth o'er semblance, and the treasured wisdom of old!

	I hallow you thus for the day, and I hallow you thus for the night,

	And I hallow you thus for the dawning with my fathers' hidden might.

	Go now, for ye bear my will while I sit in the hall and spin;

	And tonight shall be the weaving, and tomorn the web shall ye win."

	So they leap to the saddles aloft, and they ride and speak no word,

	But the hills and the dales are awakened by the clink of the sheathèd sword:

	None looks in the face of the other, but the earth and the heavens gaze,

	And behold those kings of battle ride down the dusty ways.

	So they come to the Waste of Lymdale when the afternoon is begun,

	And afar they see the flame-blink on the grey sky under the sun:

	And they spur and speak no word, and no man to his fellow will turn;

	But they see the hills draw upward and the earth beginning to burn:

	And they ride, and the eve is coming, and the sun hangs low o'er the earth,

	And the red flame roars up to it from the midst of the desert's dearth.

	None turns or speaks to his brother, but the Wrath gleams bare and red,

	And blood-red is the Helm of Aweing on the golden Sigurd's head,

	And bare is the blade of Gunnar, and the first of the three he rides,

	And the wavering wall is before him and the golden sun it hides.

	Then the heart of a king's son failed not, but he tossed his sword on high

	And laughed as he spurred for the fire, and cried the Niblung cry;

	But the mare's son saw and imagined, and the battle-eager steed,

	That so oft had pierced the spear-hedge and never failed at need,

	Shrank back, and shrieked in his terror, and spite of spur and rein

	Fled fast as the foals unbitted on Odin's pasturing plain;

	Wide then he wheeled with Gunnar, but with hand and knee he dealt,

	And the voice of a lord belovèd, till the steed his master felt,

	And bore him back to the brethren; by Greyfell Sigurd stood,

	And stared at the heart of the fire, and his helm was red as blood;

	But Hogni sat in his saddle, and watched the flames up-roll;

	And he said: "Thy steed has failed thee that was once the noblest foal

	In the pastures of King Giuki; but since thine heart fails not,

	And thou wouldst not get thee backward and say, The fire was hot,

	And the voices pent within it were singing nought but death,

	Let Sigurd lend thee his steed that wore the Glittering Heath,

	And carried the Bed of the Serpent, and the ancient ruddy rings.

	So perchance may the mocks be lesser when men tell of the Niblung Kings."

	Then Sigurd looked on the twain, and he saw their swart hair wave

	In the wind of the waste and the flame-blast, and no answer awhile he gave.

	But at last he spake: "O brother, on Greyfell shalt thou ride,

	And do on the Helm of Aweing and gird the Wrath to thy side,

	And cover thy breast with the war-coat that is throughly woven of gold,

	That hath not its like in the heavens nor has earth of its fellow told:

	For this is the raiment of Kings when they ride the Flickering Fire,

	And so sink the flames before them and the might of their desire."

	Then Hogni laughed in his heart, and he said: "This changing were well

	If so might the deed be accomplished; but perchance there is more to tell:

	Thou shalt take the war-steed, Gunnar, and enough or nought it shall be:

	But the coal-blue gear of the Niblungs the golden hall shall see."

	Then Sigurd looked on the speaker, as one who would answer again,

	But his words died out on the waste and the fire-blast made them vain.

	Then he casteth the reins to his brother, and Gunnar praiseth his gift,

	And springeth aloft to the saddle as the fair sun fails from the lift;

	And Sigurd looks on the burden that Greyfell doth uprear,

	The huge king towering upward in the dusky Niblung gear:

	There sits the eager Gunnar, and his heart desires the deed,

	And of nought he recketh and thinketh, but a fame-stirred warrior's need;

	But Greyfell trembleth nothing and nought of the fire doth reck:

	Then the spurs in his flank are smitten, and the reins lie loose on his neck,

	And the sharp cry springeth from Gunnar—no handbreadth stirred the beast;

	The dusk drew on and over and the light of the fire increased,

	And still as a shard on the mountain in the sandy dale alone

	Was the shape of the cloudy Greyfell, nor moved he more than the stone;

	But right through the heart of the fire for ever Sigurd stared,

	As he stood in the gold red-litten with the Wrath's thin edges bared.

	No word for a while spake any, till Gunnar leaped to the earth,

	And the anger wrought within him, and the fierce words came to birth:

	"Who mocketh the King of the Niblungs in the desert land forlorn?

	Is it thou, O Sigurd the Stranger? is it thou, O younger-born?

	Dost thou laugh in the hall, O Mother? dost thou spin, and laugh at the tale

	That has drawn thy son and thine eldest to the sword and the blaze of the bale?

	Or thou, O God of the Goths, wilt thou hide and laugh thy fill,

	While the hands of the foster-brethren the blood of brothers spill?"

	But the awful voice of Sigurd across the wild went forth:

	"How changed are the words of Gunnar! where wend his ways of worth?

	I mock thee not in the desert, as I mocked thee not in the mead,

	When I swore beneath the turf-yoke to help thy fondest need:

	Nay, strengthen thine heart for the work, for the gift that thy manhood awaits;

	For I give thee a gift, O Niblung, that shall overload the Fates,

	And how may a King sustain it? but forbear with the dark to strive;

	For thy mother spinneth and worketh, and her craft is awake and alive."

	Then Hogni spake from the saddle: "The time, and the time is come

	To gather the might of our mother, and of her that spinneth at home.

	Forbear all words, O Gunnar, and anigh to Sigurd stand,

	And face to face behold him, and take his hand in thine hand:

	Then be thy will as his will, that his heart may mingle with thine,

	And the love that he sware 'neath the earth-yoke with thine hope may intertwine."

	Then the wrath from the Niblung slippeth and the shame that anger hath bred,

	And the heavy wings of the dreamtide flit over Gunnar's head:

	But he doth by his brother's bidding, and Sigurd's hand he takes,

	And he looks in the eyes of the Volsung, though scarce in the desert he wakes.

	There Hogni sits in the saddle aloof from the King's desire,

	And little his lips are moving, as he stares on the rolling fire,

	And mutters the spells of his mother, and the words she bade him say:

	But the craft of the kings of aforetime on those Kings of the battle lay;

	Dark night was spread behind them, and the fire flared up before,

	And unheard was the wind of the wasteland mid the white flame's wavering roar.

	Long Sigurd gazeth on Gunnar, till he sees, as through a cloud,

	The long black locks of the Niblung, and the King's face set and proud:

	Then the face is alone on the dark, and the dusky Niblung mail

	Is nought but the night before him: then whiles will the visage fail,

	And grow again as he gazeth, black hair and gleaming eyes,

	And fade again into nothing, as for more of vision he tries:

	Then all is nought but the night, yea the waste of an emptier thing,

	And the fire-wall Sigurd forgetteth, nor feeleth the hand of the King:

	Nay, what is it now he remembereth? it is nought that aforetime he knew,

	And no world is there left him to live in, and no deed to rejoice in or rue;

	But frail and alone he fareth, and as one in the sphere-stream's drift,

	By the starless empty places that lie beyond the lift:

	Then at last is he stayed in his drifting, and he saith, It is blind and dark;

	Yet he feeleth the earth at his feet, and there cometh a change and a spark,

	And away in an instant of time is the mirk of the dreamland rolled,

	And there is the fire-lit midnight, and before him an image of gold,

	A man in the raiment of Gods, nor fashioned worser than they:

	Full sad he gazeth on Sigurd from the great wide eyes and grey;

	And the Helm that Aweth the people is set on the golden hair,

	And the Mail of Gold enwraps him, and the Wrath in his hand is bare.

	Then Sigurd looks on his arm and his hand in his brother's hand,

	And thereon is the dark grey mail-gear well forged in the southern land;

	Then he looks on the sword that he beareth, and, lo, the eager blade

	That leaps in the hand of Gunnar when the kings are waxen afraid;

	And he turns his face o'er his shoulder, and the raven-locks hang down

	From the dark-blue helm of the Dwarf-folk, and the rings of the Niblung crown.

	Then a red flush riseth against him in the face ne'er seen before,

	Save dimly in the mirror or the burnished targe of war,

	And the foster-brethren sunder, and the clasped hands fall apart;

	But a change cometh over Sigurd, and the fierce pride leaps in his heart;

	He knoweth the soul of Gunnar, and the shaping of his mind;

	He seeketh the words of Sigurd, and Gunnar's voice doth he find,

	As he cries: "I know thy bidding; let the world be lief or loth,

	The child is unborn that shall hearken how Sigurd rued his oath!

	Well fare thou brother Gunnar! what deed shall I do this eve

	That I shall never repent of, that thine heart shall never grieve?

	What deed shall I do this even that none else may bring to the birth,

	Nay, not the King of the Niblungs, and the lord of the best of the earth?"

	The flames rolled up to the heavens, and the stars behind were bright,

	Dark Hogni sat on his war-steed, and stared out into the night,

	And there stood Gunnar the King in Sigurd's semblance wrapped,

	—As Sigurd walking in slumber, for in Grimhild's guile was he lapped,

	That his heart forgat his glory, and the ways of Odin's lords,

	And the thought was frozen within him, and the might of spoken words.

	But Sigurd leapeth on Greyfell, and the sword in his hand is bare,

	And the gold spurs flame on his heels, and the fire-blast lifteth his hair;

	Forth Greyfell bounds rejoicing, and they see the grey wax red,

	As unheard the war-gear clasheth, and the flames meet over his head,

	Yet a while they see him riding, as through the rye men ride,

	When the word goes forth in the summer of the kings by the ocean-side;

	But the fires were slaked before him and the wild-fire burned no more

	Than the ford of the summer waters when the rainy time is o'er.

	Not once turned Sigurd aback, nor looked o'er the ashy ring,

	To the midnight wilderness drear and the spell-drenched Niblung King:

	But he stayed and looked before him, and lo, a house high-built

	With its roof of the red gold beaten, and its wall-stones over-gilt:

	So he leapt adown from Greyfell, and came to that fair abode,

	And dark in the gear of the Niblungs through the gleaming door he strode:

	All light within was that dwelling, and a marvellous hall it was,

	But of gold were its hangings woven, and its pillars gleaming as glass,

	And Sigurd said in his heart, it was wrought erewhile for a God:

	But he looked athwart and endlong as alone its floor he trod,

	And lo, on the height of the daïs is upreared a graven throne,

	And thereon a woman sitting in the golden place alone;

	Her face is fair and awful, and a gold crown girdeth her head;

	And a sword of the kings she beareth, and her sun-bright hair is shed

	O'er the laps of the snow-white linen that ripples adown to her feet:

	As a swan on the billow unbroken ere the firth and the ocean meet,

	On the dark-blue cloths she sitteth, in the height of the golden place,

	Nor breaketh the hush of the hall, though her eyes be set on his face.

	Now he sees this is even the woman of whom the tale hath been told,

	E'en she that was wrought for the Niblungs, the bride ordained from of old,

	And hushed in the hall he standeth, and a long while looks in her eyes,

	And the word he hath shapen for Gunnar to his lips may never arise.

	The man in Gunnar's semblance looked long and knew no deed;

	And she looked, and her eyes were dreadful, and none would help her need.

	Then the image of Gunnar trembled, and the flesh of the War-King shrank;

	For he heard her voice on the silence, and his heart of her anguish drank:

	"King, King, who art thou that comest, thou lord of the cloudy gear?

	What deed for the weary-hearted shall thy strange hands fashion here?"

	The speech of her lips pierced through him like the point of the bitter sword,

	And he deemed that death were better than another spoken word;

	But he clencheth his hand on the war-blade, and setteth his face as the brass,

	And the voice of his brother Gunnar from out his lips doth pass:

	"When thou lookest on me, O Goddess, thou seest Gunnar the King,

	The King and the lord of the Niblungs, and the chief of their warfaring.

	But art thou indeed that Brynhild of whom is the rumour and fame,

	That she bideth the coming of kings to ride her Wavering Flame,

	Lest she wed the little-hearted, and the world grow evil and vile?

	For if thou be none other I will speak again in a while."

	She said: "Art thou Gunnar the Stranger! O art thou the man that I see?

	Yea, verily I am Brynhild; what other is like unto me?

	O men of the Earth behold me! hast thou seen, O labouring Earth,

	Such sorrow as my sorrow, or such evil as my birth?"

	Then spake the Wildfire's Trampler that Gunnar's image bore:

	"O Brynhild, mighty of women, be thou glorious evermore!

	Thou seest Gunnar the Niblung, as he sits mid the Niblung lords,

	And rides with the gods of battle in the fore-front of the swords."

	 

	Hard rang his voice in the hall, and a while she spake no word,

	And there stood the Image of Gunnar, and leaned on his bright blue sword:

	But at last she cried from the high-seat: "If I yet am alive and awake,

	I know no words for the speaking, nor what answer I may make."

	She ceased and he answered nothing; and a hush on the hall there lay

	And the moon slipped over the windows as he clomb the heavenly way;

	And no whit stirred the raiment of Brynhild: till she hearkened the Wooer's voice,

	As he said: "Thou art none of the women that swear and forswear and rejoice,

	Forgetting the sorrow of kings and the Gods and the labouring earth.

	Thou shall wed with King Gunnar the Niblung and increase his worth with thy worth."

	 

	So spake he in semblance of Gunnar, and from off his hand he drew

	A ring of the spoils of the Southland, a marvel seen but of few,

	And he set the ring on her finger, and she turned to her lord and spake:

	"I thank thee, King, for thy goodwill, and thy pledge of love I take.

	Depart with my troth to thy people: but ere full ten days are o'er

	I shall come to the Sons of the Niblungs, and then shall we part no more

	Till the day of the change of our life-days, when Odin and Freyia shall call.

	Lo, here, my gift of the morning! 'twas my dearest treasure of all;

	But thou art become its master, and for thee was it fore-ordained,

	Since thou art the man of mine oath and the best that the earth hath gained."

	And lo, 'twas the Grief of Andvari, and the lack that made him loth,

	The last of the God-folk's ransom, the Ring of Hindfell's oath;

	Now on Sigurd's hand it shineth, and long he looketh thereon,

	But it gave him back no memories of the days that were bygone.

	 

	So forth from the hall goes the Wooer, and slow and slow he goes,

	As a conquered king from his city fares forth to meet his foes;

	And he taketh the reins of Greyfell, nor yet will back him there,

	But afoot through the cold slaked ashes of yester-eve doth fare,

	With his eyes cast down to the earth; till he heareth the wind, and a cry,

	And raiseth a face brow-knitted and beholdeth men anigh,

	And beholdeth Hogni the King set grey on his coal-black steed,

	And beholdeth the image of Sigurd, the King in the golden weed:

	Then he stayeth and stareth astonished and setteth his hand to his sword;

	Till Hogni cries from his saddle, and his word is a kindly word:

	"Hail, brother, the King of the people! hail, helper of my kin!

	Again from the death and the trouble great gifts hast thou set thee to win

	For thy friends and the Niblung children, and hast crowned thine earthly fame,

	And increased thine exceeding glory and the sound of thy lovèd name."

	Nought Sigurd spake in answer but looked straight forth with a frown,

	And stretched out his hand to Gunnar, as one that claimeth his own.

	Then no word speaketh Gunnar, but taketh his hand in his hand,

	And they look in the eyes of each other, and a while in the desert they stand

	Till the might of Grimhild prevaileth, and the twain are as yester-morn;

	But sad was the golden Sigurd, though his eyes knew nought of scorn;

	And he spake: "It is finished, O Gunnar! and I will that our brotherhood

	May endure through the good and the evil as it sprang in the days of the good:

	But I bid thee look to the ending, that the deed I did yest'reve

	Bear nought for me to repent of, for thine heart of hearts to grieve.

	Thou art troth-plight, O King of the Niblungs, to Brynhild Queen of the earth,

	She hath sworn thine heart to cherish and increase thy worth with her worth:

	She shall come to the house of Gunnar ere ten days are past and o'er;

	And thenceforth the life of Brynhild shall part from thy life no more,

	Till the doom of our kind shall speed you, and Odin and Freyia shall call,

	And ye bide the Day of the Battle, and the uttermost changing of all."

	The praise and thanks they gave him! the words of love they spake!

	The tale that the world should hear of, deeds done for Sigurd's sake!

	They were lovely might you hear them: but they lack; for in very deed

	Their sound was clean forgotten in the day of Sigurd's need.

	 

	So that night in the hall of the ancient they hold high-tide again,

	And the Gods on the Southland hangings smile out full fair and fain,

	And the song goes up of Sigurd, and the praise of his fame fulfilled,

	But his speech in the dead sleep lieth, and the words of his wisdom are chilled:

	And men say, the King is careful, for he thinks of the people's weal,

	And his heart is afraid for our trouble, lest the Gods our joyance steal.

	But that night, when the feast was over, to Gudrun Sigurd came,

	And she noted the ring on his finger, and she knew it was nowise the same

	As the ring he was wont to carry; so she bade him tell thereof:

	Then he turned unto her kindly, and his words were words of love;

	Nor his life nor his death he heeded, but told her last night's tale:

	Yea, he drew forth the sword for his slaying, and whetted the edges of bale;

	For he took that Gold of Andvari, that Curse of the uttermost land,

	And he spake as a king that loveth, and set it on her hand;

	But her heart was exceeding joyous, as he kissed her sweet and soft,

	And bade her bear it for ever, that she might remember him oft

	When his hand from the world was departed and he sat in Odin's home.

	 

	How Brynhild was wedded to Gunnar the Niblung.

	So ten days wore over, and on the morrow-morn the folk were all astir in the Niblung house, till the watchers on the towers cried to them tidings of a goodly company drawing nigh upon the road. Then the Niblungs got them to horse in glittering-gay raiment and went forth to meet the people of Brynhild.

	First rode bands of maidens arrayed in fine linen and blue-broidered cloaks, and after them came a golden wain with horses of snowy white and bench-cloths of blue, and therein sat Brynhild alone, clad in swan-white raiment and crowned with gold. Then they hailed her sweet and goodly, and so she entered the darksome gate-way and came within the Niblung Burg.

	So fair in the sun of the forecourt doth Brynhild's wain shine bright,

	And the huge hall riseth before her, and the ernes cry out from its height,

	And there by the door of the Niblungs she sees huge warriors stand,

	Dark-clad, by the shoulders greater than the best of any land,

	And she knoweth the chiefs of the Niblungs, the dreaded dukes of war:

	But one in cloudy raiment stands a very midst the door,

	And ruddy and bright is his visage, and his black locks wave in the wind,

	And she knoweth the King of the Niblungs and the man she came to find:

	Then nought she lingered nor loitered, but stepped to the earth adown

	With right-hand reached to the War-God, the wearer of the crown;

	And she said:

	"I behold thee, Gunnar, the King of War that rode

	Through the waves of the Flickering Fire to the door of mine abode,

	 

	"And for this I needs must deem thee the best of all men born,

	The highest-hearted, the greatest, the staunchest of thy love:

	And that such the world yet holdeth, my heart is fain thereof:

	And for thee I deem was I fashioned, and for thee the oath I swore

	In the days of my glory and wisdom, ere the days of youth were o'er.

	 

	"May the fire ne'er stay thy glory, nor the ocean-flood thy fame!

	Through ages of all ages may the wide world praise thy name!

	Yea, oft may the word be spoken when low we lie at rest;

	'It befell in the days of Gunnar, the happiest and the best!'

	All this may the high Gods give thee, and thereto a gift I give,

	The body of Queen Brynhild so long as both we live."

	With unmoved face, unfaltering, the blessing-words she said,

	But the joy sprang up in Gunnar and increased his goodlihead,

	And he cast his arms about her and kissed her on the mouth,

	And he said:

	"The gift is greater than all treasure of the south;

	As glad as my heart this moment, so glad may be thy life,

	And the world be never weary of the joy of Gunnar's wife!"

	She spake no word, and smiled not, but she held his hand henceforth.

	And he said; "Now take the greetings of my men, the most of worth."

	Then she turned her face to the war-dukes, and hearkened to their praise,

	And she spake in few words sweetly, and blessed their coming days.

	Then again spake Gunnar and said: "Lo, Hogni my brother is this;

	But Guttorm is far on the East-seas, and seeketh the warrior's bliss;

	A third there is of my brethren, and my house holds none so great;

	In the hall by the side of my sister thy face doth he await."

	Then Brynhild gave fair greeting to Hogni, but anon she turned and questioned Gunnar of his words concerning that brother who awaited her in the hall. "I deemed the sons of Giuki had been but three," said Brynhild. "This fourth, this hall-abider the mighty,—is he akin to thee?"

	And Gunnar answered:

	"He is nought of our blood,

	But the Gods have sent him to usward to work us measureless good:

	It is even Sigurd the Volsung, the best man ever born,

	The man that the Gods withstand not, my friend, and my brother sworn."

	She heard the name, and she changed not, but her feet went forth as he led,

	And under the cloudy roof-tree Queen Brynhild bowed her head.

	Then, were there a man so ancient as had lived beyond his peers

	On the earth, that beareth all things, a twice-told tale of years,

	He had heard no sound so mighty as the shout that shook the wall

	When Brynhild's feet unhearkened first trod the Niblung hall.

	No whit the clamour stirred her; but her godlike eyes she raised

	And betwixt the hedge of the earl-folk on the golden high-seat gazed,

	And the man that sat by Gudrun: but e'en as the rainless cloud

	Ere the first of the tempest ariseth the latter sun doth shroud,

	And men look round and shudder, so Grimhild came between

	The silent golden Sigurd and the eyes of the mighty Queen,

	And again heard Brynhild greeting, and again she spake and said:

	"O Mother of the Niblungs, such hap be on thine head,

	As thy love for me, the stranger, was past the pain of words!

	Mayst thou see thy son's sons glorious in the meeting of the swords!

	Mayst thou sleep and doubt thee nothing of the fortunes of thy race!

	Mayst thou hear folk call yon high-seat the earth's most happy place!"

	Then the Wise-wife hushed before her, and a little fell aside,

	And nought from the eyes of Brynhild the high-seat now did hide;

	And the face so long desired, unchanged from time agone,

	In the house of the Cloudy People from the Niblung high-seat shone:

	She stood with her hand in Gunnar's, and all about and around

	Were the unfamiliar faces, and the folk that day had found;

	But her heart ran back through the years, and yet her lips did move

	With the words she spake on Hindfell, when they plighted troth of love.

	Lo, Sigurd fair on the high-seat by the white-armed Gudrun's side,

	In the midst of the Cloudy People, in the dwelling of their pride!

	His face is exceeding glorious and awful to behold;

	For of all his sorrow he knoweth and his hope smit dead and cold:

	The will of the Norns is accomplished, and, lo, they wend on their ways,

	And leave the mighty Sigurd to deal with the latter days:

	The Gods look down from heaven, and the lonely King they see,

	And sorrow over his sorrow, and rejoice in his majesty.

	For the will of the Norns is accomplished, and outworn is Grimhild's spell,

	And nought now shall blind or help him, and the tale shall be to tell:

	He hath seen the face of Brynhild, and he knows why she hath come,

	And that his is the hand that hath drawn her to the Cloudy People's home:

	He knows of the net of the days, and the deeds that the Gods have bid,

	And no whit of the sorrow that shall be from his wakened soul is hid:

	And his glory his heart restraineth, and restraineth the hand of the strong

	From the hope of the fools of desire and the wrong that amendeth wrong.

	 

	And Brynhild's face drew near him with eyes grown stern and strange.

	 

	Now she stands on the floor of the high-seat, and for e'en so little a space

	As men may note delaying, she looketh on Sigurd's face,

	Ere she saith:

	"I have greeted many in the Niblungs' house today,

	And for thee is the last of my greetings ere the feast shall wear away:

	Hail, Sigurd, son of the Volsungs! hail, lord of Odin's storm!

	Hail, rider of the wasteland and slayer of the Worm!

	If aught thy soul shall desire while yet thou livest on earth,

	I pray that thou mayst win it, nor forget its might and worth."

	All grief, sharp scorn, sore longing, stark death in her voice he knew,

	But gone forth is the doom of the Norns, and what shall he answer thereto,

	While the death that amendeth lingers? and they twain shall dwell for awhile

	In the Niblung house together by the hearth that forged the guile.

	 

	So he spake as a King of the people in whom all fear is dead,

	And his anguish no man noted, as the greeting-words he said:

	"Hail, fairest of all things fashioned! hail, thou desire of eyes!

	Hail, chooser of the mightiest, and teacher of the wise!

	Hail, wife of my brother Gunnar! in might may thy days endure,

	And in peace without a trouble that the world's weal may be sure!"

	 

	But the song sprang up in the hall, and the eagles cried from above

	And forth to the freshness of May went the joyance of the feast:

	And Sigurd sat with the Niblungs, and gave ear to most and to least.

	And showed no sign to the people of the grief that on him lay;

	Nor seemeth he worser to any than he was on the yesterday.

	 

	Of the Contention betwixt the Queens.

	So now must Sigurd and Brynhild abide together in the Burg of the Niblungs, yet each must bear the burden of sorrow alone. Brynhild held close converse with Gudrun, and behaved humbly towards her lest strife should arise between them. But Gudrun, filled with pride that she was the wife of so great a man as Sigurd, deemed it a little matter that all others should give her honour, and knowing how Sigurd had ridden the fire, she cherished great scorn of Gunnar and Brynhild in her heart, and her pride waxed daily greater.

	Of the heart-wise Hogni men tell how he grew wiser day by day and more learned in the craft of his mother Grimhild.

	As for Gunnar, he lived with Brynhild in great honour and praise from all men, but the thought of how Sigurd had ridden the fire in his semblance lay heavy upon him. He brooded thereon in bitterness and envy, and the lie shadowed his life-days so that he had but small joy in his wife.

	And Grimhild, marking his heavy mood, wrought upon him with cunning words and he gave ear to her. For ever she spake of kings' supplanters who bear away the praise from their lords after great deeds are done, and often her talk was of the mighty power that he holdeth who knoweth the shame of a king. So Gunnar hearkened and ill thoughts grew within him.

	But fair-faced, calm as a God who hath none to call his foes,

	Betwixt the Kings and the people the golden Sigurd goes;

	No knowledge of man he lacketh, and the lore he gained of old

	From the ancient heart of the Serpent and the Wallower on the Gold

	Springs fresh in the soul of Sigurd; the heart of Hogni he sees,

	And the heart of his brother Gunnar, and he grieveth sore for these.

	 

	It was most in these latter days that his fame went far abroad,

	The helper, the overcomer, the righteous sundering sword;

	The loveliest King of the King-folk, the man of sweetest speech,

	Whose ear is dull to no man that his helping shall beseech;

	The eye-bright seer of all things, that wasteth every wrong,

	The straightener of the crooked, the hammer of the strong:

	Lo, such was the Son of Sigmund in the days whereof I tell,

	The dread of the doom and the battle; and all children loved him well.

	Now Gudrun's scorn of Brynhild waxed greater as she thought on the knowledge that she held, and it needed but a little that she should speak out the whole tale.

	Such was her mind when it befell her to go with Brynhild to bathe in the Niblung river. There it chanced that they fell to talk of their husbands, and Gudrun named Sigurd the best of the world. Thereat Brynhild, stung by her love for Sigurd and the memory of his broken troth,—for so she deemed it,—cried out, saying: "Thy lord is but Gunnar's serving man to do his bidding, but my mate is the King of King-folk, who rode the Wavering Fire and hath dared very death to win me."

	Then Gudrun held out her hand and a golden gleam shone on her finger, at the sight whereof Brynhild waxed wan as a dead woman. "Lo," said Gudrun, "I had Andvari's ring of Sigurd, and indeed thou sayest truly, that he did Gunnar's bidding, for he took the King's semblance and hid his own shape in Gunnar's. Thus he wooed the bride for Gunnar and for Gunnar rode the fire, and now by this token mayest thou know whether thy husband is truly the best of Kings." And Brynhild spake no word in answer, but clad herself in haste and fled from the river, and Gudrun followed her in triumph of heart.

	Yet as the day wore on she repented of her words and feared the deeds that Brynhild might do, and at even she sought her alone and craved pardon. Then spake Brynhild the Queen: "I repent me of my bitter words this day, yet one thing I beseech thee,—do thou say that thou hadst the ring of Gunnar and not of Sigurd, lest I be shamed before all men." "What?" said Gudrun; "hast thou heard that the wives of the Niblungs lie? Nay, Sigurd it was who set this ring on my finger and therewith he told me the shame of my brother Gunnar,—how his glory was turned to a scoff."

	And Brynhild seeing that the tale of the deceiving wrought against her might not be hidden, lifted her voice and cursed the house of the Niblungs wherein she had suffered such woe. So the queens parted in great wrath and bitterness.

	 

	Of the exceeding great grief and mourning of Brynhild.

	Now on the morrow it was known that Brynhild was sick, nor would she reveal the cause to any. Then Gunnar besought her to be comforted and to show what ailed her, but for a long while he might win no word in answer. Thereat the evil thoughts that Grimhild had sown in his heart grew strong, and he cried in bitter anger: "Lo, Brynhild, I deem thou art sick for love of my foe, the supplanter of Kings, he who hath shone like a serpent this long while past amidst the honour of our kin."

	Then at last was Brynhild moved to look on him, and she besought him, saying: "Swear to me, Gunnar, that I may live, and say that thou gavest Andvari's ring to Gudrun—thou, and not thy captain of war." Thereby Gunnar understood that all his falsehood was known to her, so that never again might they two have any joy together. He had no answering word, but turned from her and departed, for bitter shame was come on him and hatred of Sigurd burnt in his soul like fire.

	Then as evening drew on, boding of evil fell on Gudrun, and she sought her brothers that they might plead with Brynhild to pardon her and forget her bitter taunts.

	But Gunnar she found seated alone arrayed in his war-gear and on his knees lay his sword, neither would he hear any word of further pleading with Brynhild.

	Then sought she Hogni, and behold, he was in the like guise, and sat as one that waits for a foe. So she sped to Sigurd, but chill fear fell on her beholding him, for he was dight in the Helm of Aweing and his golden hauberk, and the Wrath lay on his knees, neither would he then speak to Brynhild.

	So that heavy night passed away and there was but little sleep in the abode of the Niblungs. And with the dawn Sigurd arose and sought Brynhild's chamber where she lay as one dead. Like a pillar of light he stood in the sunshine and the Wrath rattled by his side. And Brynhild looked on him and said: "Art thou come to behold me? Thou—the mightiest and the worst of my betrayers." Then for very grief the breast of Sigurd heaved so that the rings of his byrny burst asunder and he cried: "O live, Brynhild beloved! For hereafter shalt thou know of the snare and the lie that entrapped us and the measureless grief of my soul." "It is o'erlate," said Brynhild, "for I may live no longer and the gods have forgotten the earth." And in such despair must he leave her.

	 

	Of the slaying of Sigurd the Volsung.

	Then at high noon Brynhild sent for Gunnar and sought to whet him to the slaying of Sigurd, for to such hatred was her love turned.

	"I look upon thee," said Brynhild, "I know thy race and thy name,

	Yet meseems the deed thou sparest, to amend thine evil and shame."

	"Nought, nought," he said, "may amend it, save the hungry eyeless sword,

	And the war without hope or honour, and the strife without reward."

	"Thou hast spoken the word," said Brynhild, "if the word is enough, it is well.

	Let us eat and drink and be merry, that all men of our words may tell!"

	"O all-wise woman," said Gunnar, "what deed lieth under the tongue?

	What day for the dearth of the people, when the seed of thy sowing hath sprung?"

	She said: "Our garment is Shame, and nought the web shall rend,

	Save the day without repentance, and the deed that nought may amend."

	"Speak, mighty of women," said Gunnar, "and cry out the name and the deed

	That the ends of the Earth may hearken, and the Niblungs' grievous Need."

	"To slay," she said, "is the deed, to slay a King ere the morn,

	And the name is Sigurd the Volsung, my love and thy brother sworn."

	She turned and departed from him, and he knew not whither she went;

	But he took his sword from the girdle and the peace-strings round it rent,

	And into the house he gat him, and the sunlit fair abode,

	But his heart in the mid-mirk waded, as through the halls he strode,

	Till he came to a chamber apart; and Grimhild his mother was there,

	And there was his brother Hogni in the cloudy Niblung gear:

	Him-seemed there was silence between them as of them that have spoken, and wait

	Till the words of their mouths be accomplished by slow unholpen Fate:

	But they turned to the door, and beheld him, and he took his sheathèd sword

	And cast it adown betwixt them, and it clashed half bare on the board,

	And Grimhild spake as it clattered: "For whom are the peace-strings rent?

	For whom is the blood-point whetted and the edge of thine intent?"

	He said: "For the heart of Sigurd; and thus all is rent away

	Betwixt this word and his slaying, save a little hour of day."

	 

	Again spake Grimhild the wise-wife: "Where then is Guttorm the brave?

	For he blent not his blood with the Volsung's, nor his oath to Sigurd gave,

	Nor called on Earth to witness, nor went beneath the yoke;

	And now is he Sigurd's foeman; and who may curse his stroke?"

	Then Hogni laughed and answered: "His feet on the threshold stand:

	Forged is thy sword, O Mother, and its hilts are come to hand.

	 

	"Ho, Guttorm, enter, and hearken to the counsel of the wise!"

	Then in through the door strode Guttorm fair-clad in hunter's guise,

	With no steel save his wood-knife girded; but his war-fain eyes stared wild,

	As he spake: "What words are ye hiding from the youngest Niblung child?

	What work is to win, my brethren, that ye sit in warrior's weed,

	And tell me nought of the glory, and cover up the deed?"

	Then uprose Grimhild the wise-wife, and took the cup again;

	Night-long had she brewed that witch-drink and laboured not in vain.

	For therein was the creeping venom, and hearts of things that prey

	On the hidden lives of ocean, and never look on day;

	And the heart of the ravening wood-wolf and the hunger-blinded beast

	And the spent slaked heart of the wild-fire the guileful cup increased:

	But huge words of ancient evil about its rim were scored,

	The curse and the eyeless craving of the first that fashioned sword.

	So the cup in her hand was gleaming, as she turned unto Guttorm and spake:

	"Be merry, King of the War-fain! we hold counsel for thy sake:

	The work is a God's son's slaying, and thine is the hand that shall smite,

	That thy name may be set in, glory and thy deeds live on in light."

	Forth flashed the flame from his eyen, and he cried: "Where then is the foe,

	This dread of mine house and my brethren, that my hand may lay him alow?"

	"Drink, son," she said, "and be merry! and I shall tell his name,

	Whose death shall crown thy life-days, and increase thy fame with his fame."

	He drinketh and craveth for battle, and his hand for a sword doth seek,

	And he looketh about on his brethren, but his lips no word may speak;

	They speak the name, and he hears not, and again he drinks of the cup

	And knows not friend nor kindred, and the wrath in his heart wells up,

	That no God may bear unmingled, and he cries a wordless cry,

	As the last of the day is departing and the dusk time drawing anigh.

	Then Grimhild goes from the chamber, and bringeth his harness of war,

	And therewith they array his body, and he drinketh the cup once more,

	And his heart is set on the murder, and now may he understand

	What soul is dight for the slaying, and what quarry is for his hand.

	For again they tell him of Sigurd, and the man he remembereth,

	And praiseth his mighty name and his deeds that laughed on death.

	Now dusk and dark draw over, and through the glimmering house

	They go to the place of the Niblungs, the high hall and glorious;

	For hard by is the chamber of Sigurd: there dight in their harness of war

	In their thrones sit Gunnar and Hogni, but Guttorm stands on the floor

	With his blue blade naked before them: the torches flare from the wall

	And the woven God-folk waver, but the hush is deep in the hall,

	And those Niblung faces change not, though the slow moon slips from her height

	And earth is acold ere dawning, and new winds shake the night.

	Now it was in the earliest dawn-dusk that Guttorm stirred in his place,

	And the mail-rings tinkled upon him, as he turned his helm-hid face,

	And went forth from the hall and the high-seat; but the Kings sat still in their pride

	And hearkened the clash of his going and heeded how it died.

	Slow, all alone goeth Guttorm to Sigurd's chamber door,

	And all is open before him, and the white moon lies on the floor

	And the bed where Sigurd lieth with Gudrun on his breast,

	And light comes her breath from her bosom in the joy of infinite rest.

	Then Guttorm stands on the threshold, and his heart of the murder is fain,

	And he thinks of the deeds of Sigurd, and praiseth his greatness and gain;

	Bright blue is his blade in the moonlight—but lo, how Sigurd lies,

	As the carven dead that die not, with fair wide-open eyes;

	And their glory gleameth on Guttorm, and the hate in his heart is chilled,

	And he shrinketh aback from the threshold and knoweth not what he willed.

	Thereon he turned him again to the hall, and the Kings beheld his unstained sword in the torch-light, but they cast him never a word. Then shame and wrath urged him and he wended the second time to Sigurd's chamber, but yet again the dread eyes of the Volsung were open and he fled from their light to his biding brethren.

	Now dieth moon and candle, and though the day be nigh

	The roof of the hall fair-builded seems far aloof as the sky,

	But a glimmer grows on the pavement and the ernes on the roof-ridge stir:

	Then the brethren hist and hearken, for a sound of feet they hear,

	And into the hall of the Niblungs a white thing cometh apace:

	But the sword of Guttorm upriseth, and he wendeth from his place,

	And the clash of steel goes with him; yet loud as it may sound

	Still more they hear those footsteps light-falling on the ground,

	And the hearts of the Niblungs waver, and their pride is smitten acold,

	For they look on that latest comer, and Brynhild they behold:

	But she sits by their side in silence, and heeds them nothing more

	Than the grey soft-footed morning heeds yester-even's war.

	But Guttorm clashed in the cloisters and through the silence strode

	And scarce on the threshold of Sigurd a little while abode;

	There the moon from the floor hath departed and heaven without is grey,

	And afar in the eastern quarter faint glimmer streaks of day.

	Close over the head of Sigurd the Wrath gleams wan and bare,

	And the Niblung woman stirreth, and her brow is knit with fear;

	But the King's closed eyes are hidden, loose lie his empty hands,

	There is nought 'twixt the sword of the slayer and the Wonder of all Lands.

	Then Guttorm laughed in his war-rage, and his sword leapt up on high,

	As he sprang to the bed from the threshold and cried a wordless cry,

	And with all the might of the Niblungs through Sigurd's body thrust,

	And turned and fled from the chamber, and fell amid the dust,

	Within the door and without it, the slayer slain by the slain;

	For the cast of the sword of Sigurd had smitten his body atwain

	While yet his cry of onset through the echoing chambers went.

	Woe's me! how the house of the Niblungs by another cry was rent,

	The wakening wail of Gudrun, as she shrank in the river of blood

	From the breast of the mighty Sigurd: he heard it and understood,

	And rose up on the sword of Guttorm, and turned from the country of death,

	And spake words of loving-kindness as he strove for life and breath:

	"Wail not, O child of the Niblungs! I am smitten, but thou shall live,

	In remembrance of our glory, mid the gifts the Gods shall give!"

	She stayed her cry to hearken, and her heart well nigh stood still:

	But he spake: "Mourn not, O Gudrun, this stroke is the last of ill;

	Fear leaveth the House of the Niblungs on this breaking of the morn;

	Mayst thou live, O woman belovèd, unforsaken, unforlorn!"

	Then he sank aback on the sword, and down to his lips she bent

	If some sound therefrom she might hearken; for his breath was well-nigh spent:

	"It is Brynhild's deed," he murmured, "and the woman that loves me well;

	Nought now is left to repent of, and the tale abides to tell.

	I have done many deeds in my life-days, and all these, and my love, they lie

	In the hollow hand of Odin till the day of the world go by.

	I have done and I may not undo, I have given and I take not again:

	Art thou other than I, Allfather, wilt thou gather my glory in vain?"

	There was silence then in the chamber, as the dawn spread wide and grey,

	And hushed was the hall of the Niblungs at the entering-in of day.

	Long Gudrun hung o'er the Volsung and waited the coming word;

	Then she stretched out her hand to Sigurd and touched her love and her lord,

	And the broad day fell on his visage, and she knew she was there alone,

	And her heart was wrung with anguish and she uttered a weary moan:

	Then Brynhild laughed in the hall, and the first of men's voices was that

	Since when on yester-even the kings in the high-seat had sat.

	 

	In the house rose rumour and stir, and men stood up in the morn,

	And their hearts with doubt were shaken, as if with the Uttermost Horn:

	The cry and the calling spread, and shields clashed down from the wall,

	And swords in the chamber glittered, and men ran apace to the hall.

	Nor knew what man to question, nor who had tidings to give,

	Nor what were the days thenceforward wherein the folk should live.

	But ever the word is amongst them that Sigurd the Volsung is slain,

	And the spears in the hall were tossing as the rye in the windy plain.

	But they look aloft to the high-seat and they see the gleam of the gold:

	And Gunnar the King of battle, and Hogni wise and cold,

	And Brynhild the wonder of women; and her face is deadly pale,

	And the Kings are clad in their war-gear, and bared are the edges of bale.

	Then cold fear falleth upon them, but the noise and the clamour abate,

	And they look on the war-wise Gunnar and awhile for his word they wait;

	But e'en as he riseth above them, doth a shriek through the tumult ring;

	"Awake, O House of the Niblungs, for slain is Sigurd the King!"

	Then nothing faltered Gunnar, but he stood o'er the Niblung folk,

	And over the hall woe-stricken the words of pride he spoke:

	"Mourn now, O Niblung people, for gone is Sigurd our guest,

	And Guttorm the King is departed, and this is our day of unrest;

	But all this of the Norns was fore-ordered, and herein is Odin's hand;

	Cast down are the mighty of men-folk, but the Niblung house shall stand:

	Mourn then today and tomorrow, but the third day waken and live,

	For the Gods died not this morning, and great gifts they have to give."

	He spake and awhile was silence, and then did the cry outbreak,

	And many there were of the Earl-folk that wept for Sigurd's sake;

	And they wept for their little children, and they wept for those unborn,

	Who should know the earth without him and the world of his worth forlorn.

	 

	So rent is the joy of the Niblungs; and their simple days and fain

	From that ancient house are departed, and who shall buy them again?

	For he, the redeemer, the helper, the crown of all their worth,

	They looked upon him and wondered, they loved, and they thrust him forth.

	 

	Of the mighty Grief of Gudrun over Sigurd dead.

	But as for the grief of Gudrun over Sigurd no man may tell it. Long she lay on his body and spent herself in weeping, but at last she arose and cursed Brynhild and Gunnar and all the Niblung house, saying:

	"O hearken, hearken Gunnar! May the dear Gold drag thee adown,

	And Greyfell's ruddy Burden, and the Treasure of renown,

	And the rings that ye swore the oath on! yea, if all avengers die,

	May Earth, that ye bade remember, on the blood of Sigurd cry!

	Be this land as waste as the troth-plight that the lips of fools have sworn!

	May it rain through this broken hall-roof, and snow on the hearth forlorn!

	And may no man draw anigh it to tell of the ruin and the wrack!

	Yea, may I be a mock for the idle if my feet come ever aback,

	If my heart think kind of the chambers, if mine eyes shall yearn to behold

	The fair-built house of my fathers, the house beloved of old!"

	And therewith Gudrun fled forever from the Burg of the Niblungs, and none dared hinder or follow her, and none knew whither she turned for refuge.

	 

	Of the passing away of Brynhild.

	Once more on the morrow-morning fair shineth the glorious sun,

	And the Niblung children labour on a deed that shall be done.

	For out in the people's meadows they raise a bale on high,

	The oak and the ash together, and thereon shall the Mighty lie;

	Nor gold nor steel shall be lacking, nor savour of sweet spice,

	Nor cloths in the Southlands woven, nor webs of untold price;

	The work grows, toil is as nothing; long blasts of the mighty horn

	From the topmost tower out-wailing o'er the woeful world are borne.

	 

	But Brynhild cried to her maidens: "Now open ark and chest,

	And draw forth queenly raiment of the loveliest and the best,

	Red rings that the Dwarf-lords fashioned, fair cloths that queens have sewed,

	To array the bride for the mighty, and the traveller for the road."

	They wept as they wrought her bidding and did on her goodliest gear;

	But she laughed mid the dainty linen, and the gold-rings fashioned fair:

	She arose from the bed of the Niblungs, and her face no more was wan;

	As a star in the dawn-tide heavens, mid the dusky house she shone:

	And they that stood about her, their hearts were raised aloft

	Amid their fear and wonder: then she spake them kind and soft:

	"Now give me the sword, O maidens, wherewith I sheared the wind

	When the Kings of Earth were gathered to know the Chooser's mind."

	All sheathed the maidens brought it, and feared the hidden blade,

	But the naked blue-white edges across her knees she laid,

	And spake: "The heaped-up riches, the gear my fathers left,

	All dear-bought woven wonders, all rings from battle reft,

	All goods of men desired, now strew them on the floor,

	And so share among you, maidens, the gifts of Brynhild's store."

	 

	Then upright by the bed of the Niblungs for a moment doth she stand,

	And the blade flasheth bright in the chamber, but no more they hinder her hand

	Than if a God were smiting to rend the world in two:

	Then dulled are the glittering edges, and the bitter point cleaves through

	The breast of the all-wise Brynhild, and her feet from the pavement fail,

	And the sigh of her heart is hearkened mid the hush of the maidens' wail.

	Chill, deep is the fear upon them, but they bring her aback to the bed,

	And her hand is yet on the hilts, and sidelong droopeth her head.

	Then there cometh a cry from withoutward, and Gunnar's hurrying feet

	Are swift on the kingly threshold, and Brynhild's blood they meet.

	Low down o'er the bed he hangeth and hearkeneth for her word,

	And her heavy lids are opened to look on the Niblung lord,

	And she saith:

	"I pray thee a prayer, the last word in the world I speak,

	That ye bear me forth to Sigurd, and the hand my hand would seek;

	The bale for the dead is builded, it is wrought full wide on the plain,

	It is raised for Earth's best Helper, and thereon is room for twain:

	Ye have hung the shields about it, and the Southland hangings spread,

	There lay me adown by Sigurd and my head beside his head."

	 

	Then they took the body of Brynhild in the raiment that she wore,

	And out through the gate of the Niblungs the holy corpse they bore,

	And thence forth to the mead of the people, and the high-built shielded bale;

	Then afresh in the open meadows breaks forth the women's wail

	When they see the bed of Sigurd and the glittering of his gear;

	And fresh is the wail of the people as Brynhild draweth anear,

	And the tidings go before her that for twain the bale is built,

	That for twain is the oak-wood shielded and the pleasant odours spilt.

	There is peace on the bale of Sigurd, and the Gods look down from on high,

	And they see the lids of the Volsung close shut against the sky,

	As he lies with his shield beside him in the Hauberk all of gold,

	That has not its like in the heavens, nor has earth of its fellow told;

	And forth from the Helm of Aweing are the sunbeams flashing wide,

	And the sheathed Wrath of Sigurd lies still by his mighty side.

	Then cometh an elder of days, a man of the ancient times,

	Who is long past sorrow and joy, and the steep of the bale he climbs;

	And he kneeleth down by Sigurd, and bareth the Wrath to the sun

	That the beams are gathered about it, and from hilt to blood-point run,

	And wide o'er the plain of the Niblungs doth the Light of the Branstock glare,

	Till the wondering mountain-shepherds on that star of noontide stare,

	And fear for many an evil; but the ancient man stands still

	With the war-flame on his shoulder, nor thinks of good or of ill,

	Till the feet of Brynhild's bearers on the topmost bale are laid,

	And her bed is dight by Sigurd's; then he sinks the pale white blade

	And lays it 'twixt the sleepers, and leaves them there alone—

	He, the last that shall ever behold them,—and his days are well nigh done.

	Then is silence over the plain; in the noon shine the torches pale

	As the best of the Niblung Earl-folk bear fire to the builded bale:

	Then a wind in the west ariseth, and the white flames leap on high,

	And with one voice crieth the people a great and mighty cry,

	And men cast up hands to the Heavens, and pray without a word,

	As they that have seen God's visage, and the voice of the Father have heard.

	They are gone—the lovely, the mighty, the hope of the ancient Earth:

	It shall labour and bear the burden as before that day of their birth.

	 

	Ye have heard of Sigurd aforetime, how the foes of God he slew;

	How forth from the darksome desert the Gold of the Waters he drew;

	How he wakened Love on the Mountain, and wakened Brynhild the Bright,

	And dwelt upon Earth for a season and shone in all men's sight.

	Ye have heard of the Cloudy People, and the dimming of the day,

	And the latter world's confusion, and Sigurd gone away.

	 

	THE END

	GLOSSARY

	ABBREVIATIONS:—n., noun; v., verb; cf., compare; e.g., for example; p.t., past tense; p.p. past participle.

	 

	Abasement, casting down, defeat.

	Acre-biders, peaceful workers in the fields as distinguished from warriors who left their homes to go to war.

	Amber, a yellow substance found on the shores of the Baltic Sea and used from very early days as an ornament. The "southern men," or traders from the shores of the Mediterranean, came north to buy it.

	Ark, a box for treasures.

	Atwain, in two pieces, e.g. "The sword ... had smitten his body atwain."

	Avail, n. power; v. to have power, to succeed.

	 

	Bale, disaster, destruction, death; a great pile of wood for burning.

	Balks, pieces of timber used to make a bridge.

	Bane, destruction or a cause of destruction; often used to mean an enemy or slayer, e.g. Sigurd's sword is called "Fafnir's bane," and in the old saga Sigurd himself had the title Fafnir's-Bane.

	Barter, to give in exchange for something else.

	Bast, wrappings made of the soft inner bark of trees.

	Bath of the swan, the sea.

	Battle-acre, field of battle.

	Beaker, a drinking cup.

	Befall, happen.

	Begrudge, to feel unwillingness in giving, to be displeased at another's success. Loki is called the World's Begrudger, because he liked to cause failure and unhappiness, and hated success in others.

	Bench-cloths, coverings for seats.

	Bent, a piece of high ground.

	Betide, p.t. betided; p.p. betid; to happen, come to pass, e.g. "What hath betid?"

	Bickering, stormy, struggling.

	Bide or abide, p.t. abode; p.p. abode; to remain, dwell

	Bight, a bend or curve in a coast or river bank.

	Bill, an axe with a long handle.

	Blazoning, painting, especially the painting of coats of arms or of records of valiant deeds.

	Boar of Sôn. It was customary when making any solemn vows to lay the hand or sword on a sacred boar called the Boar of Sôn or the Boar of Atonement. The ceremony seems to have been also accompanied by drinking a draught, called in this poem the Cup of Daring Promise, in honour of one of the gods.

	Boding, a misgiving, a feeling that evil is to come.

	Bole, a tree-trunk.

	Bows the acre's face, bends the growing grain in a harvest-field.

	Brand, a sword.

	Bucklers, shields.

	Burg, a town, a fortress.

	Byrny, a coat of armour for back and breast, made of linked iron rings.

	 

	Carles, peasants; a contemptuous word used for a man who is not a warrior.

	Change his life, die and pass from the life on earth to that in Valhalla or Niflheim.

	Chooser. One of the titles of Brynhild, as she was one of the Valkyries or maidens whom Odin sent into battles to single out for death the men he had chosen to be slain. Victory-Wafter is another title of Brynhild, since she brought victory to those for whom it was appointed and death to others.

	Churl, a grudging, ungracious man.

	Clave, p.p. of cleave, to pierce, hew, cut through.

	Cloisters, a roofed passage running round a court-yard and open on the side towards the court-yard.

	Close, a field.

	Cloud-wreath, the cloud that often gathers about the top of a high mountain.

	Compass, to contrive, accomplish.

	Constrain, to force, to control and guide.

	Coping, the topmost row of bricks in a wall, the top of a wall.

	Craft, skill, knowledge of some particular art, a trade or occupation, e.g. song-craft.

	Cull, to choose, pick out.

	Cup of Daring Promise, see Boar of Sôn.

	 

	Daïs, a raised part of the floor at one end of a banquet hall, where the principal persons sat.

	Dastard, a coward.

	Dawn-dusk, the twilight at dawn before the sun is fully risen.

	Day of the Battle, Ragnarok, when the spirits of dead warriors should join in the battle of the gods. "Day of Doom" has the same meaning.

	Dearth, want, famine, scarcity.

	Deft, skilful, e.g. deft in every cunning.

	Dight, made ready, prepared, e.g. war-dight, prepared for war.

	Dole, n. a gift dealt out as charity; v. to measure out in small portions, e.g. I doled out wisdom to thee.

	Doom, n. a sentence, verdict, e.g. give righteous doom; v. to condemn, to sentence. Doom-ring, a circle of stones or hazel poles where kings heard complaints from their people and gave judgment.

	Do on, put on; often shortened into "don"; cf. doff, which is shortened from do off.

	Door-wards, porters, door-keepers.

	Dragons, the war-ships of the northern nations, which often had their prows carved into a dragon's head.

	Dwindle, to grow less.

	 

	Edges of bale, the sword edges, which bring bale or destruction.

	Egg, to urge on, to persuade to some deed, e.g. "Too much thou eggest me."

	Eld, old age.

	Endlong, length-ways, along. Endlong and athwart, along and across.

	Erewhile, some time ago, formerly.

	Erne, an eagle.

	Eyen, eyes; old plural of eye.

	 

	Fain, glad, willing, full of desire. Sometimes used as an adverb meaning "willingly," e.g. "They fain would go aland."

	Fair-speech-masters, men skilled in poetry. There were professional singers and poets called skalds among the northern people, and the power to make verses and to sing was cultivated among the mass of the people and was fairly common.

	Fallow, lying quiet, inactive, not bearing crops. The expression, "fallow bondage," means a bondage of sleep and idleness.

	Fare, to travel. Sometimes when joined to adverbs it means to prosper, e.g. to fare ill, to fare well, how does he fare?

	Fashion, to make, to arrange. Regin hoped to be the world's "fashioning lord," that is, the supreme king and orderer of all things.

	Fell-abiding folk, men who worked at home instead of going out to battle.

	Flame-blink, the flash of light from the fire round Brynhild's home.

	Flaw, defect, fault, e.g. "the hauberk ... clean wrought without a flaw;" "the ring ... that hath ... no flaw for God to mend." If used of rain, it means a slight shower, e.g. "a flaw of summer rain,"

	Fleck, spot, mark.

	Foam-bow, the small rainbow seen in the spray from a waterfall.

	Foil, n. defeat, failure; v. to defeat, to baffle.

	Fold, a place for shutting up sheep. It is often used meaning any dwelling-place, e.g. Fafnir's abode is called "the lone destroyer's fold."

	Folk, people. It is often joined with other words, e.g. man-folk, Goth-folk. Folk of the-war-wands forgers, are the race of dwarfs who had great skill in the making of weapons.

	Fond, used in Old English to mean "foolish," or sometimes only to give emphasis, as in the expression "thy fondest need," meaning "thy greatest need."

	Foot-hills, the lower hills round the base of a very high mountain.

	Fore-ordained, settled by the will of the gods in early times.

	Foster, to rear, to bring up a child, to care for, to shelter, e.g. "Now would I foster Sigurd;" "the house that fostered me."

	Franklin, a well-to-do farmer, one who is not merely a hired servant.

	Freyia, the wife of Odin and chief of the goddesses.

	 

	Gainsay, to resist, to refuse a request.

	Gaping Gap, a name given to the state of things that existed before the world was made. There was supposed to have been an empty space till Odin created the world of gods and men.

	Garner, to gather up, to store up; sometimes, to reap.

	Garth, an enclosure, a place from which things may be garnered, e.g. "within the garth that it (the wall) girdeth."

	Gear, a word used with many meanings, as, dress, arms, possessions, anything that a person has or uses, e.g. war-gear, all a man's armour and weapons; mail-gear, a man's armour.

	Gird, to tie round, to be all round, e.g. "The Wrath to his side is girded;" "a wall doth he behold ... but within the garth that it girdeth no work of man is set."

	Glaive, a sword.

	God-home, Asgard.

	Gold-bestrider, the name given to Sigurd by Giuki because he rode with the treasure of gold upon his saddle. To bestride is to stand over anything with one foot on each side.

	Good-heart, kindly strength.

	Goodlihead, a word of praise which is generally used to mean bodily beauty, but sometimes to mean beauty of character.

	Grovel, to crouch low on the ground.

	Guest-fain, hospitable, ready to welcome guests.

	Guile, cunning, cleverness used for an evil purpose.

	Guise, appearance, kind, dress, e.g. "such was the guise of his raiment;" "fair-clad in hunter's guise."

	 

	Halers of the hawsers, pullers of the ropes, i.e. seamen.

	Hallow, to set apart for a solemn purpose, to make holy, e.g. I hallow me to Odin for a leader of his host.

	Hangings, tapestry, woven stuff on which pictures or figures of gods and heroes were embroidered, used to decorate the walls of houses, e.g. "The walls were strange and wondrous with noble stories told;" "the gods on the hangings stirred."

	Harness, armour.

	Hauberk, a breast-plate.

	Heave, to rise and fall, sometimes merely to rise, e.g. "The doom ... heaves up dim through the gloom."

	High-seat, the daïs or chief seat where the master of a house and his principal guests sat.

	High-tide, time of festival.

	Hindfell, the word means "deer-mountain," since "fell" means any hill, and "hind" is the word we still use for a deer.

	Hireling, a servant.

	Hist, to give attention, to listen.

	Hithermost, nearest.

	Hoard, a store. Generally used of a treasure which the owner keeps selfishly, e.g. Fafnir's wisdom is called "grudged and hoarded wisdom," and his gold the "heavy hoard."

	Hœnir, one of Odin's sons; a wise and blameless god who, the others believed, would return to reign over a new heaven and a new earth when Ragnarok was past.

	Holt, a woodland.

	Hoppled, fettered.

	Horse-fed, cropped by horses.

	Horse-herd, keeper of horses. "Herd" means any keeper of animals, and is generally joined with other words, e.g. shepherd, swine-herd.

	Huddled, twisted together in a small space.

	 

	Intent, intention, purpose. In the passage, "For whom is the blood-point whetted and the edge of thine intent?" the meaning is, "Against whom is thy sword sharpened, and against whom is thy purpose so keen?"

	 

	Kin, family, relations. Kin of the Wolf, Loki and his children, one of whom was a monstrous wolf which was to fight against the gods at Ragnarok.

	Kine, cattle.

	Kirtle, a long cloak.

	 

	Lack, loss, e.g. "He knew there was ruin and lack." "The lack that made him loth" is used to describe the ring of Andvari which he was unwilling to give up with the rest of his treasure to Loki. v. "To be without," or, "to be found wanting."

	Lay, a song.

	Lea, a meadow.

	Leeches, doctors.

	Lief, willing.

	Lift, the arch of the sky overhead, the highest part of the sky.

	Linden, the lime-tree.

	Linked mail, armour made of rings linked together.

	Lintel, the top of a doorway.

	List, to wish, to choose.

	Litten, lighted up; cf. red-litten, torch-litten.

	Long-ships, ships of war.

	Lore, learning, knowledge.

	Loth, unwilling, grieved.

	 

	Mar, to spoil, disfigure.

	Mark, boundary, borderland.

	Masters of God-home, the gods of Asgard against whom the giants and all foul monsters were constantly at war.

	Mattock, a pick-axe.

	Mead, a meadow.

	Mew, a sea-gull.

	Mid-mirk, thick darkness. Mirk, darkness.

	Midward, prime, best days.

	Midworld, the earth; the home of men as distinguished from Asgard, the home of the gods, and Niflheim, the home of the dead.

	Minish, to grow less.

	Moon-wake, the long straight path of light made by the moon on water.

	Murder-churls, fierce and suspicious men ready to slay a guest.

	Mute, dumb, silent.

	 

	Nether, lower.

	Niggard, grudging, miserly, unproductive, e.g. the Glittering Heath is called "niggard ground."

	Norns, the three maidens who decided the fates of gods and men. Their names were Urd, Verdandi and Skuld, or Past, Present, and Future, and they were more powerful than the gods themselves, e.g. "Gone, forth is the will of the Norns, that abideth ever the same."

	 

	Odin's door, a warrior's shield.

	Odin's Hall, Valhalla, to which went the souls of warriors slain in battle.

	 

	Pall, a cloak of state; most commonly used in the expression "purple and pall."

	Passing, very; used to give emphasis, e.g. "He loveth her passing sore," where both words are simply emphatic.

	Peace-strings, the strings which tied a sword into its sheath when it was not in use.

	Peers, equals in age and rank.

	People's Praise. Odin, chief of the gods. "The death of the People's Praise" is Ragnarok, the time when Odin and all his fellow gods were to be destroyed.

	Purblind, dim-sighted. The syllable "pur" is a form of the word pure, and gives emphasis to blind.

	Purple, cloth dyed with a purple dye made from the murex, a shell-fish found in the Mediterranean. The secret of making it was known only to the "southern men" or Phoenician traders of Tyre and Sidon.

	 

	Quarry, game, prey, the animal chased by a hunter.

	Quell, to stop, make to cease.

	Quicken, to rouse, bring to life.

	 

	Ravening, devouring, eager for prey; often used of wild animals.

	Reck, to notice, care about.

	Reek, smoke rising from a fire, or spray and mist from a waterfall, e.g. "the reek of the falling flood;" "the heart of Fafnir ... sang among the reek."

	Renown, fame, honour.

	Rock-wall, mountain cliff.

	Roof-tree, the topmost beam which forms the ridge of a roof.

	Rue, to regret, to find a cause of woe.

	Rumour, report, gossiping tale.

	Rune, letter. The letters used in old Icelandic and similar languages are called runic characters. When written letters were first known in the north of Europe they were supposed to have magic powers, and gradually the word "rune" came to mean any spell, or even any wisdom which was beyond the ordinary knowledge of men.

	Ruth, pity, regret, e.g. "Ruth arose in his heart;" "I have hearkened not nor heeded the words of thy fear and thy ruth."

	 

	Salutation, greeting.

	Sate, satisfy to the full.

	Scalds, the poets who recited poems or stories at feasts.

	Scoff, an object of mockery.

	Scored, carved, marked by lines cut deeply into a surface.

	Sea-beast's tooth, the tusks of the walrus.

	Sea-mead, the wide surface of the sea. The word means sea-meadow.

	Seethe, to bubble and move like boiling water.

	Semblance, an appearance, outward show where there is no reality.

	Serry, to crowd closely together.

	Shards, broken fragments, e.g. "the shards of a glaive of battle."

	Shield-burg, a fortress built of shields. Burg means either a town, a castle, or a fortress.

	Shield-wall, the defence made by fighting men holding their shields close together as they stand at bay.

	Shift, n. a trick, cunning plan, e.g. "my cunning shifts;" v. to contrive, be able, e.g. "the man whose heart and hand may shift, To pluck it from the oak-wood."

	Shimmer, to gleam and change colour as the light alters.

	Skerry, a rocky island near the coast.

	Slaked, cooled, put out; used of anything that has been burning and is now grown cold.

	Sleight, cunning, trickery. Loki is called "the Master of Sleight" because of his skill in deceit.

	Sleipnir, Odin's horse. It was grey, had eight feet, and could carry him over sea and land, and could also fly through the air.

	Slot, the track left by a wild animal.

	Sloth, idleness.

	Smithy, to do the work of a smith, forge weapons.

	Sooth, truth.

	Sore, very much. It is generally used about things which are evil or painful, but sometimes only to give emphasis, e.g. "amber that the southern men love sore."

	Spear-hedge, the bristling spears of an army in battle; cf. battle-wood, spear-wood.

	Spell-drenched, stupefied or overwhelmed by magic.

	Sphere-stream, the space beyond the air of this world, in which the planets or spheres move on their courses.

	Stark, stiff, hard, severe.

	Staunch, steadfast, unchanging.

	Stead, n. a place; it is often joined to other words, e.g. hall-stead, a hall or the place where a hall has been, as in the sentence, "I went to the pillared hall-stead;" v. stead or bestead, to serve, to aid, e.g. "to stead me in the fight."

	Steadfast, unchanging, faithful, unmoved.

	Stithy, a blacksmith's forge.

	Strait, narrow, cramped.

	Stripling, a young man just grown up; cf. youngling.

	Sunder, to separate, e.g. "We wend on the sundering ways."

	Sun-dog, a bright spot like a faint image of the sun, seen near it in cloudy weather.

	Swaddling, anything that wraps or enfolds, e.g. the coils of Fafnir passing over Sigurd in the pit are called "the swaddling of death."

	Swart-haired, dark-haired.

	Swathe, the long line of mown corn behind a reaper; cf. "swathes of the sword," i.e. heaps of dead in battle.

	 

	Targe, a shield.

	Tarry, to wait, to linger, e.g. "Tarry till I say a word."

	Thrall, a slave, "short-lived thralls of the gods," mortal men, not dwarfs or giants.

	Tide, time, e.g. "the tide when my father fell;" "the night-tide."

	Tiles of Odin, war shields, so called because Odin was god of war.

	Tiller, the handle of the rudder which steers a ship.

	Toils, snares, fetters.

	To-morn, tomorrow morning.

	Train, to entice, bring by trickery.

	Tree-hole, tree-trunk.

	Troth, a promise, generally a promise of marriage.

	Troth-plight, promised in marriage.

	Trow, to believe.

	Twi-bill, an axe with a double-edged blade. It was the weapon which Odin carried when he appeared to men.

	 

	Unbitted, never taught to obey the bit, not broken in.

	Unholpen, unhelped. Holpen is the old form of the p.p. helped.

	Unstable, changeable, not lasting.

	Uttermost horn, the signal for Ragnarok. It was believed that Heimdall, one of the gods who guarded a bridge called Bifrost between Asgard and the earth, would blow a blast on his horn which would be the sign for the beginning of the great battle between the gods and the powers of evil.

	 

	Venom, poison.

	 

	Wall-nook, an opening or bend in a wall.

	Wallow, to roll about upon the ground, e.g. "Fafnir, the wallower on the gold."

	Wan, pale, pinched with suffering.

	Wane, to fade away, grow dim.

	Warding-walls, guarding-walls. "Warding walls of death," man's armour that keeps death from him.

	Wards, keepers, e.g. door-wards; cf. warden. Fafnir is called "the gold-warden."

	War-wand, a sword.

	Wary, careful, ever on the watch.

	Waste, to destroy, to sweep away, e.g. Sigurd is said to "waste every wrong."

	Waxen, grown, become.

	Weal, happiness, good-fortune.

	Wedge-array, an arrangement of fighting men in which they stood close together in the form of a triangle.

	Weed, dress.

	Well up, to rise as a spring bubbles out of the ground; used of feelings with the meaning "to arise and grow strong," e.g. "Wrath in his heart wells up."

	Welter, the toss and ripple of the sea-waves.

	Wend, to go.

	Whetted, stirred up, made sharp or eager, e.g. "the whetted Wrath."

	Whileome, in the past, once upon a time.

	Whiles, from time to time.

	Whit, a very small particle, a trifle, e.g. never a whit, no whit.

	Wight, a man, a creature, e.g. sea-wights, great sea-monsters.

	Wise, way, manner, after the fashion of.

	Witch-wife, witch. Wife here means woman.

	Wold, a hill; often used to mean open country.

	Wood-craft, knowledge of the woods and of all creatures in them, e.g. "His wood-craft waxed so great, that he seemed the king of the creatures."

	Wot, to know.

	Wrack, strife, destruction, ruins. Wrack of a mighty battle, the dead left on the field.

	Wrights, workmen, makers.

	Writhen, bent, twisted out of shape, e.g. "Writhen and foul were the hands that made it glorious."

	Written spear, a spear carved with letters or words.

	 

	Yearn, to long, to feel tenderness towards, e.g. "My heart to him doth yearn."

	Yore, long ago; generally used in the expression "of yore," formerly, once upon a time.
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	FROM THE UPLAND TO THE SEA

	Shall we wake one morn of spring,

	Glad at heart of everything,

	Yet pensive with the thought of eve?

	Then the white house shall we leave.

	Pass the wind-flowers and the bays,

	Through the garth, and go our ways,

	Wandering down among the meads

	Till our very joyance needs

	Rest at last; till we shall come

	To that Sun-god's lonely home,

	Lonely on the hillside grey,

	Whence the sheep have gone away;

	Lonely till the feast-time is,

	When with prayer and praise of bliss,

	Thither comes the country side.

	There awhile shall we abide,

	Sitting low down in the porch

	By that image with the torch:

	Thy one white hand laid upon

	The black pillar that was won

	From the far-off Indian mine;

	And my hand nigh touching thine,

	But not touching; and thy gown

	Fair with spring-flowers cast adown

	From thy bosom and thy brow.

	There the south-west wind shall blow

	Through thine hair to reach my cheek,

	As thou sittest, nor mayst speak,

	Nor mayst move the hand I kiss

	For the very depth of bliss;

	Nay, nor turn thine eyes to me.

	Then desire of the great sea

	Nigh enow, but all unheard,

	In the hearts of us is stirred,

	And we rise, we twain at last,

	And the daffodils downcast,

	Feel thy feet and we are gone

	From the lonely Sun-Crowned one,

	Then the meads fade at our back,

	And the spring day 'gins to lack

	That fresh hope that once it had;

	But we twain grow yet more glad,

	And apart no more may go

	When the grassy slope and low

	Dieth in the shingly sand:

	Then we wander hand in hand

	By the edges of the sea,

	And I weary more for thee

	Than if far apart we were,

	With a space of desert drear

	'Twixt thy lips and mine, O love!

	Ah, my joy, my joy thereof!

	OF THE WOOING OF HALLBIORN THE STRONG

	A STORY FROM THE LAND-SETTLING BOOK OF ICELAND, CHAPTER XXX.

	 

	At Deildar-Tongue in the autumn-tide,

	So many times over comes summer again,

	Stood Odd of Tongue his door beside.

	What healing in summer if winter be vain?

	Dim and dusk the day was grown,

	As he heard his folded wethers moan.

	Then through the garth a man drew near,

	With painted shield and gold-wrought spear.

	Good was his horse and grand his gear,

	And his girths were wet with Whitewater.

	"Hail, Master Odd, live blithe and long!

	How fare the folk at Deildar-Tongue?"

	"All hail, thou Hallbiorn the Strong!

	How fare the folk by the Brothers'-Tongue?"

	"Meat have we there, and drink and fire,

	Nor lack all things that we desire.

	But by the other Whitewater

	Of Hallgerd many a tale we hear."

	"Tales enow may my daughter make

	If too many words be said for her sake."

	"What saith thine heart to a word of mine,

	That I deem thy daughter fair and fine?

	Fair and fine for a bride is she,

	And I fain would have her home with me."

	"Full many a word that at noon goes forth

	Comes home at even little worth.

	Now winter treadeth on autumn-tide,

	So here till the spring shalt thou abide.

	Then if thy mind be changed no whit.

	And ye still will wed, see ye to it!

	And on the first of summer days,

	A wedded man, ye may go your ways.

	Yet look, howso the thing will fall,

	My hand shall meddle nought at all.

	Lo, now the night and rain draweth up.

	And within doors glimmer stoop and cup.

	And hark, a little sound I know,

	The laugh of Snæbiorn's fiddle-bow,

	My sister's son, and a craftsman good,

	When the red rain drives through the iron wood."

	Hallbiorn laughed, and followed in,

	And a merry feast there did begin.

	Hallgerd's hands undid his weed,

	Hallgerd's hands poured out the mead.

	Her fingers at his breast he felt,

	As her hair fell down about his belt.

	Her fingers with the cup he took,

	And o'er its rim at her did look.

	Cold cup, warm hand, and fingers slim.

	Before his eyes were waxen dim.

	And if the feast were foul or fair,

	He knew not, save that she was there.

	He knew not if men laughed or wept,

	While still 'twixt wall and daïs she stept.

	Whether she went or stood that eve,

	Not once his eyes her face did leave.

	But Snæbiorn laughed and Snæbiorn sang,

	And sweet his smitten fiddle rang.

	And Hallgerd stood beside him there,

	So many times over comes summer again

	Nor ever once he turned to her,

	What healing in summer if winter be vain?

	 

	Master Odd on the morrow spake,

	So many times over comes summer again.

	"Hearken, O guest, if ye be awake,"

	What healing in summer if winter be vain?

	"Sure ye champions of the south

	Speak many things from a silent mouth.

	And thine, meseems, last night did pray

	That ye might well be wed to-day.

	The year's ingathering feast it is,

	A goodly day to give thee bliss.

	Come hither, daughter, fine and fair,

	Here is a wooer from Whitewater.

	Fast away hath he gotten fame,

	And his father's name is e'en my name.

	Will ye lay hand within his hand,

	That blossoming fair our house may stand?"

	She laid her hand within his hand;

	White she was as the lily wand.

	Low sang Snæbiorn's brand in its sheath,

	And his lips were waxen grey as death.

	"Snæbiorn, sing us a song of worth.

	If your song must be silent from now henceforth.

	Clear and loud his voice outrang,

	And a song of worth at the wedding he sang.

	"Sharp sword," he sang, "and death is sure."

	So many times over comes summer again,

	"But love doth over all endure."

	What healing in summer if winter be vain?

	 

	Now winter cometh and weareth away,

	So many times over comes summer again,

	And glad is Hallbiorn many a day.

	What healing in summer if winter be vain?

	Full soft he lay his love beside;

	But dark are the days of winter-tide.

	Dark are the days, and the nights are long,

	And sweet and fair was Snæbiorn's song.

	Many a time he talked with her,

	Till they deemed the summer-tide was there.

	And they forgat the wind-swept ways

	And angry fords of the flitting-days.

	While the north wind swept the hillside there

	They forgat the other Whitewater.

	While nights at Deildar-Tongue were long,

	They clean forgat the Brothers'-Tongue.

	But whatso falleth 'twixt Hell and Home,

	So many times over comes summer again,

	Full surely again shall summer come.

	What healing in summer if winter be vain?

	 

	To Odd spake Hallbiorn on a day

	So many times over comes summer again,

	"Gone is the snow from everyway."

	What healing in summer if winter be vain?

	"Now green is grown Whitewater-side,

	And I to Whitewater will ride."

	Quoth Odd, "Well fare thou winter-guest,

	May thine own Whitewater be best

	Well is a man's purse better at home

	Than open where folk go and come."

	"Come ye carles of the south country,

	Now shall we go our kin to see!

	For the lambs are bleating in the south,

	And the salmon swims towards Olfus mouth,

	Girth and graithe and gather your gear!

	And ho for the other Whitewater!"

	Bright was the moon as bright might be,

	And Snæbiorn rode to the north country.

	And Odd to Reykholt is gone forth,

	To see if his mares be ought of worth.

	But Hallbiorn into the bower is gone

	And there sat Hallgerd all alone.

	She was not dight to go nor ride,

	She had no joy of the summer-tide.

	Silent she sat and combed her hair,

	That fell all round about her there.

	The slant beam lay upon her head,

	And gilt her golden locks to red.

	He gazed at her with hungry eyes

	And fluttering did his heart arise.

	"Full hot," he said, "is the sun to-day,

	And the snow is gone from the mountain-way

	The king-cup grows above the grass,

	And through the wood do the thrushes pass."

	Of all his words she hearkened none,

	But combed her hair amidst the sun.

	"The laden beasts stand in the garth

	And their heads are turned to Helliskarth."

	The sun was falling on her knee,

	And she combed her gold hair silently.

	"To-morrow great will be the cheer

	At the Brothers'-Tongue by Whitewater."

	From her folded lap the sunbeam slid;

	She combed her hair, and the word she hid.

	"Come, love; is the way so long and drear

	From Whitewater to Whitewater?"

	The sunbeam lay upon the floor;

	She combed her hair and spake no more.

	He drew her by the lily hand:

	"I love thee better than all the land."

	He drew her by the shoulders sweet:

	"My threshold is but for thy feet."

	He drew her by the yellow hair:

	"O why wert thou so deadly fair?

	O am I wedded to death?" he cried,

	"Is the Dead-strand come to Whitewater side?"

	And the sun was fading from the room,

	But her eyes were bright in the change and the gloom.

	"Sharp sword," she sang, "and death is sure,

	But over all doth love endure."

	She stood up shining in her place

	And laughed beneath his deadly face.

	Instead of the sunbeam gleamed a brand,

	The hilts were hard in Hallbiorn's hand:

	The bitter point was in Hallgerd's breast

	That Snæbiorn's lips of love had pressed.

	Morn and noon, and nones passed o'er,

	And the sun is far from the bower door.

	To-morrow morn shall the sun come back,

	So many times over comes summer again,

	But Hallgerd's feet the floor shall lack.

	What healing in summer if winter be vain?

	 

	Now Hallbiorn's house-carles ride full fast,

	So many times over comes summer again,

	Till many a mile of way is past.

	What healing in summer if winter be vain?

	But when they came over Oxridges,

	'Twas, "Where shall we give our horses ease?"

	When Shieldbroad-side was well in sight,

	'Twas, "Where shall we lay our heads to-night?"

	Hallbiorn turned and raised his head;

	"Under the stones of the waste," he said.

	Quoth one, "The clatter of hoofs anigh."

	Quoth the other, "Spears against the sky!"

	"Hither ride men from the Wells apace;

	Spur we fast to a kindlier place."

	Down from his horse leapt Hallbiorn straight:

	"Why should the supper of Odin wait?

	Weary and chased I will not come

	To the table of my fathers' home."

	With that came Snæbiorn, who but he,

	And twelve in all was his company.

	Snæbiorn's folk were on their feet;

	He spake no word as they did meet.

	They fought upon the northern hill:

	Five are the howes men see there still.

	Three men of Snæbiorn's fell to earth

	And Hallbiorn's twain that were of worth.

	And never a word did Snæbiorn say,

	Till Hallbiorn's foot he smote away.

	Then Hallbiorn cried: "Come, fellow of mine,

	To the southern bent where the sun doth shine."

	Tottering into the sun he went,

	And slew two more upon the bent.

	And on the bent where dead he lay

	Three howes do men behold to-day.

	And never a word spake Snæbiorn yet,

	Till in his saddle he was set.

	Nor was there any heard his voice,

	So many times over comes summer again

	Till he came to his ship in Grimsar-oyce.

	What healing in summer if winter be vain?

	 

	On so fair a day they hoisted sail,

	So many times over comes summer again,

	And for Norway well did the wind avail.

	What healing in summer if winter be vain?

	But Snæbiorn looked aloft and said:

	"I see in the sail a stripe of red:

	Murder, meseems, is the name of it,

	And ugly things about it flit.

	A stripe of blue in the sail I see:

	Cold death of men it seems to me.

	And next I see a stripe of black,

	For a life fulfilled of bitter lack."

	Quoth one, "So fair a wind doth blow

	That we shall see Norway soon enow."

	"Be blithe, O shipmate," Snæbiorn said,

	"Tell Hacon the Earl that I be dead."

	About the midst of the Iceland main

	Round veered the wind to the east again.

	And west they drave, and long they ran

	Till they saw a land was white and wan.

	"Yea," Snæbiorn said, "my home it is,

	Ye bear a man shall have no bliss.

	Far off beside the Greekish sea

	The maidens pluck the grapes in glee.

	Green groweth the wheat in the English land,

	And the honey-bee flieth on every hand.

	In Norway by the cheaping town

	The laden beasts go up and down.

	In Iceland many a mead they mow

	And Hallgerd's grave grows green enow.

	But these are Gunnbiorn's skerries wan,

	Meet harbour for a hapless man.

	In all lands else is love alive,

	But here is nought with grief to strive.

	Fail not for a while, O eastern wind,

	For nought but grief is left behind.

	And before me here a rest I know,"

	So many times over comes summer again,

	"A grave beneath the Greenland snow,"

	What healing in summer if winter be vain?

	ECHOES OF LOVE'S HOUSE

	Love gives every gift whereby we long to live:

	"Love takes every gift, and nothing back doth give."

	 

	Love unlocks the lips that else were ever dumb:

	"Love locks up the lips whence all things good might come."

	 

	Love makes clear the eyes that else would never see:

	"Love makes blind the eyes to all but me and thee."

	 

	Love turns life to joy till nought is left to gain:

	"Love turns life to woe till hope is nought and vain."

	 

	Love, who changest all, change me nevermore!

	"Love, who changest all, change my sorrow sore!"

	 

	Love burns up the world to changeless heaven and blest,

	"Love burns up the world to a void of all unrest."

	 

	And there we twain are left, and no more work we need:

	"And I am left alone, and who my work shall heed?"

	 

	Ah! I praise thee, Love, for utter joyance won!

	"And is my praise nought worth for all my life undone?"

	THE BURGHERS' BATTLE

	Thick rise the spear-shafts o'er the land

	That erst the harvest bore;

	The sword is heavy in the hand,

	And we return no more.

	The light wind waves the Ruddy Fox,

	Our banner of the war,

	And ripples in the Running Ox,

	And we return no more.

	Across our stubble acres now

	The teams go four and four;

	But out-worn elders guide the plough,

	And we return no more.

	And now the women heavy-eyed

	Turn through the open door

	From gazing down the highway wide,

	Where we return no more.

	The shadows of the fruited close

	Dapple the feast-hall floor;

	There lie our dogs and dream and doze,

	And we return no more.

	Down from the minster tower to-day

	Fall the soft chimes of yore

	Amidst the chattering jackdaws' play:

	And we return no more.

	But underneath the streets are still;

	Noon, and the market's o'er!

	Back go the goodwives o'er the hill;

	For we return no more.

	What merchant to our gates shall come?

	What wise man bring us lore?

	What abbot ride away to Rome,

	Now we return no more?

	What mayor shall rule the hall we built?

	Whose scarlet sweep the floor?

	What judge shall doom the robber's guilt,

	Now we return no more?

	New houses in the street shall rise

	Where builded we before,

	Of other stone wrought otherwise;

	For we return no more.

	And crops shall cover field and hill

	Unlike what once they bore,

	And all be done without our will,

	Now we return no more.

	Look up! the arrows streak the sky,

	The horns of battle roar;

	The long spears lower and draw nigh,

	And we return no more.

	Remember how beside the wain,

	We spoke the word of war,

	And sowed this harvest of the plain,

	And we return no more.

	Lay spears about the Ruddy Fox!

	The days of old are o'er;

	Heave sword about the Running Ox!

	For we return no more.

	HOPE DIETH: LOVE LIVETH

	Strong are thine arms, O love, and strong

	Thine heart to live, and love, and long;

	But thou art wed to grief and wrong:

	Live, then, and long, though hope be dead!

	Live on, and labour through the years!

	Make pictures through the mist of tears,

	Of unforgotten happy fears,

	That crossed the time ere hope was dead.

	Draw near the place where once we stood

	Amid delight's swift-rushing flood,

	And we and all the world seemed good

	Nor needed hope now cold and dead.

	Dream in the dawn I come to thee

	Weeping for things that may not be!

	Dream that thou layest lips on me!

	Wake, wake to clasp hope's body dead!

	Count o'er and o'er, and one by one,

	The minutes of the happy sun

	That while agone on kissed lips shone,

	Count on, rest not, for hope is dead.

	Weep, though no hair's breadth thou shalt move

	The living Earth, the heaven above,

	By all the bitterness of love!

	Weep and cease not, now hope is dead!

	Sighs rest thee not, tears bring no ease,

	Life hath no joy, and Death no peace:

	The years change not, though they decrease,

	For hope is dead, for hope is dead.

	Speak, love, I listen: far away

	I bless the tremulous lips, that say,

	"Mock not the afternoon of day,

	Mock not the tide when hope is dead!"

	I bless thee, O my love, who say'st:

	"Mock not the thistle-cumbered waste;

	I hold Love's hand, and make no haste

	Down the long way, now hope is dead.

	With other names do we name pain,

	The long years wear our hearts in vain.

	Mock not our loss grown into gain,

	Mock not our lost hope lying dead.

	Our eyes gaze for no morning-star,

	No glimmer of the dawn afar;

	Full silent wayfarers we are

	Since ere the noon-tide hope lay dead.

	Behold with lack of happiness

	The master, Love, our hearts did bless

	Lest we should think of him the less:

	Love dieth not, though hope is dead!"

	ERROR AND LOSS

	Upon an eve I sat me down and wept,

	Because the world to me seemed nowise good;

	Still autumn was it, and the meadows slept,

	The misty hills dreamed, and the silent wood

	Seemed listening to the sorrow of my mood:

	I knew not if the earth with me did grieve,

	Or if it mocked my grief that bitter eve.

	 

	Then 'twixt my tears a maiden did I see,

	Who drew anigh me on the leaf-strewn grass,

	Then stood and gazed upon me pitifully

	With grief-worn eyes, until my woe did pass

	From me to her, and tearless now I was,

	And she mid tears was asking me of one

	She long had sought unaided and alone.

	 

	I knew not of him, and she turned away

	Into the dark wood, and my own great pain

	Still held me there, till dark had slain the day,

	And perished at the grey dawn's hand again;

	Then from the wood a voice cried: "Ah, in vain,

	In vain I seek thee, O thou bitter-sweet!

	In what lone land are set thy longed-for feet?"

	 

	 

	Then I looked up, and lo, a man there came

	From midst the trees, and stood regarding me

	Until my tears were dried for very shame;

	Then he cried out: "O mourner, where is she

	Whom I have sought o'er every land and sea?

	I love her and she loveth me, and still

	We meet no more than green hill meeteth hill."

	 

	With that he passed on sadly, and I knew

	That these had met and missed in the dark night,

	Blinded by blindness of the world untrue,

	That hideth love and maketh wrong of right.

	Then midst my pity for their lost delight,

	Yet more with barren longing I grew weak,

	Yet more I mourned that I had none to seek.

	THE HALL AND THE WOOD

	'Twas in the water-dwindling tide

	When July days were done,

	Sir Rafe of Greenhowes 'gan to ride

	In the earliest of the sun.

	 

	He left the white-walled burg behind,

	He rode amidst the wheat.

	The westland-gotten wind blew kind

	Across the acres sweet.

	 

	Then rose his heart and cleared his brow,

	And slow he rode the way:

	"As then it was, so is it now,

	Not all hath worn away."

	 

	So came he to the long green lane

	That leadeth to the ford,

	And saw the sickle by the wain

	Shine bright as any sword.

	 

	The brown carles stayed 'twixt draught and draught,

	And murmuring, stood aloof,

	But one spake out when he had laughed:

	"God bless the Green-wood Roof!"

	 

	 

	Then o'er the ford and up he fared:

	And lo the happy hills!

	And the mountain-dale by summer cleared,

	That oft the winter fills.

	 

	Then forth he rode by Peter's gate,

	And smiled and said aloud:

	"No more a day doth the Prior wait;

	White stands the tower and proud."

	 

	There leaned a knight on the gateway side

	In armour white and wan,

	
And after the heels of the horse he cried,

	"God keep the hunted man!"

	 

	Then quoth Sir Rafe, "Amen, amen!"

	For he deemed the word was good;

	But never a while he lingered then

	Till he reached the Nether Wood.

	 

	 

	 

	He rode by ash, he rode by oak,

	He rode the thicket round,

	And heard no woodman strike a stroke,

	No wandering wife he found.

	 

	He rode the wet, he rode the dry,

	He rode the grassy glade:

	At Wood-end yet the sun was high,

	And his heart was unafraid.

	 

	 

	There on the bent his rein he drew,

	And looked o'er field and fold,

	O'er all the merry meads he knew

	Beneath the mountains old.

	 

	He gazed across to the good Green Howe

	As he smelt the sun-warmed sward;

	Then his face grew pale from chin to brow,

	And he cried, "God save the sword!"

	 

	For there beyond the winding way,

	Above the orchards green,

	Stood up the ancient gables grey

	With ne'er a roof between.

	 

	His naked blade in hand he had,

	O'er rough and smooth he rode,

	Till he stood where once his heart was glad

	Amidst his old abode.

	 

	 

	 

	Across the hearth a tie-beam lay

	Unmoved a weary while.

	The flame that clomb the ashlar grey

	Had burned it red as tile.

	 

	The sparrows bickering on the floor

	Fled at his entering in;

	The swift flew past the empty door

	His winged meat to win.

	 

	 

	Red apples from the tall old tree

	O'er the wall's rent were shed.

	Thence oft, a little lad, would he

	Look down upon the lead.

	 

	There turned the cheeping chaffinch now

	And feared no birding child;

	Through the shot-window thrust a bough

	Of garden-rose run wild.

	 

	He looked to right, he looked to left,

	And down to the cold grey hearth,

	Where lay an axe with half burned heft

	Amidst the ashen dearth.

	 

	He caught it up and cast it wide

	Against the gable wall;

	Then to the daïs did he stride,

	O'er beam and bench and all.

	 

	Amidst there yet the high-seat stood,

	Where erst his sires had sat;

	And the mighty board of oaken wood,

	The fire had stayed thereat.

	 

	Then through the red wrath of his eyne

	He saw a sheathed sword,

	Laid thwart that wasted field of wine,

	Amidmost of the board.

	 

	 

	And by the hilts a slug-horn lay,

	And therebeside a scroll,

	He caught it up and turned away

	From the lea-land of the bowl.

	 

	Then with the sobbing grief he strove,

	For he saw his name thereon;

	And the heart within his breast uphove

	As the pen's tale now he won.

	 

	"O Rafe, my love of long ago!

	Draw forth thy father's blade,

	And blow the horn for friend and foe,

	And the good green-wood to aid!"

	 

	He turned and took the slug-horn up,

	And set it to his mouth,

	And o'er that meadow of the cup

	Blew east and west and south.

	 

	He drew the sword from out the sheath

	And shook the fallow brand;

	And there a while with bated breath,

	And hearkening ear did stand.

	 

	Him-seemed the horn's voice he might hear—

	Or the wind that blew o'er all.

	Him-seemed that footsteps drew anear—

	Or the boughs shook round the hall.

	 

	 

	Him-seemed he heard a voice he knew—

	Or a dream of while agone.

	Him-seemed bright raiment towards him drew—

	Or bright the sun-set shone.

	 

	She stood before him face to face,

	With the sun-beam thwart her hand,

	As on the gold of the Holy Place

	The painted angels stand.

	 

	With many a kiss she closed his eyes;

	She kissed him cheek and chin:

	E'en so in the painted Paradise

	Are Earth's folk welcomed in.

	 

	There in the door the green-coats stood,

	O'er the bows went up the cry,

	"O welcome, Rafe, to the free green-wood,

	With us to live and die."

	 

	It was bill and bow by the high-seat stood,

	And they cried above the bows,

	"Now welcome, Rafe, to the good green-wood,

	And welcome Kate the Rose!"

	 

	White, white in the moon is the woodland plash,

	White is the woodland glade,

	Forth wend those twain, from oak to ash,

	With light hearts unafraid.

	 

	 

	The summer moon high o'er the hill,

	All silver-white is she,

	And Sir Rafe's good men with bow and bill,

	They go by two and three.

	 

	In the fair green-wood where lurks no fear,

	Where the King's writ runneth not,

	There dwell they, friends and fellows dear,

	While summer days are hot.

	 

	And when the leaf from the oak-tree falls,

	And winds blow rough and strong,

	With the carles of the woodland thorps and halls

	They dwell, and fear no wrong.

	 

	And there the merry yule they make,

	And see the winter wane,

	And fain are they for true-love's sake,

	And the folk thereby are fain.

	 

	For the ploughing carle and the straying herd

	Flee never for Sir Rafe:

	No barefoot maiden wends afeard,

	And she deems the thicket safe.

	 

	But sore adread do the chapmen ride;

	Wide round the wood they go;

	And the judge and the sergeants wander wide,

	Lest they plead before the bow.

	 

	 

	Well learned and wise is Sir Rafe's good sword,

	And straight the arrows fly,

	And they find the coat of many a lord,

	And the crest that rideth high.

	THE DAY OF DAYS

	Each eve earth falleth down the dark,

	As though its hope were o'er;

	Yet lurks the sun when day is done

	Behind to-morrow's door.

	 

	Grey grows the dawn while men-folk sleep,

	Unseen spreads on the light,

	Till the thrush sings to the coloured things,

	And earth forgets the night.

	 

	No otherwise wends on our Hope:

	E'en as a tale that's told

	Are fair lives lost, and all the cost

	Of wise and true and bold.

	 

	We've toiled and failed; we spake the word;

	None hearkened; dumb we lie;

	Our Hope is dead, the seed we spread

	Fell o'er the earth to die.

	 

	What's this? For joy our hearts stand still,

	And life is loved and dear,

	The lost and found the Cause hath crowned,

	The Day of Days is here.

	TO THE MUSE OF THE NORTH

	O muse that swayest the sad Northern Song,

	Thy right hand full of smiting and of wrong,

	Thy left hand holding pity; and thy breast

	Heaving with hope of that so certain rest:

	Thou, with the grey eyes kind and unafraid,

	The soft lips trembling not, though they have said

	The doom of the World and those that dwell therein.

	The lips that smile not though thy children win

	The fated Love that draws the fated Death.

	O, borne adown the fresh stream of thy breath,

	Let some word reach my ears and touch my heart,

	That, if it may be, I may have a part

	In that great sorrow of thy children dead

	That vexed the brow, and bowed adown the head,

	Whitened the hair, made life a wondrous dream,

	And death the murmur of a restful stream,

	But left no stain upon those souls of thine

	Whose greatness through the tangled world doth shine.

	O Mother, and Love and Sister all in one,

	Come thou; for sure I am enough alone

	That thou thine arms about my heart shouldst throw,

	And wrap me in the grief of long ago.

	OF THE THREE SEEKERS

	There met three knights on the woodland,

	And the first was clad in silk array:

	The second was dight in iron and steel,

	But the third was rags from head to heel.

	"Lo, now is the year and the day come round

	When we must tell what we have found."

	The first said: "I have found a king

	Who grudgeth no gift of anything."

	The second said: "I have found a knight

	Who hath never turned his back in fight."

	But the third said: "I have found a love

	That Time and the World shall never move."

	 

	Whither away to win good cheer?

	"With me," said the first, "for my king is near."

	So to the King they went their ways;

	But there was a change of times and days.

	"What men are ye," the great King said,

	"That ye should eat my children's bread?

	My waste has fed full many a store,

	And mocking and grudge have I gained therefore.

	Whatever waneth as days wax old.

	Full worthy to win are goods and gold."

	 

	 

	Whither away to win good cheer?

	"With me," said the second, "my knight is near.

	So to the knight they went their ways,

	But there was a change of times and days.

	He dwelt in castle sure and strong,

	For fear lest aught should do him wrong.

	Guards by gate and hall there were,

	And folk went in and out in fear.

	When he heard the mouse run in the wall,

	"Hist!" he said, "what next shall befall?

	Draw not near, speak under your breath,

	For all new-comers tell of death.

	Bring me no song nor minstrelsy,

	Round death it babbleth still," said he.

	"And what is fame and the praise of men,

	When lost life cometh not again?"

	 

	Whither away to seek good cheer?

	"Ah me!" said the third, "that my love were anear!

	Were the world as little as it is wide,

	In a happy house should ye abide.

	Were the world as kind as it is hard,

	Ye should behold a fair reward."

	 

	So far by high and low have they gone,

	They have come to a waste was rock and stone.

	But lo, from the waste, a company

	Full well bedight came riding by;

	And in the midst, a queen, so fair,

	That God wrought well in making her.

	 

	 

	The first and second knights abode

	To gaze upon her as she rode,

	Forth passed the third with head down bent,

	And stumbling ever as he went.

	His shoulder brushed her saddle-bow;

	He trembled with his head hung low.

	His hand brushed o'er her golden gown,

	As on the waste he fell adown.

	So swift to earth her feet she set,

	It seemed that there her arms he met.

	His lips that looked the stone to meet

	Were on her trembling lips and sweet.

	Softly she kissed him cheek and chin,

	His mouth her many tears drank in.

	"Where would'st thou wander, love," she said,

	"Now I have drawn thee from the dead?"

	"I go my ways," he said, "and thine

	Have nought to do with grief and pine."

	"All ways are one way now," she said,

	"Since I have drawn thee from the dead."

	Said he, "But I must seek again

	Where first I met thee in thy pain:

	I am not clad so fair," said he,

	"But yet the old hurts thou may'st see.

	And thou, but for thy gown of gold,

	A piteous tale of thee were told."

	"There is no pain on earth," she said,

	"Since I have drawn thee from the dead."

	"And parting waiteth for us there,"

	Said he, "as it was yester-year."

	"Yet first a space of love," she said,

	"Since I have drawn thee from the dead."

	He laughed; said he, "Hast thou a home

	Where I and these my friends may come?"

	Laughing, "The world's my home," she said,

	"Now I have drawn thee from the dead.

	Yet somewhere is a space thereof

	Where I may dwell beside my love.

	There clear the river grows for him

	Till o'er its stones his keel shall swim.

	There faint the thrushes in their song,

	And deem he tarrieth overlong.

	There summer-tide is waiting now

	Until he bids the roses blow.

	Come, tell my flowery fields," she said,

	"How I have drawn thee from the dead."

	 

	Whither away to win good cheer?

	"With me," he said, "for my love is here.

	The wealth of my house it waneth not;

	No gift it giveth is forgot.

	No fear my house may enter in,

	For nought is there that death may win.

	Now life is little, and death is nought,

	Since all is found that erst I sought."

	LOVE'S GLEANING-TIDE

	Draw not away thy hands, my love,

	With wind alone the branches move,

	And though the leaves be scant above

	The Autumn shall not shame us.

	 

	Say; Let the world wax cold and drear,

	What is the worst of all the year

	But life, and what can hurt us, dear,

	Or death, and who shall blame us?

	 

	Ah, when the summer comes again

	How shall we say, we sowed in vain?

	The root was joy, the stem was pain,

	The ear a nameless blending.

	 

	The root is dead and gone, my love,

	The stem's a rod our truth to prove;

	The ear is stored for nought to move

	Till heaven and earth have ending.

	THE MESSAGE OF THE MARCH WIND

	Fair now is the spring-tide, now earth lies beholding

	With the eyes of a lover, the face of the sun;

	Long lasteth the daylight, and hope is enfolding

	The green-growing acres with increase begun.

	 

	Now sweet, sweet it is through the land to be straying

	'Mid the birds and the blossoms and the beasts of the field;

	Love mingles with love, and no evil is weighing

	On thy heart or mine, where all sorrow is healed.

	 

	From township to township, o'er down and by tillage

	Fair, far have we wandered and long was the day;

	But now cometh eve at the end of the village,

	Where over the grey wall the church riseth grey.

	 

	There is wind in the twilight; in the white road before us

	The straw from the ox-yard is blowing about;

	The moon's rim is rising, a star glitters o'er us,

	And the vane on the spire-top is swinging in doubt.

	 

	Down there dips the highway, toward the bridge crossing over

	The brook that runs on to the Thames and the sea.

	Draw closer, my sweet, we are lover and lover;

	This eve art thou given to gladness and me.

	 

	 

	Shall we be glad always? Come closer and hearken:

	Three fields further on, as they told me down there,

	When the young moon has set, if the March sky should darken,

	We might see from the hill-top the great city's glare.

	 

	Hark, the wind in the elm-boughs! from London it bloweth,

	And telleth of gold, and of hope and unrest;

	Of power that helps not; of wisdom that knoweth,

	But teacheth not aught of the worst and the best.

	 

	Of the rich men it telleth, and strange is the story

	How they have, and they hanker, and grip far and wide;

	And they live and they die, and the earth and its glory

	Has been but a burden they scarce might abide.

	 

	Hark! the March wind again of a people is telling;

	Of the life that they live there, so haggard and grim,

	That if we and our love amidst them had been dwelling

	My fondness had faltered, thy beauty grown dim.

	 

	This land we have loved in our love and our leisure

	For them hangs in heaven, high out of their reach;

	The wide hills o'er the sea-plain for them have no pleasure,

	The grey homes of their fathers no story to teach.

	 

	The singers have sung and the builders have builded,

	The painters have fashioned their tales of delight;

	For what and for whom hath the world's book been gilded,

	When all is for these but the blackness of night?

	 

	 

	How long, and for what is their patience abiding?

	How oft and how oft shall their story be told,

	While the hope that none seeketh in darkness is hiding,

	And in grief and in sorrow the world groweth old?

	 

	 

	 

	Come back to the inn, love, and the lights and the fire,

	And the fiddler's old tune and the shuffling of feet;

	For there in a while shall be rest and desire,

	And there shall the morrow's uprising be sweet.

	 

	Yet, love, as we wend, the wind bloweth behind us,

	And beareth the last tale it telleth to-night,

	How here in the spring-tide the message shall find us;

	For the hope that none seeketh is coming to light.

	 

	Like the seed of mid-winter, unheeded, unperished,

	Like the autumn-sown wheat 'neath the snow lying green,

	Like the love that overtook us, unawares and uncherished,

	Like the babe 'neath thy girdle that groweth unseen;

	 

	So the hope of the people now buddeth and groweth,

	Rest fadeth before it, and blindness and fear;

	It biddeth us learn all the wisdom it knoweth;

	It hath found us and held us, and biddeth us hear:

	 

	For it beareth the message: "Rise up on the morrow

	And go on your ways toward the doubt and the strife;

	Join hope to our hope and blend sorrow with sorrow.

	And seek for men's love in the short days of life."

	 

	 

	But lo, the old inn, and the lights, and the fire,

	And the fiddler's old tune and the shuffling of feet;

	Soon for us shall be quiet and rest and desire,

	And to-morrow's uprising to deeds shall be sweet.

	A DEATH SONG

	What cometh here from west to east awending?

	And who are these, the marchers stern and slow?

	We bear the message that the rich are sending

	Aback to those who bade them wake and know.

	Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay,

	But one and all if they would dusk the day.

	 

	We asked them for a life of toilsome earning,

	They bade us bide their leisure for our bread;

	We craved to speak to tell our woeful learning:

	We come back speechless, bearing back our dead.

	Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay,

	But one and all if they would dusk the day.

	 

	They will not learn; they have no ears to hearken.

	They turn their faces from the eyes of fate;

	Their gay-lit halls shut out the skies that darken.

	But, lo! this dead man knocking at the gate.

	Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay,

	But one and all if they would dusk the day.

	 

	 

	Here lies the sign that we shall break our prison;

	Amidst the storm he won a prisoner's rest;

	But in the cloudy dawn the sun arisen

	Brings us our day of work to win the best.

	Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay,

	But one and all if they would dusk the day.

	ICELAND FIRST SEEN

	Lo from our loitering ship

	a new land at last to be seen;

	Toothed rocks down the side of the firth

	on the east guard a weary wide lea,

	And black slope the hillsides above,

	striped adown with their desolate green:

	And a peak rises up on the west

	from the meeting of cloud and of sea,

	Foursquare from base unto point

	like the building of Gods that have been,

	The last of that waste of the mountains

	all cloud-wreathed and snow-flecked and grey,

	And bright with the dawn that began

	just now at the ending of day.

	 

	Ah! what came we forth for to see

	that our hearts are so hot with desire?

	Is it enough for our rest,

	the sight of this desolate strand,

	And the mountain-waste voiceless as death

	but for winds that may sleep not nor tire?

	Why do we long to wend forth

	through the length and breadth of a land,

	Dreadful with grinding of ice,

	and record of scarce hidden fire,

	But that there 'mid the grey grassy dales

	sore scarred by the ruining streams

	Lives the tale of the Northland of old

	and the undying glory of dreams?

	 

	O land, as some cave by the sea

	where the treasures of old have been laid,

	The sword it may be of a king

	whose name was the turning of fight:

	Or the staff of some wise of the world

	that many things made and unmade.

	Or the ring of a woman maybe

	whose woe is grown wealth and delight.

	No wheat and no wine grows above it,

	no orchard for blossom and shade;

	The few ships that sail by its blackness

	but deem it the mouth of a grave;

	Yet sure when the world shall awaken,

	this too shall be mighty to save.

	 

	Or rather, O land, if a marvel

	it seemeth that men ever sought

	Thy wastes for a field and a garden

	fulfilled of all wonder and doubt,

	And feasted amidst of the winter

	when the fight of the year had been fought,

	Whose plunder all gathered together

	was little to babble about;

	Cry aloud from thy wastes, O thou land,

	"Not for this nor for that was I wrought

	Amid waning of realms and of riches

	and death of things worshipped and sure,

	I abide here the spouse of a God,

	and I made and I make and endure."

	 

	O Queen of the grief without knowledge,

	of the courage that may not avail,

	Of the longing that may not attain,

	of the love that shall never forget,

	More joy than the gladness of laughter

	thy voice hath amidst of its wail:

	More hope than of pleasure fulfilled

	amidst of thy blindness is set;

	More glorious than gaining of all

	thine unfaltering hand that shall fail:

	For what is the mark on thy brow

	but the brand that thy Brynhild doth bear?

	Lone once, and loved and undone

	by a love that no ages outwear.

	 

	Ah! when thy Balder comes back,

	and bears from the heart of the Sun

	Peace and the healing of pain,

	and the wisdom that waiteth no more;

	And the lilies are laid on thy brow

	'mid the crown of the deeds thou hast done;

	And the roses spring up by thy feet

	that the rocks of the wilderness wore.

	Ah! when thy Balder comes back

	and we gather the gains he hath won,

	Shall we not linger a little

	to talk of thy sweetness of old,

	Yea, turn back awhile to thy travail

	whence the Gods stood aloof to behold?

	THE RAVEN AND THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	THE RAVEN

	 

	King's daughter sitting in tower so high,

	Fair summer is on many a shield.

	Why weepest thou as the clouds go by?

	Fair sing the swans 'twixt firth and field.

	Why weepest thou in the window-seat

	Till the tears run through thy fingers sweet?

	 

	THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	I weep because I sit alone

	Betwixt these walls of lime and stone.

	Fair folk are in my father's hall,

	But for me he built this guarded wall.

	And here the gold on the green I sew

	Nor tidings of my true-love know.

	 

	THE RAVEN

	 

	King's daughter, sitting above the sea,

	I shall tell thee a tale shall gladden thee.

	Yestreen I saw a ship go forth

	When the wind blew merry from the north.

	And by the tiller Steingrim sat,

	And O, but my heart was glad thereat!

	For 'twixt ashen plank and dark blue sea

	His sword sang sweet of deeds to be.

	 

	THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	O barren sea, thou bitter bird,

	And a barren tale my ears have heard.

	 

	THE RAVEN

	 

	Thy father's men were hard thereby

	In byrny bright and helmet high.

	 

	THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	O worser waxeth thy story far,

	For these drew upon me bolt and bar.

	Fly south, O fowl, to the field of death

	For nothing sweet thy grey neb saith.

	 

	THE RAVEN

	 

	O, there was Olaf the lily-rose,

	As fair as any oak that grows.

	 

	THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	O sweet bird, what did he then

	Among the spears of my father's men?

	 

	THE RAVEN

	 

	'Twixt ashen plank and dark blue sea,

	He sang: My true love waiteth me.

	 

	 

	 

	THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	As well as this dull floor knows my feet,

	I am not weary yet, my sweet.

	 

	THE RAVEN

	 

	He sang: As once her hand I had,

	Her lips at last shall make me glad.

	 

	THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	As once our fingers met, O love,

	So shall our lips be fain thereof.

	 

	THE RAVEN

	 

	He sang: Come wrack and iron and flame,

	For what shall breach the wall but fame?

	 

	THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	Be swift to rise and set, O Sun,

	Lest life 'twixt hope and death be done.

	 

	THE RAVEN

	 

	King's daughter sitting in tower so high,

	A gift for my tale ere forth I fly,

	The gold from thy finger fair and fine,

	Thou hadst it from no love of thine.

	 

	THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	By my father's ring another there is,

	I had it with my mother's kiss.

	Fly forth, O fowl, across the sea

	To win another gift of me.

	Fly south to bring me tidings true,

	Fair summer is on many a shield.

	Of the eve grown red with the battle-dew,

	Fair sing the swans 'twixt firth and field.

	 

	 

	 

	THE RAVEN

	 

	King's daughter sitting in tower so high,

	Fair summer is on many a shield.

	Tidings to hearken ere thou die,

	Fair sing the swans 'twixt firth and field.

	In the Frankish land the spear points met,

	And wide about the field was wet.

	And high ere the cold moon quenched the sun,

	Blew Steingrim's horn for battle won.

	 

	THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	Fair fall thee, fowl! Tell tidings true

	Of deeds that men that day did do.

	 

	THE RAVEN

	 

	Steingrim before his banner went,

	And helms were broke and byrnies rent.

	 

	THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	A doughty man and good at need;

	Tell men of any other's deed?

	 

	THE RAVEN

	 

	Where Steingrim through the battle bore

	Still Olaf went a foot before.

	 

	THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	O fair with deeds the world doth grow!

	Where is my true-love gotten now?

	 

	THE RAVEN

	 

	Upon the deck beside the mast

	He lieth now, and sleepeth fast.

	 

	THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	Heard'st thou before his sleep began

	That he spake word of any man?

	 

	THE RAVEN

	 

	Methought of thee he sang a song,

	But nothing now he saith for long.

	 

	THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	And wottest thou where he will wend

	With the world before him from end to end?

	 

	THE RAVEN

	 

	Before the battle joined that day

	Steingrim a word to him did say:

	"If we bring the banner back in peace,

	In the King's house much shall my fame increase;

	Till there no guarded door shall be

	But it shall open straight to me.

	Then to the bower we twain shall go

	Where thy love the golden seam doth sew.

	I shall bring thee in and lay thine hand

	About the neck of that lily-wand.

	And let the King be lief or loth

	One bed that night shall hold you both."

	Now north belike runs Steingrim's prow,

	And the rain and the wind from the south do blow.

	 

	THE KING'S DAUGHTER

	 

	Lo, fowl of death, my mother's ring,

	But the bridal song I must learn to sing.

	And fain were I for a space alone,

	For O the wind, and the wind doth moan.

	And I must array the bridal bed,

	Fair summer is on many a shield.

	For O the rain, and the rain drifts red!

	Fair sing the swans 'twixt firth and field.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Before the day from the night was born,

	Fair summer is on many a shield.

	She heard the blast of Steingrim's horn,

	Fair sing the swans 'twixt firth and field.

	Before the day was waxen fair

	Were Steingrim's feet upon the stair.

	"O bolt and bar they fall away,

	But heavy are Steingrim's feet to-day."

	"O heavy the feet of one who bears

	The longing of days and the grief of years!

	Lie down, lie down, thou lily-wand

	That on thy neck I may lay his hand.

	Whether the King be lief or loth

	To-day one bed shall hold you both.

	O thou art still as he is still,

	So sore as ye longed to talk your fill

	And good it were that I depart,

	Now heart is laid so close to heart.

	For sure ye shall talk so left alone

	Fair summer is on many a shield.

	Of days to be below the stone."

	Fair sing the swans 'twixt firth and field.

	SPRING'S BEDFELLOW

	Spring went about the woods to-day,

	The soft-foot winter-thief,

	And found where idle sorrow lay

	'Twixt flower and faded leaf.

	 

	She looked on him, and found him fair

	For all she had been told;

	She knelt adown beside him there,

	And sang of days of old.

	 

	His open eyes beheld her nought,

	Yet 'gan his lips to move;

	But life and deeds were in her thought,

	And he would sing of love.

	 

	So sang they till their eyes did meet,

	And faded fear and shame;

	More bold he grew, and she more sweet,

	Until they sang the same.

	 

	Until, say they who know the thing,

	Their very lips did kiss,

	And Sorrow laid abed with Spring

	Begat an earthly bliss.

	MEETING IN WINTER

	Winter in the world it is,

	Round about the unhoped kiss

	Whose dream I long have sorrowed o'er;

	Round about the longing sore,

	That the touch of thee shall turn

	Into joy too deep to burn.

	 

	Round thine eyes and round thy mouth

	Passeth no murmur of the south,

	When my lips a little while

	Leave thy quivering tender smile,

	As we twain, hand holding hand,

	Once again together stand.

	 

	Sweet is that, as all is sweet;

	For the white drift shalt thou meet,

	Kind and cold-cheeked and mine own,

	Wrapped about with deep-furred gown

	In the broad-wheeled chariot:

	Then the north shall spare us not;

	The wide-reaching waste of snow

	Wilder, lonelier yet shall grow

	As the reddened sun falls down.

	But the warders of the town,

	When they flash the torches out

	O'er the snow amid their doubt,

	And their eyes at last behold

	Thy red-litten hair of gold;

	Shall they open, or in fear

	Cry, "Alas! what cometh here?

	Whence hath come this Heavenly One

	To tell of all the world undone?"

	 

	They shall open, and we shall see

	The long street litten scantily

	By the long stream of light before

	The guest-hall's half-open door;

	And our horses' bells shall cease

	As we reach the place of peace;

	Thou shalt tremble, as at last

	The worn threshold is o'er-past,

	And the fire-light blindeth thee:

	Trembling shalt thou cling to me

	As the sleepy merchants stare

	At thy cold hands slim and fair

	Thy soft eyes and happy lips

	Worth all lading of their ships.

	 

	O my love, how sweet and sweet

	That first kissing of thy feet,

	When the fire is sunk alow,

	And the hall made empty now

	Groweth solemn, dim and vast!

	O my love, the night shall last

	Longer than men tell thereof

	Laden with our lonely love!

	THE TWO SIDES OF THE RIVER

	 

	THE YOUTHS

	 

	O winter, O white winter, wert thou gone,

	No more within the wilds were I alone,

	Leaping with bent bow over stock and stone!

	 

	No more alone my love the lamp should burn,

	Watching the weary spindle twist and turn,

	Or o'er the web hold back her tears and yearn:

	O winter, O white winter, wert thou gone!

	 

	THE MAIDENS

	 

	Sweet thoughts fly swiftlier than the drifting snow,

	And with the twisting threads sweet longings grow,

	And o'er the web sweet pictures come and go,

	For no white winter are we long alone.

	 

	THE YOUTHS

	 

	O stream so changed, what hast thou done to me,

	That I thy glittering ford no more can see

	Wreathing with white her fair feet lovingly?

	 

	 

	See, in the rain she stands, and, looking down

	With frightened eyes upon thy whirlpools brown,

	Drops to her feet again her girded gown.

	O hurrying turbid stream, what hast thou done?

	 

	THE MAIDENS

	 

	The clouds lift, telling of a happier day

	When through the thin stream I shall take my way,

	Girt round with gold, and garlanded with may,

	What rushing stream can keep us long alone?

	 

	THE YOUTHS

	 

	O burning Sun, O master of unrest,

	Why must we, toiling, cast away the best,

	Now, when the bird sleeps by her empty nest?

	 

	See, with my garland lying at her feet,

	In lonely labour stands mine own, my sweet,

	Above the quern half-filled with half-ground wheat.

	O red taskmaster, that thy flames were done!

	 

	THE MAIDENS

	 

	O love, to-night across the half-shorn plain

	Shall I not go to meet the yellow wain,

	A look of love at end of toil to gain?

	What flaming sun can keep us long alone?

	 

	THE YOUTHS

	 

	To-morrow, said I, is grape gathering o'er;

	To-morrow, and our loves are twinned no more.

	To-morrow came, to bring us woe and war.

	 

	 

	What have I done, that I should stand with these

	Hearkening the dread shouts borne upon the breeze,

	While she, far off, sits weeping 'neath her trees?

	Alas, O kings, what is it ye have done?

	 

	THE MAIDENS

	 

	Come, love, delay not; come, and slay my dread!

	Already is the banquet table spread;

	In the cool chamber flower-strewn is my bed:

	Come, love, what king shall keep us long alone?

	 

	THE YOUTHS

	 

	O city, city, open thou thy gate!

	See, with life snatched from out the hand of fate!

	How on thy glittering triumph I must wait!

	 

	Are not her hands stretched out to me? Her eyes,

	Grow they not weary as each new hope dies,

	And lone before her still the long road lies?

	O golden city, fain would I be gone!

	 

	THE MAIDENS

	 

	And thou art happy, amid shouts and songs,

	And all that unto conquering men belongs.

	Night hath no fear for me, and day no wrongs.

	What brazen city gates can keep us, lone?

	 

	THE YOUTHS

	 

	O long, long road, how bare thou art, and grey!

	Hill after hill thou climbest, and the day

	Is ended now, O moonlit endless way!

	 

	 

	And she is standing where the rushes grow,

	And still with white hand shades her anxious brow,

	Though 'neath the world the sun is fallen now,

	O dreary road, when will thy leagues be done?

	 

	THE MAIDENS

	 

	O tremblest thou, grey road, or do my feet

	Tremble with joy, thy flinty face to meet?

	Because my love's eyes soon mine eyes shall greet?

	No heart thou hast to keep us long alone.

	 

	THE YOUTHS

	 

	O wilt thou ne'er depart, thou heavy night?

	When will thy slaying bring on the morning bright,

	That leads my weary feet to my delight?

	 

	Why lingerest thou, filling with wandering fears

	My lone love's tired heart; her eyes with tears

	For thoughts like sorrow for the vanished years?

	Weaver of ill thoughts, when wilt thou be gone?

	 

	THE MAIDENS

	 

	Love, to the east are thine eyes turned as mine,

	In patient watching for the night's decline?

	And hast thou noted this grey widening line?

	Can any darkness keep us long alone?

	 

	THE YOUTHS

	 

	O day, O day, is it a little thing

	That thou so long unto thy life must cling,

	Because I gave thee such a welcoming?

	 

	 

	I called thee king of all felicity,

	I praised thee that thou broughtest joy so nigh;

	Thine hours are turned to years, thou wilt not die;

	O day so longed for, would that thou wert gone!

	 

	THE MAIDENS

	 

	The light fails, love; the long day soon shall be

	Nought but a pensive happy memory

	Blessed for the tales it told to thee and me.

	How hard it was, O love, to be alone.

	LOVE FULFILLED

	Hast thou longed through weary days

	For the sight of one loved face?

	Hast thou cried aloud for rest,

	Mid the pain of sundering hours;

	Cried aloud for sleep and death,

	Since the sweet unhoped for best

	Was a shadow and a breath?

	O, long now, for no fear lowers

	O'er these faint feet-kissing flowers.

	O, rest now; and yet in sleep

	All thy longing shalt thou keep.

	 

	Thou shalt rest and have no fear

	Of a dull awaking near,

	Of a life for ever blind,

	Uncontent and waste and wide.

	Thou shalt wake and think it sweet

	That thy love is near and kind.

	Sweeter still for lips to meet;

	Sweetest that thine heart doth hide

	Longing all unsatisfied

	With all longing's answering

	Howsoever close ye cling.

	 

	 

	Thou rememberest how of old

	E'en thy very pain grew cold,

	How thou might'st not measure bliss

	E'en when eyes and hands drew nigh.

	Thou rememberest all regret

	For the scarce remembered kiss.

	The lost dream of how they met,

	Mouths once parched with misery.

	Then seemed Love born but to die,

	Now unrest, pain, bliss are one,

	Love, unhidden and alone.

	THE KING OF DENMARK'S SONS

	In Denmark gone is many a year,

	So fair upriseth the rim of the sun,

	Two sons of Gorm the King there were,

	So grey is the sea when day is done.

	 

	Both these were gotten in lawful bed

	Of Thyrre Denmark's Surety-head.

	 

	Fair was Knut of face and limb

	As the breast of the Queen that suckled him.

	 

	But Harald was hot of hand and heart

	As lips of lovers ere they part.

	 

	Knut sat at home in all men's love,

	But over the seas must Harald rove.

	 

	And for every deed by Harald won,

	Gorm laid more love on Knut alone.

	 

	On a high-tide spake the King in hall,

	"Old I grow as the leaves that fall.

	 

	 

	"Knut shall reign when I am dead,

	So shall the land have peace and aid.

	 

	"But many a ship shall Harald have,

	For I deem the sea well wrought for his grave."

	 

	Then none spake save the King again,

	"If Knut die all my days be vain.

	 

	"And whoso the tale of his death shall tell,

	Hath spoken a word to gain him hell.

	 

	"Lo here a doom I will not break,"

	So fair upriseth the rim of the sun.

	"For life or death or any man's sake,"

	So grey is the sea when day is done.

	 

	 

	 

	O merry days in the summer-tide!

	So fair upriseth the rim of the sun.

	When the ships sail fair and the young men ride,

	So grey is the sea when day is done.

	 

	Now Harald has got him east away,

	And each morrow of fight was a gainful day.

	 

	But Knut is to his fosterer gone

	To deal in deeds of peace alone.

	 

	So wear the days, and well it is

	Such lovely lords should dwell in bliss.

	 

	 

	O merry in the winter-tide

	When men to Yule-feast wend them wide.

	 

	And here lieth Knut in the Lima-firth

	When the lift is low o'er the Danish earth.

	 

	"Tell me now, Shipmaster mine,

	What are yon torches there that shine?"

	 

	"Lord, no torches may these be

	But golden prows across the sea.

	 

	"For over there the sun shines now

	And the gold worms gape from every prow."

	 

	The sun and the wind came down o'er the sea,

	"Tell them over how many they be!"

	 

	"Ten I tell with shield-hung sides.

	Nought but a fool his death abides."

	 

	"Ten thou tellest, and we be three,

	Good need that we do manfully.

	 

	"Good fellows, grip the shield and spear

	For Harald my brother draweth near.

	 

	"Well breakfast we when night is done,

	And Valhall's cock crows up the sun."

	 

	Up spoke Harald in wrathful case:

	"I would have word with this waxen face!

	 

	 

	"What wilt thou pay, thou huckstered

	That I let thee live another year?

	 

	"For oath that thou wilt never reign

	Will I let thee live a year or twain."

	 

	"Kisses and love shalt thou have of me

	If yet my liegeman thou wilt be.

	 

	"But stroke of sword, and dint of axe,

	Or ere thou makest my face as wax."

	 

	As thick the arrows fell around

	As fall sere leaves on autumn ground.

	 

	In many a cheek the red did wane

	No maid might ever kiss again.

	 

	"Lay me aboard," Lord Harald said,

	"The winter day will soon be dead!

	 

	"Lay me aboard the bastard's ship,

	And see to it lest your grapnels slip!"

	 

	Then some they knelt and some they drowned,

	And some lay dead Lord Knut around.

	 

	"Look here at the wax-white corpse of him,

	As fair as the Queen in face and limb!

	 

	"Make now for the shore, for the moon is bright,

	And I would be home ere the end of night.

	 

	 

	"Two sons last night had Thyrre the Queen,

	So fair upriseth the rim of the sun.

	And both she may lack ere the woods wax green,"

	So grey is the sea when day is done.

	 

	 

	 

	A little before the morning tide,

	So fair upriseth the rim of the sun,

	Queen Thyrre looked out of her window-side,

	So grey is the sea when day is done.

	 

	"O men-at-arms, what men be ye?"

	"Harald thy son come over the sea."

	 

	"Why is thy face so pale, my son?"

	"It may be red or day is done."

	 

	"O evil words of an evil hour!

	Come, sweet son, to thy mother's bower!"

	 

	None from the Queen's bower went that day

	Till dark night over the meadows lay.

	 

	None thenceforth heard wail or cry

	Till the King's feast was waxen high.

	 

	Then into the hall Lord Harald came

	When the great wax lights were all aflame.

	 

	"What tidings, son, dost thou bear to me?

	Speak out before I drink with thee."

	 

	 

	"Tidings small for a seafarer.

	Two falcons in the sea-cliffs were;

	 

	"And one was white and one was grey,

	And they fell to battle on a day;

	 

	"They fought in the sun, they fought in the wind,

	No boot the white fowl's wounds to bind.

	 

	"They fought in the wind, they fought in the sun,

	And the white fowl died when the play was done."

	 

	"Small tidings these to bear o'er the sea!

	Good hap that nothing worser they be!

	 

	"Small tidings for a travelled man!

	Drink with me, son, whiles yet ye can!

	 

	"Drink with me ere thy day and mine,

	So fair upriseth the rim of the sun,

	Be nought but a tale told over the wine."

	So grey is the sea when day is done.

	 

	 

	 

	Now fareth the King with his men to sleep,

	So fair upriseth the rim of the sun,

	And dim the maids from the Queen's bower creep,

	So grey is the sea when day is done.

	 

	And in the hall is little light,

	And there standeth the Queen with cheeks full white.

	 

	 

	And soft the feet of women fall

	From end to end of the King's great hall.

	 

	These bear the gold-wrought cloths away,

	And in other wise the hall array;

	 

	Till all is black that hath been gold

	So heavy a tale there must be told.

	 

	The morrow men looked on King Gorm and said,

	"Hath he dreamed a dream or beheld the dead?

	 

	"Why is he sad who should be gay?

	Why are the old man's lips so grey?"

	 

	Slow paced the King adown the hall,

	Nor looked aside to either wall,

	 

	Till in high-seat there he sat him down,

	And deadly old men deemed him grown.

	 

	"O Queen, what thrall's hands durst do this,

	To strip my hall of mirth and bliss?"

	 

	"No thrall's hands in the hangings were,

	No thrall's hands made the tenters bare.

	 

	"King's daughters' hands have done the deed,

	The hands of Denmark's Surety-head."

	 

	"Nought betters the deed thy word unsaid.

	Tell me that Knut my son is dead!"

	 

	 

	She said: "The doom on thee, O King!

	For thine own lips have said the thing."

	 

	Men looked to see the King arise,

	The death of men within his eyes.

	 

	Men looked to see his bitter sword

	That once cleared ships from board to board.

	 

	But in the hall no sword gleamed wide,

	His hand fell down along his side.

	 

	No red there came into his cheek,

	He fell aback as one made weak.

	 

	His wan cheek brushed the high-seat's side,

	And in the noon of day he died.

	 

	So lieth King Gorm beneath the grass,

	But from mouth to mouth this tale did pass.

	 

	And Harald reigned and went his way,

	So fair upriseth the rim of the sun.

	And still is the story told to-day,

	So grey is the sea when day is done.

	ON THE EDGE OF THE WILDERNESS

	PUELLÆ

	 

	Whence comest thou, and whither goest thou?

	Abide! abide! longer the shadows grow;

	What hopest thou the dark to thee will show?

	 

	Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

	 

	AMANS

	 

	Why should I name the land across the sea

	Wherein I first took hold on misery?

	Why should I name the land that flees from me?

	 

	Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

	 

	PUELLÆ

	 

	What wilt thou do within the desert place

	Whereto thou turnest now thy careful face?

	Stay but a while to tell us of thy case.

	 

	Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

	 

	 

	AMANS

	 

	What, nigh the journey's end shall I abide,

	When in the waste mine own love wanders wide,

	When from all men for me she still doth hide?

	 

	Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

	 

	PUELLÆ

	 

	Nay, nay; but rather she forgetteth thee,

	To sit upon the shore of some warm sea,

	Or in green gardens where sweet fountains be.

	 

	Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

	 

	AMANS

	 

	Will ye then keep me from the wilderness,

	Where I at least, alone with my distress,

	The quiet land of changing dreams may bless?

	 

	Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

	 

	PUELLÆ

	 

	Forget the false forgetter and be wise,

	And 'mid these clinging hands and loving eyes,

	Dream, not in vain, thou knowest paradise.

	 

	Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

	 

	AMANS

	 

	Ah! with your sweet eyes shorten not the day,

	Nor let your gentle hands my journey stay!

	Perchance love is not wholly cast away.

	 

	Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

	 

	 

	PUELLÆ

	 

	Pluck love away as thou wouldst pluck a thorn

	From out thy flesh; for why shouldst thou be born

	To bear a life so wasted and forlorn?

	 

	Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

	 

	AMANS

	 

	Yea, why then was I born, since hope is pain,

	And life a lingering death, and faith but vain,

	And love the loss of all I seemed to gain?

	 

	Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

	 

	PUELLÆ

	 

	Dost thou believe that this shall ever be,

	That in our land no face thou e'er shalt see,

	No voice thou e'er shalt hear to gladden thee?

	 

	Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

	 

	AMANS

	 

	No longer do I know of good or bad,

	I have forgotten that I once was glad;

	I do but chase a dream that I have had.

	 

	Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

	 

	PUELLÆ

	 

	Stay! take one image for thy dreamful night;

	Come, look at her, who in the world's despite

	Weeps for delaying love and lost delight.

	 

	Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

	 

	 

	AMANS

	 

	Mock me not till to-morrow. Mock the dead,

	They will not heed it, or turn round the head,

	To note who faithless are, and who are wed.

	 

	Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

	 

	PUELLÆ

	 

	We mock thee not. Hast thou not heard of those

	Whose faithful love the loved heart holds so close,

	That death must wait till one word lets it loose?

	 

	Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

	 

	AMANS

	 

	I hear you not: the wind from off the waste

	Sighs like a song that bids me make good haste

	The wave of sweet forgetfulness to taste.

	 

	Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

	 

	PUELLÆ

	 

	Come back! like such a singer is the wind,

	As to a sad tune sings fair words and kind,

	That he with happy tears all eyes may blind!

	 

	Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

	 

	AMANS

	 

	Did I not hear her sweet voice cry from far,

	That o'er the lonely waste fair fields there are,

	Fair days that know not any change or care?

	 

	Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

	 

	 

	PUELLÆ

	 

	Oh, no! not far thou heardest her, but nigh;

	Nigh, 'twixt the waste's edge and the darkling sky.

	Turn back again, too soon it is to die.

	 

	Abide! a little while be happy here.

	 

	AMANS

	 

	How with the lapse of lone years could I strive,

	And can I die now that thou biddest live?

	What joy this space 'twixt birth and death can give.

	 

	Can we depart, who are so happy here?

	A GARDEN BY THE SEA

	I know a little garden-close,

	Set thick with lily and red rose,

	Where I would wander if I might

	From dewy morn to dewy night,

	And have one with me wandering.

	 

	And though within it no birds sing,

	And though no pillared house is there,

	And though the apple-boughs are bare

	Of fruit and blossom, would to God

	Her feet upon the green grass trod,

	And I beheld them as before.

	 

	There comes a murmur from the shore,

	And in the close two fair streams are,

	Drawn from the purple hills afar,

	Drawn down unto the restless sea:

	Dark hills whose heath-bloom feeds no bee,

	Dark shore no ship has ever seen,

	Tormented by the billows green

	Whose murmur comes unceasingly

	Unto the place for which I cry.

	 

	 

	For which I cry both day and night,

	For which I let slip all delight,

	Whereby I grow both deaf and blind,

	Careless to win, unskilled to find,

	And quick to lose what all men seek.

	 

	Yet tottering as I am and weak,

	Still have I left a little breath

	To seek within the jaws of death

	An entrance to that happy place,

	To seek the unforgotten face,

	Once seen, once kissed, once reft from me

	Anigh the murmuring of the sea.

	MOTHER AND SON

	Now sleeps the land of houses,

	and dead night holds the street,

	And there thou liest, my baby,

	and sleepest soft and sweet;

	My man is away for awhile,

	but safe and alone we lie,

	And none heareth thy breath but thy mother,

	and the moon looking down from the sky

	On the weary waste of the town,

	as it looked on the grass-edged road

	Still warm with yesterday's sun,

	when I left my old abode;

	Hand in hand with my love,

	that night of all nights in the year;

	When the river of love o'erflowed

	and drowned all doubt and fear,

	And we two were alone in the world,

	and once if never again,

	We knew of the secret of earth

	and the tale of its labour and pain.

	 

	Lo amidst London I lift thee,

	and how little and light thou art,

	And thou without hope or fear

	thou fear and hope of my heart!

	Lo here thy body beginning,

	O son, and thy soul and thy life;

	But how will it be if thou livest,

	and enterest into the strife,

	And in love we dwell together

	when the man is grown in thee,

	When thy sweet speech I shall hearken,

	and yet 'twixt thee and me

	Shall rise that wall of distance,

	that round each one doth grow,

	And maketh it hard and bitter

	each other's thought to know.

	 

	Now, therefore, while yet thou art little

	and hast no thought of thine own,

	I will tell thee a word of the world;

	of the hope whence thou hast grown;

	Of the love that once begat thee,

	of the sorrow that hath made

	Thy little heart of hunger,

	and thy hands on my bosom laid.

	Then mayst thou remember hereafter,

	as whiles when people say

	All this hath happened before

	in the life of another day;

	So mayst thou dimly remember

	this tale of thy mother's voice,

	As oft in the calm of dawning

	I have heard the birds rejoice,

	As oft I have heard the storm-wind

	go moaning through the wood;

	And I knew that earth was speaking,

	and the mother's voice was good.

	 

	Now, to thee alone will I tell it

	that thy mother's body is fair,

	In the guise of the country maidens

	Who play with the sun and the air;

	Who have stood in the row of the reapers

	in the August afternoon,

	Who have sat by the frozen water

	in the high day of the moon,

	When the lights of the Christmas feasting

	were dead in the house on the hill,

	And the wild geese gone to the salt-marsh

	had left the winter still.

	Yea, I am fair, my firstling;

	if thou couldst but remember me!

	The hair that thy small hand clutcheth

	is a goodly sight to see;

	I am true, but my face is a snare;

	soft and deep are my eyes,

	And they seem for men's beguiling

	fulfilled with the dreams of the wise.

	Kind are my lips, and they look

	as though my soul had learned

	Deep things I have never heard of.

	My face and my hands are burned

	By the lovely sun of the acres;

	three months of London town

	And thy birth-bed have bleached them indeed,

	"But lo, where the edge of the gown"

	(So said thy father) "is parting

	the wrist that is white as the curd

	From the brown of the hand that I love,

	bright as the wing of a bird."

	 

	Such is thy mother, O firstling,

	yet strong as the maidens of old,

	Whose spears and whose swords were the warders

	of homestead, of field, and of fold.

	Oft were my feet on the highway,

	often they wearied the grass;

	From dusk unto dusk of the summer

	three times in a week would I pass

	To the downs from the house on the river

	through the waves of the blossoming corn.

	Fair then I lay down in the even,

	and fresh I arose on the morn,

	And scarce in the noon was I weary.

	Ah, son, in the days of thy strife,

	If thy soul could but harbour a dream

	of the blossom of my life!

	It would be as the sunlit meadows

	beheld from a tossing sea,

	And thy soul should look on a vision

	of the peace that is to be.

	 

	Yet, yet the tears on my cheek!

	and what is this doth move

	My heart to thy heart, beloved,

	save the flood of yearning love?

	For fair and fierce is thy father,

	and soft and strange are his eyes

	That look on the days that shall be

	with the hope of the brave and the wise.

	It was many a day that we laughed,

	as over the meadows we walked,

	And many a day I hearkened

	and the pictures came as he talked;

	It was many a day that we longed,

	and we lingered late at eve

	Ere speech from speech was sundered,

	and my hand his hand could leave.

	Then I wept when I was alone,

	and I longed till the daylight came;

	And down the stairs I stole,

	and there was our housekeeping dame

	(No mother of me, the foundling)

	kindling the fire betimes

	Ere the haymaking folk went forth

	to the meadows down by the limes;

	All things I saw at a glance;

	the quickening fire-tongues leapt

	Through the crackling heap of sticks,

	and the sweet smoke up from it crept,

	And close to the very hearth

	the low sun flooded the floor,

	And the cat and her kittens played

	in the sun by the open door.

	The garden was fair in the morning,

	and there in the road he stood

	Beyond the crimson daisies

	and the bush of southernwood.

	Then side by side together

	through the grey-walled place we went,

	And O the fear departed,

	and the rest and sweet content!

	 

	Son, sorrow and wisdom he taught me,

	and sore I grieved and learned

	As we twain grew into one;

	and the heart within me burned

	With the very hopes of his heart.

	Ah, son, it is piteous,

	But never again in my life

	shall I dare to speak to thee thus;

	So may these lonely words

	about thee creep and cling,

	These words of the lonely night

	in the days of our wayfaring.

	Many a child of woman

	to-night is born in the town,

	The desert of folly and wrong;

	and of what and whence are they grown?

	Many and many an one

	of wont and use is born;

	For a husband is taken to bed

	as a hat or a ribbon is worn.

	Prudence begets her thousands;

	"good is a housekeeper's life,

	So shall I sell my body

	that I may be matron and wife."

	"And I shall endure foul wedlock

	and bear the children of need."

	Some are there born of hate,

	many the children of greed.

	"I, I too can be wedded,

	though thou my love hast got."

	"I am fair and hard of heart,

	and riches shall be my lot."

	And all these are the good and the happy,

	on whom the world dawns fair.

	O son, when wilt thou learn

	of those that are born of despair,

	As the fabled mud of the Nile

	that quickens under the sun

	With a growth of creeping things,

	half dead when just begun?

	E'en such is the care of Nature

	that man should never die,

	Though she breed of the fools of the earth,

	and the dregs of the city sty.

	 

	 

	But thou, O son, O son,

	of very love wert born,

	When our hope fulfilled bred hope,

	and fear was a folly outworn.

	On the eve of the toil and the battle

	all sorrow and grief we weighed,

	We hoped and we were not ashamed,

	we knew and we were not afraid.

	 

	Now waneth the night and the moon;

	ah, son, it is piteous

	That never again in my life

	shall I dare to speak to thee thus.

	But sure from the wise and the simple

	shall the mighty come to birth;

	And fair were my fate, beloved,

	if I be yet on the earth

	When the world is awaken at last,

	and from mouth to mouth they tell

	Of thy love and thy deeds and thy valour,

	and thy hope that nought can quell.

	THUNDER IN THE GARDEN

	When the boughs of the garden hang heavy with rain

	And the blackbird reneweth his song,

	And the thunder departing yet rolleth again,

	I remember the ending of wrong.

	 

	When the day that was dusk while his death was aloof

	Is ending wide-gleaming and strange

	For the clearness of all things beneath the world's roof,

	I call back the wild chance and the change.

	 

	For once we twain sat through the hot afternoon

	While the rain held aloof for a while,

	Till she, the soft-clad, for the glory of June

	Changed all with the change of her smile.

	 

	For her smile was of longing, no longer of glee,

	And her fingers, entwined with mine own,

	With caresses unquiet sought kindness of me

	For the gift that I never had known.

	 

	Then down rushed the rain, and the voice of the thunder

	Smote dumb all the sound of the street,

	And I to myself was grown nought but a wonder,

	As she leaned down my kisses to meet.

	 

	 

	That she craved for my lips that had craved her so often,

	And the hand that had trembled to touch,

	That the tears filled her eyes I had hoped not to soften

	In this world was a marvel too much.

	 

	It was dusk 'mid the thunder, dusk e'en as the night,

	When first brake out our love like the storm,

	But no night-hour was it, and back came the light

	While our hands with each other were warm.

	 

	And her smile killed with kisses, came back as at first

	As she rose up and led me along,

	And out to the garden, where nought was athirst,

	And the blackbird renewing his song.

	 

	Earth's fragrance went with her, as in the wet grass,

	Her feet little hidden were set;

	She bent down her head, 'neath the roses to pass,

	And her arm with the lily was wet.

	 

	In the garden we wandered while day waned apace

	And the thunder was dying aloof;

	Till the moon o'er the minster-wall lifted his face,

	And grey gleamed out the lead of the roof.

	 

	Then we turned from the blossoms, and cold were they grown:

	In the trees the wind westering moved;

	Till over the threshold back fluttered her gown,

	And in the dark house was I loved.

	THE GOD OF THE POOR

	There was a lord that hight Maltete,

	Among great lords he was right great,

	On poor folk trod he like the dirt,

	None but God might do him hurt.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	With a grace of prayers sung loud and late

	Many a widow's house he ate;

	Many a poor knight at his hands

	Lost his house and narrow lands.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	He burnt the harvests many a time,

	He made fair houses heaps of lime;

	Whatso man loved wife or maid

	Of Evil-head was sore afraid.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	He slew good men and spared the bad;

	Too long a day the foul dog had,

	E'en as all dogs will have their day;

	But God is as strong as man, I say.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	 

	For a valiant knight, men called Boncoeur,

	Had hope he should not long endure,

	And gathered to him much good folk,

	Hardy hearts to break the yoke.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	But Boncoeur deemed it would be vain

	To strive his guarded house to gain;

	Therefore, within a little while,

	He set himself to work by guile.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	He knew that Maltete loved right well

	Red gold and heavy. If from hell

	The Devil had cried, "Take this gold cup,"

	Down had he gone to fetch it up.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	Twenty poor men's lives were nought

	To him, beside a ring well wrought.

	The pommel of his hunting-knife

	Was worth ten times a poor man's life.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	A squire new-come from over-sea

	Boncoeur called to him privily,

	And when he knew his lord's intent,

	Clad like a churl therefrom he went

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	 

	But when he came where dwelt Maltete,

	With few words did he pass the gate,

	For Maltete built him walls anew,

	And, wageless, folk from field he drew.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	Now passed the squire through this and that,

	Till he came to where Sir Maltete sat,

	And over red wine wagged his beard:

	Then spoke the squire as one afeard.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"Lord, give me grace, for privily

	I have a little word for thee."

	"Speak out," said Maltete, "have no fear,

	For how can thy life to thee be dear?"

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"Such an one I know," he said,

	"Who hideth store of money red."

	Maltete grinned at him cruelly:

	"Thou florin-maker, come anigh."

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"E'en such as thou once preached of gold,

	And showed me lies in books full old,

	Nought gat I but evil brass,

	Therefore came he to the worser pass."

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	 

	"Hast thou will to see his skin?

	I keep my heaviest marks therein,

	For since nought else of wealth had he,

	I deemed full well he owed it me."

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"Nought know I of philosophy,"

	The other said, "nor do I lie.

	Before the moon begins to shine,

	May all this heap of gold be thine."

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"Ten leagues from this a man there is,

	Who seemeth to know but little bliss,

	And yet full many a pound of gold

	A dry well nigh his house doth hold."

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"John-a-Wood is he called, fair lord,

	Nor know I whence he hath this hoard."

	Then Maltete said, "As God made me,

	A wizard over-bold is he!"

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"It were a good deed, as I am a knight,

	To burn him in a fire bright;

	This John-a-Wood shall surely die,

	And his gold in my strong chest shall lie."

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	 

	"This very night, I make mine avow.

	The truth of this mine eyes shall know."

	Then spoke an old knight in the hall,

	"Who knoweth what things may befall?"

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"I rede thee go with a great rout,

	For thy foes they ride thick about."

	"Thou and the devil may keep my foes,

	Thou redest me this gold to lose."

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"I shall go with but some four or five,

	So shall I take my thief alive.

	For if a great rout he shall see,

	Will he not hide his wealth from me?"

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	The old knight muttered under his breath,

	"Then mayhap ye shall but ride to death."

	But Maltete turned him quickly round,

	"Bind me this grey-beard under ground!"

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"Because ye are old, ye think to jape.

	Take heed, ye shall not long escape.

	When I come back safe, old carle, perdie,

	Thine head shall brush the linden-tree."

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	 

	Therewith he rode with his five men,

	And Boncoeur's spy, for good leagues ten,

	Until they left the beaten way,

	And dusk it grew at end of day.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	There, in a clearing of the wood,

	Was John's house, neither fair nor good.

	In a ragged plot his house anigh,

	Thin coleworts grew but wretchedly.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	John-a-Wood in his doorway sat,

	Turning over this and that,

	And chiefly how he best might thrive,

	For he had will enough to live.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	Green coleworts from a wooden bowl

	He ate; but careful was his soul,

	For if he saw another day,

	Thenceforth was he in Boncoeur's pay.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	So when he saw how Maltete came,

	He said, "Beginneth now the game!"

	And in the doorway did he stand

	Trembling, with hand joined fast to hand.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	 

	When Maltete did this carle behold

	Somewhat he doubted of his gold,

	But cried out, "Where is now thy store

	Thou hast through books of wicked lore?"

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	Then said the poor man, right humbly,

	"Fair lord, this was not made by me,

	I found it in mine own dry well,

	And had a mind thy grace to tell.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"Therefrom, my lord, a cup I took

	This day, that thou thereon mightst look,

	And know me to be leal and true,"

	And from his coat the cup he drew.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	Then Maltete took it in his hand,

	Nor knew he aught that it used to stand

	On Boncoeur's cupboard many a day.

	"Go on," he said, "and show the way.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"Give me thy gold, and thou shalt live,

	Yea, in my house thou well mayst thrive."

	John turned about and 'gan to go

	Unto the wood with footsteps slow.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	 

	But as they passed by John's woodstack,

	Growled Maltete, "Nothing now doth lack

	Wherewith to light a merry fire,

	And give my wizard all his hire."

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	 

	 

	The western sky was red as blood,

	Darker grew the oaken-wood;

	"Thief and carle, where are ye gone?

	Why are we in the wood alone?

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"What is the sound of this mighty horn?

	Ah, God! that ever I was born!

	The basnets flash from tree to tree;

	Show me, thou Christ, the way to flee!"

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	Boncoeur it was with fifty men;

	Maltete was but one to ten,

	And his own folk prayed for grace,

	With empty hands in that lone place.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"Grace shall ye have," Boncoeur said,

	"All of you but Evil-head."

	Lowly could that great lord be,

	Who could pray so well as he?

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	 

	Then could Maltete howl and cry,

	Little will he had to die.

	Soft was his speech, now it was late,

	But who had will to save Maltete?

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	They brought him to the house again,

	And toward the road he looked in vain.

	Lonely and bare was the great highway,

	Under the gathering moonlight grey.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	They took off his gilt basnet,

	That he should die there was no let;

	They took off his coat of steel,

	A damned man he well might feel.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"Will ye all be rich as kings,

	Lacking naught of all good things?"

	"Nothing do we lack this eve;

	When thou art dead, how can we grieve?"

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	"Let me drink water ere I die,

	None henceforth comes my lips anigh."

	They brought it him in that bowl of wood.

	He said, "This is but poor men's blood!"

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	 

	They brought it him in the cup of gold.

	He said, "The women I have sold

	Have wept it full of salt for me;

	I shall die gaping thirstily."

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	On the threshold of that poor homestead

	They smote off his evil head;

	They set it high on a great spear,

	And rode away with merry cheer.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	At the dawn, in lordly state,

	They rode to Maltete's castle-gate.

	"Whoso willeth laud to win,

	Make haste to let your masters in!"

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	Forthwith opened they the gate,

	No man was sorry for Maltete.

	Boncoeur conquered all his lands,

	A good knight was he of his hands.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	Good men he loved, and hated bad;

	Joyful days and sweet he had;

	Good deeds did he plenteously;

	Beneath him folk lived frank and free.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	 

	He lived long, with merry days;

	None said aught of him but praise.

	God on him have full mercy;

	A good knight merciful was he.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	 

	 

	The great lord, called Maltete, is dead;

	Grass grows above his feet and head,

	And a holly-bush grows up between

	His rib-bones gotten white and clean.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	 

	A carle's sheep-dog certainly

	Is a mightier thing than he.

	Till London-bridge shall cross the Nen,

	Take we heed of such-like men.

	Deus est Deus pauperum.

	LOVE'S REWARD

	It was a knight of the southern land

	Rode forth upon the way

	When the birds sang sweet on either hand

	About the middle of the May.

	 

	But when he came to the lily-close,

	Thereby so fair a maiden stood,

	That neither the lily nor the rose

	Seemed any longer fair nor good.

	 

	"All hail, thou rose and lily-bough!

	What dost thou weeping here,

	For the days of May are sweet enow,

	And the nights of May are dear?"

	 

	"Well may I weep and make my moan.

	Who am bond and captive here;

	Well may I weep who lie alone,

	Though May be waxen dear."

	 

	"And is there none shall ransom thee?

	Mayst thou no borrow find?"

	"Nay, what man may my borrow be,

	When all my wealth is left behind?"

	 

	 

	"Perchance some ring is left with thee,

	Some belt that did thy body bind?"

	"Nay, no man may my borrow be,

	My rings and belt are left behind."

	 

	"The shoes that the May-blooms kissed on thee

	Might yet be things to some men's mind."

	"Nay, no man may my borrow be,

	My golden shoes are left behind."

	 

	"The milk-white sark that covered thee

	A dear-bought token some should find."

	"Nay, no man may my borrow be,

	My silken sark is left behind."

	 

	"The kiss of thy mouth and the love of thee

	Better than world's wealth should I find."

	"Nay, thou mayst not my borrow be,

	For all my love is left behind.

	 

	"A year agone come Midsummer-night

	I woke by the Northern sea;

	I lay and dreamed of my delight

	Till love no more would let me be.

	 

	"Seaward I went by night and cloud

	To hear the white swans sing;

	But though they sang both clear and loud,

	I hearkened a sweeter thing.

	 

	 

	"O sweet and sweet as none may tell

	Was the speech so close 'twixt lip and lip:

	But fast, unseen, the black oars fell

	That drave to shore the rover's ship.

	 

	"My love lay bloody on the strand

	Ere stars were waxen wan:

	Naught lacketh graves the Northern land

	If to-day it lack a lovelier man.

	 

	"I sat and wept beside the mast

	When the stars were gone away.

	Naught lacketh the Northland joy gone past

	If it lack the night and day."

	 

	 

	 

	"Is there no place in any land

	Where thou wouldst rather be than here?"

	"Yea, a lone grave on a cold sea-strand

	My heart for a little holdeth dear."

	 

	"Of all the deeds that women do

	Is there none shall bring thee some delight?"

	"To lie down and die where lay we two

	Upon Midsummer night."

	 

	"I will bring thee there where thou wouldst be,

	A borrow shalt thou find."

	"Wherewith shall I reward it thee

	For wealth and good-hap left behind?"

	 

	 

	"A kiss from lips that love not me,

	A good-night somewhat kind;

	A narrow house to share with thee

	When we leave the world behind."

	 

	 

	 

	They have taken ship and sailed away

	Across the Southland main;

	They have sailed by hills were green and gay,

	A land of goods and gain.

	 

	They have sailed by sea-cliffs stark and white

	And hillsides fair enow;

	They have sailed by lands of little night

	Where great the groves did grow.

	 

	They have sailed by islands in the sea

	That the clouds lay thick about;

	And into a main where few ships be

	Amidst of dread and doubt.

	 

	With broken mast and battered side

	They drave amidst the tempest's heart;

	But why should death to these betide

	Whom love did hold so well apart?

	 

	The flood it drave them toward the strand,

	The ebb it drew them fro;

	The swallowing seas that tore the land

	Cast them ashore and let them go.

	 

	 

	"Is this the land? is this the land,

	Where life and I must part a-twain?"

	"Yea, this is e'en the sea-washed strand

	That made me yoke-fellow of pain.

	 

	"The strand is this, the sea is this,

	The grey bent and the mountains grey;

	But no mound here his grave-mound is;

	Where have they borne my love away?"

	 

	"What man is this with shield and spear

	Comes riding down the bent to us?

	A goodly man forsooth he were

	But for his visage piteous."

	 

	"Ghost of my love, so kind of yore,

	Art thou not somewhat gladder grown

	To feel my feet upon this shore?

	O love, thou shalt not long be lone."

	 

	"Ghost of my love, each day I come

	To see where God first wrought us wrong:

	Now kind thou com'st to call me home.

	Be sure I shall not tarry long."

	 

	 

	 

	"Come here, my love; come here for rest,

	So sore as my body longs for thee!

	My heart shall beat against thy breast,

	As arms of thine shall comfort me."

	 

	 

	"Love, let thy lips depart no more

	From those same eyes they once did kiss,

	The very bosom wounded sore

	When sorrow clave the heart of bliss!"

	 

	O was it day, or was it night,

	As there they told their love again?

	The high-tide of the sun's delight,

	Or whirl of wind and drift of rain?

	 

	"Speak sweet, my love, of how it fell,

	And how thou cam'st across the sea,

	And what kind heart hath served thee well,

	And who thy borrow there might be?"

	 

	Naught but the wind and sea made moan

	As hastily she turned her round;

	From light clouds wept the morn alone,

	Not the dead corpse upon the ground.

	 

	"O look, my love, for here is he

	Who once of all the world was kind,

	And led my sad heart o'er the sea!

	And now must he be left behind."

	 

	She kissed his lips that yet did smile,

	She kissed his eyes that were not sad:

	"O thou who sorrow didst beguile,

	And now wouldst have me wholly glad!

	 

	 

	"A little gift is this," she said,

	"Thou once hadst deemed great gift enow;

	Yet surely shalt thou rest thine head

	Where I one day shall lie alow.

	 

	"There shalt thou wake to think of me,

	And by thy face my face shall find;

	And I shall then thy borrow be

	When all the world is left behind."

	THE FOLK-MOTE BY THE RIVER

	It was up in the morn we rose betimes

	From the hall-floor hard by the row of limes.

	 

	It was but John the Red and I,

	And we were the brethren of Gregory;

	 

	And Gregory the Wright was one

	Of the valiant men beneath the sun,

	 

	And what he bade us that we did

	For ne'er he kept his counsel hid.

	 

	So out we went, and the clattering latch

	Woke up the swallows under the thatch.

	 

	It was dark in the porch, but our scythes we felt,

	And thrust the whetstone under the belt.

	 

	Through the cold garden boughs we went

	Where the tumbling roses shed their scent.

	 

	Then out a-gates and away we strode

	O'er the dewy straws on the dusty road,

	 

	 

	And there was the mead by the town-reeve's close

	Where the hedge was sweet with the wilding rose.

	 

	Then into the mowing grass we went

	Ere the very last of the night was spent.

	 

	Young was the moon, and he was gone,

	So we whet our scythes by the stars alone:

	 

	But or ever the long blades felt the hay

	Afar in the East the dawn was grey.

	 

	Or ever we struck our earliest stroke

	The thrush in the hawthorn-bush awoke.

	 

	While yet the bloom of the swathe was dim

	The blackbird's bill had answered him.

	 

	Ere half of the road to the river was shorn

	The sunbeam smote the twisted thorn.

	 

	 

	 

	Now wide was the way 'twixt the standing grass

	For the townsfolk unto the mote to pass,

	 

	And so when all our work was done

	We sat to breakfast in the sun,

	 

	While down in the stream the dragon-fly

	'Twixt the quivering rushes flickered by;

	 

	And though our knives shone sharp and white

	The swift bleak heeded not the sight.

	 

	 

	So when the bread was done away

	We looked along the new-shorn hay,

	 

	And heard the voice of the gathering-horn

	Come over the garden and the corn;

	 

	For the wind was in the blossoming wheat

	And drave the bees in the lime-boughs sweet.

	 

	Then loud was the horn's voice drawing near,

	And it hid the talk of the prattling weir.

	 

	And now was the horn on the pathway wide

	That we had shorn to the river-side.

	 

	So up we stood, and wide around

	We sheared a space by the Elders' Mound;

	 

	And at the feet thereof it was

	That highest grew the June-tide grass;

	 

	And over all the mound it grew

	With clover blent, and dark of hue.

	 

	But never aught of the Elders' Hay

	To rick or barn was borne away.

	 

	But it was bound and burned to ash

	In the barren close by the reedy plash.

	 

	For 'neath that mound the valiant dead

	Lay hearkening words of valiance said

	 

	 

	When wise men stood on the Elders' Mound,

	And the swords were shining bright around.

	 

	 

	 

	And now we saw the banners borne

	On the first of the way that we had shorn;

	So we laid the scythe upon the sward

	And girt us to the battle-sword.

	 

	For after the banners well we knew

	Were the Freemen wending two and two.

	 

	There then that highway of the scythe

	With many a hue was brave and blythe.

	 

	And first below the Silver Chief

	Upon the green was the golden sheaf.

	 

	And on the next that went by it

	The White Hart in the Park did sit.

	 

	Then on the red the White Wings flew,

	And on the White was the Cloud-fleck blue.

	 

	Last went the Anchor of the Wrights

	Beside the Ship of the Faring-Knights.

	 

	Then thronged the folk the June-tide field

	With naked sword and painted shield,

	 

	Till they came adown to the river-side,

	And there by the mound did they abide.

	 

	 

	Now when the swords stood thick and white

	As the mace reeds stand in the streamless bight,

	 

	There rose a man on the mound alone

	And over his head was the grey mail done.

	 

	When over the new-shorn place of the field

	Was nought but the steel hood and the shield.

	 

	The face on the mound shone ruddy and hale,

	But the hoar hair showed from the hoary mail.

	 

	And there rose a hand by the ruddy face

	And shook a sword o'er the peopled place.

	 

	And there came a voice from the mound and said:

	"O sons, the days of my youth are dead,

	 

	And gone are the faces I have known

	In the street and the booths of the goodly town.

	 

	O sons, full many a flock have I seen

	Feed down this water-girdled green.

	 

	Full many a herd of long-horned neat

	Have I seen 'twixt water-side and wheat.

	 

	Here by this water-side full oft

	Have I heaved the flowery hay aloft.

	 

	And oft this water-side anigh

	Have I bowed adown the wheat-stalks high.

	 

	 

	And yet meseems I live and learn

	And lore of younglings yet must earn.

	 

	For tell me, children, whose are these

	Fair meadows of the June's increase?

	 

	Whose are these flocks and whose the neat,

	And whose the acres of the wheat?"

	 

	 

	 

	Scarce did we hear his latest word,

	On the wide shield so rang the sword.

	 

	So rang the sword upon the shield

	That the lark was hushed above the field.

	 

	Then sank the shouts and again we heard

	The old voice come from the hoary beard:

	 

	 

	 

	"Yea, whose are yonder gables then,

	And whose the holy hearths of men?

	Whose are the prattling children there,

	And whose the sunburnt maids and fair?

	 

	Whose thralls are ye, hereby that stand,

	Bearing the freeman's sword in hand?"

	 

	As glitters the sun in the rain-washed grass,

	So in the tossing swords it was;

	 

	 

	As the thunder rattles along and adown

	E'en so was the voice of the weaponed town.

	 

	And there was the steel of the old man's sword.

	And there was his hollow voice, and his word:

	 

	 

	 

	"Many men, many minds, the old saw saith,

	Though hereof ye be sure as death.

	 

	For what spake the herald yestermorn

	But this, that ye were thrall-folk born;

	 

	That the lord that owneth all and some

	Would send his men to fetch us home

	 

	Betwixt the haysel, and the tide

	When they shear the corn in the country-side?

	 

	O children, Who was the lord? ye say,

	What prayer to him did our fathers pray?

	 

	Did they hold out hands his gyves to bear?

	Did their knees his high hall's pavement wear?

	 

	Is his house built up in heaven aloft?

	Doth he make the sun rise oft and oft?

	 

	Doth he hold the rain in his hollow hand?

	Hath he cleft this water through the land?

	 

	 

	Or doth he stay the summer-tide,

	And make the winter days abide?

	 

	O children, Who is the lord? ye say,

	Have we heard his name before to-day?

	 

	O children, if his name I know,

	He hight Earl Hugh of the Shivering Low:

	 

	For that herald bore on back and breast

	The Black Burg under the Eagle's Nest."

	 

	 

	 

	As the voice of the winter wind that tears

	At the eaves of the thatch and its emptied ears,

	 

	E'en so was the voice of laughter and scorn

	By the water-side in the mead new-shorn;

	 

	And over the garden and the wheat

	Went the voice of women shrilly-sweet.

	 

	 

	 

	But now by the hoary elder stood

	A carle in raiment red as blood.

	 

	Red was his weed and his glaive was white,

	And there stood Gregory the Wright.

	 

	So he spake in a voice was loud and strong:

	"Young is the day though the road is long;

	 

	 

	There is time if we tarry nought at all

	For the kiss in the porch and the meat in the hall.

	 

	And safe shall our maidens sit at home

	For the foe by the way we wend must come.

	 

	Through the three Lavers shall we go

	And raise them all against the foe.

	 

	Then shall we wend the Downland ways,

	And all the shepherd spearmen raise.

	 

	To Cheaping Raynes shall we come adown

	And gather the bowmen of the town;

	 

	And Greenstead next we come unto

	Wherein are all folk good and true.

	 

	When we come our ways to the Outer Wood

	We shall be an host both great and good;

	 

	Yea when we come to the open field

	There shall be a many under shield.

	 

	And maybe Earl Hugh shall lie alow

	And yet to the house of Heaven shall go.

	 

	But we shall dwell in the land we love

	And grudge no hallow Heaven above.

	 

	Come ye, who think the time o'er long

	Till we have slain the word of wrong!

	 

	 

	Come ye who deem the life of fear

	On this last day hath drawn o'er near!

	 

	Come after me upon the road

	That leadeth to the Erne's abode."

	 

	 

	 

	Down then he leapt from off the mound

	And back drew they that were around

	 

	Till he was foremost of all those

	Betwixt the river and the close.

	 

	And uprose shouts both glad and strong

	As followed after all the throng;

	 

	And overhead the banners flapped,

	As we went on our ways to all that happed.

	 

	 

	 

	The fields before the Shivering Low

	Of many a grief of manfolk know;

	 

	There may the autumn acres tell

	Of how men met, and what befell.

	 

	The Black Burg under the Eagle's nest

	Shall tell the tale as it liketh best.

	 

	And sooth it is that the River-land

	Lacks many an autumn-gathering hand.

	 

	 

	And there are troth-plight maids unwed

	Shall deem awhile that love is dead;

	 

	And babes there are to men shall grow

	Nor ever the face of their fathers know.

	 

	And yet in the Land by the River-side

	Doth never a thrall or an earl's man bide;

	 

	For Hugh the Earl of might and mirth

	Hath left the merry days of Earth;

	 

	And we live on in the land we love,

	And grudge no hallow Heaven above.

	THE VOICE OF TOIL

	I heard men saying, Leave hope and praying,

	All days shall be as all have been;

	To-day and to-morrow bring fear and sorrow,

	The never-ending toil between.

	 

	When Earth was younger mid toil and hunger,

	In hope we strove, and our hands were strong;

	Then great men led us, with words they fed us,

	And bade us right the earthly wrong.

	 

	Go read in story their deeds and glory,

	Their names amidst the nameless dead;

	Turn then from lying to us slow-dying

	In that good world to which they led;

	 

	Where fast and faster our iron master,

	The thing we made, for ever drives,

	Bids us grind treasure and fashion pleasure

	For other hopes and other lives.

	 

	Where home is a hovel and dull we grovel,

	Forgetting that the world is fair;

	Where no babe we cherish, lest its very soul perish;

	Where mirth is crime, and love a snare.

	 

	 

	Who now shall lead us, what god shall heed us

	As we lie in the hell our hands have won?

	For us are no rulers but fools and befoolers,

	The great are fallen, the wise men gone.

	 

	 

	 

	I heard men saying, Leave tears and praying,

	The sharp knife heedeth not the sheep;

	Are we not stronger than the rich and the wronger,

	When day breaks over dreams and sleep?

	 

	Come, shoulder to shoulder ere the world grows older!

	Help lies in nought but thee and me;

	Hope is before us, the long years that bore us

	Bore leaders more than men may be.

	 

	Let dead hearts tarry and trade and marry,

	And trembling nurse their dreams of mirth,

	While we the living our lives are giving

	To bring the bright new world to birth.

	 

	Come, shoulder to shoulder ere earth grows older!

	The Cause spreads over land and sea;

	Now the world shaketh, and fear awaketh,

	And joy at last for thee and me.

	GUNNAR'S HOWE ABOVE THE HOUSE AT LITHEND

	Ye who have come o'er the sea

	to behold this grey minster of lands,

	Whose floor is the tomb of time past,

	and whose walls by the toil of dead hands

	Show pictures amidst of the ruin

	of deeds that have overpast death,

	Stay by this tomb in a tomb

	to ask of who lieth beneath.

	Ah! the world changeth too soon,

	that ye stand there with unbated breath,

	As I name him that Gunnar of old,

	who erst in the haymaking tide

	Felt all the land fragrant and fresh,

	as amidst of the edges he died.

	Too swiftly fame fadeth away,

	if ye tremble not lest once again

	The grey mound should open and show him

	glad-eyed without grudging or pain.

	Little labour methinks to behold him

	but the tale-teller laboured in vain.

	Little labour for ears that may hearken

	to hear his death-conquering song,

	Till the heart swells to think of the gladness

	undying that overcame wrong.

	O young is the world yet meseemeth

	and the hope of it flourishing green,

	When the words of a man unremembered

	so bridge all the days that have been,

	As we look round about on the land

	that these nine hundred years he hath seen.

	 

	Dusk is abroad on the grass

	of this valley amidst of the hill:

	Dusk that shall never be dark

	till the dawn hard on midnight shall fill

	The trench under Eyiafell's snow,

	and the grey plain the sea meeteth grey.

	White, high aloft hangs the moon

	that no dark night shall brighten ere day,

	For here day and night toileth the summer

	lest deedless his time pass away.

	THE DAY IS COMING

	Come hither, lads, and hearken,

	for a tale there is to tell,

	Of the wonderful days a-coming, when all

	shall be better than well.

	 

	And the tale shall be told of a country,

	a land in the midst of the sea,

	And folk shall call it England

	in the days that are going to be.

	 

	There more than one in a thousand

	in the days that are yet to come,

	Shall have some hope of the morrow,

	some joy of the ancient home.

	 

	 

	 

	For then, laugh not, but listen

	to this strange tale of mine,

	All folk that are in England

	shall be better lodged than swine.

	 

	 

	Then a man shall work and bethink him,

	and rejoice in the deeds of his hand,

	Nor yet come home in the even

	too faint and weary to stand.

	 

	Men in that time a-coming

	shall work and have no fear

	For to-morrow's lack of earning

	and the hunger-wolf anear.

	 

	I tell you this for a wonder,

	that no man then shall be glad

	Of his fellow's fall and mishap

	to snatch at the work he had.

	 

	For that which the worker winneth

	shall then be his indeed,

	Nor shall half be reaped for nothing

	by him that sowed no seed.

	 

	O strange new wonderful justice!

	But for whom shall we gather the gain?

	For ourselves and for each of our fellows,

	and no hand shall labour in vain.

	 

	Then all Mine and all Thine shall be Ours,

	and no more shall any man crave

	For riches that serve for nothing

	but to fetter a friend for a slave.

	 

	 

	And what wealth then shall be left us

	when none shall gather gold

	To buy his friend in the market,

	and pinch and pine the sold?

	 

	Nay, what save the lovely city,

	and the little house on the hill,

	And the wastes and the woodland beauty,

	and the happy fields we till;

	 

	And the homes of ancient stories,

	the tombs of the mighty dead;

	And the wise men seeking out marvels,

	and the poet's teeming head;

	 

	And the painter's hand of wonder;

	and the marvellous fiddle-bow,

	And the banded choirs of music:

	all those that do and know.

	 

	For all these shall be ours and all men's,

	nor shall any lack a share

	Of the toil and the gain of living

	in the days when the world grows fair.

	 

	 

	 

	Ah! such are the days that shall be!

	But what are the deeds of to-day

	In the days of the years we dwell in,

	that wear our lives away?

	 

	 

	Why, then, and for what are we waiting?

	There are three words to speak;

	WE WILL IT, and what is the foeman

	but the dream-strong wakened and weak?

	 

	O why and for what are we waiting?

	while our brothers droop and die,

	And on every wind of the heavens

	a wasted life goes by.

	 

	How long shall they reproach us

	where crowd on crowd they dwell,

	Poor ghosts of the wicked city,

	the gold-crushed hungry hell?

	 

	Through squalid life they laboured,

	in sordid grief they died,

	Those sons of a mighty mother,

	those props of England's pride.

	 

	They are gone; there is none can undo it,

	nor save our souls from the curse;

	But many a million cometh,

	and shall they be better or worse?

	 

	It is we must answer and hasten,

	and open wide the door

	For the rich man's hurrying terror,

	and the slow-foot hope of the poor.

	 

	 

	Yea, the voiceless wrath of the wretched,

	and their unlearned discontent,

	We must give it voice and wisdom

	till the waiting-tide be spent.

	 

	 

	 

	Come, then, since all things call us,

	the living and the dead,

	And o'er the weltering tangle

	a glimmering light is shed.

	 

	Come, then, let us cast off fooling,

	and put by ease and rest,

	For the Cause alone is worthy

	till the good days bring the best.

	 

	Come, join in the only battle

	wherein no man can fail,

	Where whoso fadeth and dieth,

	yet his deed shall still prevail.

	 

	Ah! come, cast off all fooling,

	for this, at least, we know:

	That the Dawn and the Day is coming,

	and forth the Banners go.

	EARTH THE HEALER, EARTH THE KEEPER

	So swift the hours are moving

	Unto the time un-proved:

	Farewell my love unloving,

	Farewell my love beloved!

	 

	What! are we not glad-hearted?

	Is there no deed to do?

	Is not all fear departed

	And Spring-tide blossomed new?

	 

	The sails swell out above us,

	The sea-ridge lifts the keel;

	For They have called who love us,

	Who bear the gifts that heal:

	 

	A crown for him that winneth,

	A bed for him that fails,

	A glory that beginneth

	In never-dying tales.

	 

	Yet now the pain is ended

	And the glad hand grips the sword,

	Look on thy life amended

	And deal out due award.

	 

	 

	Think of the thankless morning,

	The gifts of noon unused;

	Think of the eve of scorning,

	The night of prayer refused.

	 

	And yet. The life before it,

	Dost thou remember aught,

	What terrors shivered o'er it

	Born from the hell of thought?

	 

	And this that cometh after:

	How dost thou live, and dare

	To meet its empty laughter,

	To face its friendless care?

	 

	In fear didst thou desire,

	At peace dost thou regret,

	The wasting of the fire,

	The tangling of the net.

	 

	Love came and gat fair greeting;

	Love went; and left no shame.

	Shall both the twilights meeting

	The summer sunlight blame?

	 

	What! cometh love and goeth

	Like the dark night's empty wind,

	Because thy folly soweth

	The harvest of the blind?

	 

	 

	Hast thou slain love with sorrow?

	Have thy tears quenched the sun?

	Nay even yet to-morrow

	Shall many a deed be done.

	 

	This twilight sea thou sailest,

	Has it grown dim and black

	For that wherein thou failest,

	And the story of thy lack?

	 

	Peace then! for thine old grieving

	Was born of Earth the kind,

	And the sad tale thou art leaving

	Earth shall not leave behind.

	 

	Peace! for that joy abiding

	Whereon thou layest hold

	Earth keepeth for a tiding

	For the day when this is old.

	 

	Thy soul and life shall perish,

	And thy name as last night's wind;

	But Earth the deed shall cherish

	That thou to-day shalt find.

	 

	And all thy joy and sorrow

	So great but yesterday,

	So light a thing to-morrow,

	Shall never pass away.

	 

	 

	Lo! lo! the dawn-blink yonder,

	The sunrise draweth nigh,

	And men forget to wonder

	That they were born to die.

	 

	Then praise the deed that wendeth

	Through the daylight and the mirth!

	The tale that never endeth

	Whoso may dwell on earth.

	ALL FOR THE CAUSE

	Hear a word, a word in season,

	for the day is drawing nigh,

	When the Cause shall call upon us,

	some to live, and some to die!

	 

	He that dies shall not die lonely,

	many an one hath gone before;

	He that lives shall bear no burden

	heavier than the life they bore.

	 

	Nothing ancient is their story,

	e'en but yesterday they bled,

	Youngest they of earth's beloved,

	last of all the valiant dead.

	 

	E'en the tidings we are telling

	was the tale they had to tell,

	E'en the hope that our hearts cherish,

	was the hope for which they fell.

	 

	In the grave where tyrants thrust them,

	lies their labour and their pain,

	But undying from their sorrow

	springeth up the hope again.

	 

	 

	Mourn not therefore, nor lament it,

	that the world outlives their life;

	Voice and vision yet they give us,

	making strong our hands for strife.

	 

	Some had name, and fame, and honour,

	learn'd they were, and wise and strong;

	Some were nameless, poor, unlettered,

	weak in all but grief and wrong.

	 

	Named and nameless all live in us;

	one and all they lead us yet

	Every pain to count for nothing,

	every sorrow to forget.

	 

	Hearken how they cry, "O happy,

	happy ye that ye were born

	In the sad slow night's departing,

	in the rising of the morn.

	 

	"Fair the crown the Cause hath for you,

	well to die or well to live

	Through the battle, through the tangle,

	peace to gain or peace to give."

	 

	Ah, it may be! Oft meseemeth,

	in the days that yet shall be,

	When no slave of gold abideth

	'twixt the breadth of sea to sea,

	 

	 

	Oft, when men and maids are merry,

	ere the sunlight leaves the earth,

	And they bless the day beloved,

	all too short for all their mirth,

	 

	Some shall pause awhile and ponder

	on the bitter days of old,

	Ere the toil of strife and battle

	overthrew the curse of gold;

	 

	Then 'twixt lips of loved and lover

	solemn thoughts of us shall rise;

	We who once were fools defeated,

	then shall be the brave and wise.

	 

	There amidst the world new-builded

	shall our earthly deeds abide,

	Though our names be all forgotten,

	and the tale of how we died.

	 

	Life or death then, who shall heed it,

	what we gain or what we lose?

	Fair flies life amid the struggle,

	and the Cause for each shall choose.

	 

	Hear a word, a word in season,

	for the day is drawing nigh,

	When the Cause shall call upon us,

	some to live, and some to die!

	PAIN AND TIME STRIVE NOT

	What part of the dread eternity

	Are those strange minutes that I gain,

	Mazed with the doubt of love and pain,

	When I thy delicate face may see,

	A little while before farewell?

	 

	What share of the world's yearning-tide

	That flash, when new day bare and white

	Blots out my half-dream's faint delight,

	And there is nothing by my side,

	And well remembered is farewell?

	 

	What drop in the grey flood of tears

	That time, when the long day toiled through,

	Worn out, shows nought for me to do,

	And nothing worth my labour bears

	The longing of that last farewell?

	 

	What pity from the heavens above,

	What heed from out eternity,

	What word from the swift world for me?

	Speak, heed, and pity, O tender love,

	Who knew'st the days before farewell!

	DRAWING NEAR THE LIGHT

	Lo, when we wade the tangled wood,

	In haste and hurry to be there,

	Nought seem its leaves and blossoms good,

	For all that they be fashioned fair.

	 

	But looking up, at last we see

	The glimmer of the open light,

	From o'er the place where we would be:

	Then grow the very brambles bright.

	 

	So now, amidst our day of strife,

	With many a matter glad we play,

	When once we see the light of life

	Gleam through the tangle of to-day.

	VERSES FOR PICTURES

	DAY

	 

	I am Day; I bring again

	Life and glory, Love and pain:

	Awake, arise! from death to death

	Through me the World's tale quickeneth.

	 

	SPRING

	 

	Spring am I, too soft of heart

	Much to speak ere I depart:

	Ask the Summer-tide to prove

	The abundance of my love.

	 

	SUMMER

	 

	Summer looked for long am I;

	Much shall change or e'er I die.

	Prithee take it not amiss

	Though I weary thee with bliss.

	 

	AUTUMN

	 

	Laden Autumn here I stand

	Worn of heart, and weak of hand:

	Nought but rest seems good to me,

	Speak the word that sets me free.

	 

	 

	WINTER

	 

	I am Winter, that do keep

	Longing safe amidst of sleep:

	Who shall say if I were dead

	What should be remembered?

	 

	NIGHT

	 

	I am Night: I bring again

	Hope of pleasure, rest from pain:

	Thoughts unsaid 'twixt Life and Death

	My fruitful silence quickeneth.

	FOR THE BRIAR ROSE

	THE BRIARWOOD

	 

	The fateful slumber floats and flows

	About the tangle of the rose;

	But lo! the fated hand and heart

	To rend the slumberous curse apart!

	 

	THE COUNCIL ROOM

	 

	The threat of war, the hope of peace,

	The Kingdom's peril and increase

	Sleep on, and bide the latter day,

	When Fate shall take her chain away.

	 

	THE GARDEN COURT

	 

	The maiden pleasance of the land

	Knoweth no stir of voice or hand,

	No cup the sleeping waters fill,

	The restless shuttle lieth still.

	 

	 

	THE ROSEBOWER

	 

	Here lies the hoarded love, the key

	To all the treasure that shall be;

	Come fated hand the gift to take,

	And smite this sleeping world awake.

	 

	ANOTHER FOR THE BRIAR ROSE

	O treacherous scent, O thorny sight,

	O tangle of world's wrong and right,

	What art thou 'gainst my armour's gleam

	But dusky cobwebs of a dream?

	 

	Beat down, deep sunk from every gleam

	Of hope, they lie and dully dream;

	Men once, but men no more, that Love

	Their waste defeated hearts should move.

	 

	Here sleeps the world that would not love!

	Let it sleep on, but if He move

	Their hearts in humble wise to wait

	On his new-wakened fair estate.

	 

	O won at last is never late!

	Thy silence was the voice of fate;

	Thy still hands conquered in the strife;

	Thine eyes were light; thy lips were life.

	THE WOODPECKER

	I once a King and chief

	Now am the tree-bark's thief,

	Ever 'twixt trunk and leaf

	Chasing the prey.

	THE LION

	The Beasts that be

	In wood and waste,

	Now sit and see,

	Nor ride nor haste.

	THE FOREST

	PEAR-TREE

	 

	By woodman's edge I faint and fail;

	By craftsman's edge I tell the tale.

	 

	CHESTNUT-TREE

	 

	High in the wood, high o'er the hall,

	Aloft I rise when low I fall.

	 

	OAK-TREE

	 

	Unmoved I stand what wind may blow.

	Swift, swift before the wind I go.

	POMONA

	I am the ancient Apple-Queen,

	As once I was so am I now.

	For evermore a hope unseen,

	Betwixt the blossom and the bough.

	 

	Ah, where's the river's hidden Gold!

	And where the windy grave of Troy?

	Yet come I as I came of old,

	From out the heart of Summer's joy.

	FLORA

	I am the handmaid of the earth,

	I broider fair her glorious gown,

	And deck her on her days of mirth

	With many a garland of renown.

	 

	And while Earth's little ones are fain

	And play about the Mother's hem,

	I scatter every gift I gain

	From sun and wind to gladden them.

	THE ORCHARD

	Midst bitten mead and acre shorn,

	The world without is waste and worn,

	 

	But here within our orchard-close,

	The guerdon of its labour shows.

	 

	O valiant Earth, O happy year

	That mocks the threat of winter near,

	 

	And hangs aloft from tree to tree

	The banners of the Spring to be.

	TAPESTRY TREES

	OAK

	 

	I am the Roof-tree and the Keel;

	I bridge the seas for woe and weal.

	 

	FIR

	 

	High o'er the lordly oak I stand,

	And drive him on from land to land.

	 

	ASH

	 

	I heft my brother's iron bane;

	I shaft the spear, and build the wain.

	 

	YEW

	 

	Dark down the windy dale I grow,

	The father of the fateful Bow.

	 

	POPLAR

	 

	The war-shaft and the milking-bowl

	I make, and keep the hay-wain whole.

	 

	OLIVE

	 

	The King I bless; the lamps I trim;

	In my warm wave do fishes swim.

	 

	 

	APPLE-TREE

	 

	I bowed my head to Adam's will;

	The cups of toiling men I fill.

	 

	VINE

	 

	I draw the blood from out the earth;

	I store the sun for winter mirth.

	 

	ORANGE-TREE

	 

	Amidst the greenness of my night,

	My odorous lamps hang round and bright.

	 

	FIG-TREE

	 

	I who am little among trees

	In honey-making mate the bees.

	 

	MULBERRY-TREE

	 

	Love's lack hath dyed my berries red:

	For Love's attire my leaves are shed.

	 

	PEAR-TREE

	 

	High o'er the mead-flowers' hidden feet

	I bear aloft my burden sweet.

	 

	BAY

	 

	Look on my leafy boughs, the Crown

	Of living song and dead renown!

	THE FLOWERING ORCHARD

	SILK EMBROIDERY

	 

	Lo silken my garden,

	and silken my sky,

	And silken my apple-boughs

	hanging on high;

	All wrought by the Worm

	in the peasant carle's cot

	On the Mulberry leafage

	when summer was hot!

	THE END OF MAY

	How the wind howls this morn

	About the end of May,

	And drives June on apace

	To mock the world forlorn

	And the world's joy passed away

	And my unlonged-for face!

	The world's joy passed away;

	For no more may I deem

	That any folk are glad

	To see the dawn of day

	Sunder the tangled dream

	Wherein no grief they had.

	Ah, through the tangled dream

	Where others have no grief

	Ever it fares with me

	That fears and treasons stream

	And dumb sleep slays belief

	Whatso therein may be.

	Sleep slayeth all belief

	Until the hopeless light

	Wakes at the birth of June

	More lying tales to weave,

	More love in woe's despite,

	More hope to perish soon.

	THE HALF OF LIFE GONE

	The days have slain the days,

	and the seasons have gone by

	And brought me the summer again;

	and here on the grass I lie

	As erst I lay and was glad

	ere I meddled with right and with wrong.

	Wide lies the mead as of old,

	and the river is creeping along

	By the side of the elm-clad bank

	that turns its weedy stream;

	And grey o'er its hither lip

	the quivering rashes gleam.

	There is work in the mead as of old;

	they are eager at winning the hay,

	While every sun sets bright

	and begets a fairer day.

	The forks shine white in the sun

	round the yellow red-wheeled wain,

	Where the mountain of hay grows fast;

	and now from out of the lane

	Comes the ox-team drawing another,

	comes the bailiff and the beer,

	And thump, thump, goes the farmer's nag

	o'er the narrow bridge of the weir.

	High up and light are the clouds,

	and though the swallows flit

	So high o'er the sunlit earth,

	they are well a part of it,

	And so, though high over them,

	are the wings of the wandering herne;

	In measureless depths above him

	doth the fair sky quiver and burn;

	The dear sun floods the land

	as the morning falls toward noon,

	And a little wind is awake

	in the best of the latter June.

	They are busy winning the hay,

	and the life and the picture they make

	If I were as once I was,

	I should deem it made for my sake;

	For here if one need not work

	is a place for happy rest,

	While one's thought wends over the world

	north, south, and east and west.

	 

	There are the men and the maids,

	and the wives and the gaffers grey

	Of the fields I know so well,

	and but little changed are they

	Since I was a lad amongst them;

	and yet how great is the change!

	Strange are they grown unto me;

	yea I to myself am strange.

	Their talk and their laughter mingling

	with the music of the meads

	Has now no meaning to me

	to help or to hinder my needs,

	So far from them have I drifted.

	And yet amidst of them goes

	A part of myself, my boy,

	and of pleasure and pain he knows,

	And deems it something strange,

	when he is other than glad.

	Lo now! the woman that stoops

	and kisses the face of the lad,

	And puts a rake in his hand

	and laughs in his laughing face.

	Whose is the voice that laughs

	in the old familiar place?

	Whose should it be but my love's,

	if my love were yet on the earth?

	Could she refrain from the fields

	where my joy and her joy had birth,

	When I was there and her child,

	on the grass that knew her feet

	'Mid the flowers that led her on

	when the summer eve was sweet?

	 

	No, no, it is she no longer;

	never again can she come

	And behold the hay-wains creeping

	o'er the meadows of her home;

	No more can she kiss her son

	or put the rake in his hand

	That she handled a while agone

	in the midst of the haymaking band.

	Her laughter is gone and her life;

	there is no such thing on the earth,

	No share for me then in the stir,

	no share in the hurry and mirth.

	Nay, let me look and believe

	that all these will vanish away,

	At least when the night has fallen,

	and that she will be there 'mid the hay,

	Happy and weary with work,

	waiting and longing for love.

	There will she be, as of old,

	when the great moon hung above,

	And lightless and dead was the village,

	and nought but the weir was awake;

	There will she rise to meet me,

	and my hands will she hasten to take,

	And thence shall we wander away,

	and over the ancient bridge

	By many a rose-hung hedgerow,

	till we reach the sun-burnt ridge

	And the great trench digged by the Romans:

	there then awhile shall we stand,

	To watch the dawn come creeping

	o'er the fragrant lovely land,

	Till all the world awaketh,

	and draws us down, we twain,

	To the deeds of the field and the fold

	and the merry summer's gain.

	 

	Ah thus, only thus shall I see her,

	in dreams of the day or the night,

	When my soul is beguiled of its sorrow

	to remember past delight.

	She is gone. She was and she is not;

	there is no such thing on the earth

	But e'en as a picture painted;

	and for me there is void and dearth

	That I cannot name or measure.

	Yet for me and all these she died,

	E'en as she lived for awhile,

	that the better day might betide.

	Therefore I live, and I shall live

	till the last day's work shall fail.

	Have patience now but a little

	and I will tell you the tale

	Of how and why she died,

	And why I am weak and worn,

	And have wandered away to the meadows

	and the place where I was born;

	But here and to-day I cannot;

	for ever my thought will stray

	To that hope fulfilled for a little

	and the bliss of the earlier day.

	Of the great world's hope and anguish

	to-day I scarce can think;

	Like a ghost, from the lives of the living

	and their earthly deeds I shrink.

	I will go adown by the water

	and over the ancient bridge,

	And wend in our footsteps of old

	till I come to the sun-burnt ridge,

	And the great trench digged by the Romans;

	and thence awhile will I gaze,

	And see three teeming counties

	stretch out till they fade in the haze;

	And in all the dwellings of man

	that thence mine eyes shall see,

	What man as hapless as I am

	beneath the sun shall be?

	 

	O fool, what words are these?

	Thou hast a sorrow to nurse,

	And thou hast been bold and happy;

	but these, if they utter a curse,

	No sting it has and no meaning,

	it is empty sound on the air.

	Thy life is full of mourning,

	and theirs so empty and bare,

	That they have no words of complaining;

	nor so happy have they been

	That they may measure sorrow

	or tell what grief may mean.

	And thou; thou hast deeds to do,

	and toil to meet thee soon;

	Depart and ponder on these

	through the sun-worn afternoon.

	MINE AND THINE

	FROM A FLEMISH POEM OF THE FOURTEENTH CENTURY

	 

	Two words about the world we see,

	And nought but Mine and Thine they be.

	Ah! might we drive them forth and wide

	With us should rest and peace abide;

	All free, nought owned of goods and gear,

	By men and women though it were.

	Common to all all wheat and wine

	Over the seas and up the Rhine.

	No manslayer then the wide world o'er

	When Mine and Thine are known no more.

	Yea, God, well counselled for our health,

	Gave all this fleeting earthly wealth

	A common heritage to all,

	That men might feed them therewithal,

	And clothe their limbs and shoe their feet

	And live a simple life and sweet.

	But now so rageth greediness

	That each desireth nothing less

	Than all the world, and all his own;

	And all for him and him alone.

	THE LAY OF CHRISTINE

	TRANSLATED FROM THE ICELANDIC

	 

	Of silk my gear was shapen,

	Scarlet they did on me,

	Then to the sea-strand was I borne

	And laid in a bark of the sea.

	O well were I from the World away.

	 

	Befell it there I might not drown,

	For God to me was good;

	The billows bare me up a-land

	Where grew the fair green-wood.

	O well were I from the World away.

	 

	There came a Knight a-riding

	With three swains along the way,

	And he took me up, the little-one,

	On the sea-sand as I lay.

	O well were I from the World away.

	 

	He took me up, and bare me home

	To the house that was his own,

	And there bode I so long with him

	That I was his love alone.

	O well were I from the World away.

	 

	 

	But the very first night we lay abed

	Befell his sorrow and harm,

	That thither came the King's ill men,

	And slew him on mine arm.

	O well were I from the World away.

	 

	There slew they Adalbright the King,

	Two of his swains slew they,

	But the third sailed swiftly from the land

	Sithence I saw him never a day.

	O well were I from the World away.

	 

	O wavering hope of this world's bliss,

	How shall men trow in thee?

	My Grove of Gems is gone away

	For mine eyes no more to see!

	O well were I from the World away.

	 

	Each hour the while my life shall last

	Remembereth him alone,

	Such heavy sorrow have I got

	From our meeting long agone.

	O well were I from the World away.

	 

	O, early in the morning-tide

	Men cry: "Christine the fair,

	Art thou well content with that true love

	Thou sittest loving there?"

	O well were I from the World away.

	 

	 

	"Ah, yea, so well I love him,

	And so dear my love shall be,

	That the very God of Heaven aloft

	Worshippeth him and me.

	O well were I from the World away.

	 

	"Ah, all the red gold I have got

	Well would I give to-day,

	Only for this and nothing else

	From the world to win away."

	O well were I from the World away.

	 

	"Nay, midst all folk upon the earth

	Keep thou thy ruddy gold,

	And love withal the mighty lord

	That wedded thee of old."

	O well were I from the World away.

	HILDEBRAND AND HELLELIL

	TRANSLATED FROM THE DANISH

	 

	Hellelil sitteth in bower there,

	None knows my grief but God alone,

	And seweth at the seam so fair,

	I never wail my sorrow to any other one.

	 

	But there whereas the gold should be

	With silk upon the cloth sewed she.

	 

	Where she should sew with silken thread

	The gold upon the cloth she laid.

	 

	So to the Queen the word came in

	That Hellelil wild work doth win.

	 

	Then did the Queen do furs on her

	And went to Hellelil the fair.

	 

	"O swiftly sewest thou, Hellelil,

	Yet nought but mad is thy sewing still!"

	 

	"Well may my sewing be but mad

	Such evil hap as I have had.

	 

	 

	My father was good king and lord,

	Knights fifteen served before his board.

	 

	He taught me sewing royally,

	Twelve knights had watch and ward of me.

	 

	Well served eleven day by day,

	To folly the twelfth did me bewray.

	 

	And this same was hight Hildebrand,

	The King's son of the English Land.

	 

	But in bower were we no sooner laid

	Than the truth thereof to my father was said.

	 

	Then loud he cried o'er garth and hall:

	'Stand up, my men, and arm ye all!

	 

	'Yea draw on mail and dally not,

	Hard neck lord Hildebrand hath got!'

	 

	They stood by the door with glaive and spear;

	'Hildebrand rise and hasten here!'

	 

	Lord Hildebrand stroked my white white cheek:

	'O love, forbear my name to speak.

	 

	'Yea even if my blood thou see,

	Name me not, lest my death thou be.'

	 

	Out from the door lord Hildebrand leapt,

	And round about his good sword swept.

	 

	 

	The first of all that he slew there

	Were my seven brethren with golden hair.

	 

	Then before him stood the youngest one,

	And dear he was in the days agone.

	 

	Then I cried out: 'O Hildebrand,

	In the name of God now stay thine hand.

	 

	'O let my youngest brother live

	Tidings hereof to my mother to give!'

	 

	No sooner was the word gone forth

	Than with eight wounds fell my love to earth.

	 

	My brother took me by the golden hair,

	And bound me to the saddle there.

	 

	There met me then no littlest root,

	But it tore off somewhat of my foot.

	 

	No littlest brake the wild-wood bore,

	But somewhat from my legs it tore.

	 

	No deepest dam we came unto

	But my brother's horse he swam it through

	 

	But when to the castle gate we came,

	There stood my mother in sorrow and shame.

	 

	My brother let raise a tower high,

	Bestrewn with sharp thorns inwardly.

	 

	 

	He took me in my silk shirt bare

	And cast me into that tower there.

	 

	And wheresoe'er my legs I laid

	Torment of the thorns I had.

	 

	Wheresoe'er on feet I stood

	The prickles sharp drew forth my blood.

	 

	My youngest brother me would slay,

	But my mother would have me sold away.

	 

	A great new bell my price did buy

	In Mary's Church to hang on high.

	 

	But the first stroke that ever it strake

	My mother's heart asunder brake."

	 

	So soon as her sorrow and woe was said,

	None knows my grief but God alone,

	In the arm of the Queen she sat there dead,

	I never tell my sorrow to any other one.

	THE SON'S SORROW

	FROM THE ICELANDIC

	 

	The King has asked of his son so good,

	"Why art thou hushed and heavy of mood?

	O fair it is to ride abroad.

	Thou playest not, and thou laughest not;

	All thy good game is clean forgot."

	 

	"Sit thou beside me, father dear,

	And the tale of my sorrow shalt thou hear.

	 

	Thou sendedst me unto a far-off land,

	And gavest me into a good Earl's hand.

	 

	Now had this good Earl daughters seven,

	The fairest of maidens under heaven.

	 

	One brought me my meat when I should dine,

	One cut and sewed my raiment fine.

	 

	One washed and combed my yellow hair,

	And one I fell to loving there.

	 

	Befell it on so fair a day,

	We minded us to sport and play.

	 

	 

	Down in a dale my horse bound I,

	Bound on my saddle speedily.

	 

	Bright red she was as the flickering flame

	When to my saddle-bow she came.

	 

	Beside my saddle-bow she stood,

	'To flee with thee to my heart were good.'

	 

	Kind was my horse and good to aid,

	My love upon his back I laid.

	 

	We gat us from the garth away,

	And none was ware of us that day.

	 

	But as we rode along the sand

	Behold a barge lay by the land.

	 

	So in that boat did we depart,

	And rowed away right glad at heart.

	 

	When we came to the dark wood and the shade

	To raise the tent my true-love bade.

	 

	Three sons my true-love bore me there,

	And syne she died who was so dear.

	 

	A grave I wrought her with my sword,

	With my fair shield the mould I poured.

	 

	First in the mould I laid my love,

	Then all my sons her breast above.

	 

	 

	And I without must lie alone;

	So from the place I gat me gone."

	 

	No man now shall stand on his feet

	To love that love, to woo that sweet:

	O fair it is to ride abroad.

	AGNES AND THE HILL-MAN

	TRANSLATED FROM THE DANISH

	 

	Agnes went through the meadows a-weeping,

	Fowl are a-singing.

	There stood the hill-man heed thereof keeping.

	Agnes, fair Agnes!

	"Come to the hill, fair Agnes, with me,

	The reddest of gold will I give unto thee!"

	 

	Twice went Agnes the hill round about,

	Then wended within, left the fair world without.

	 

	In the hillside bode Agnes, three years thrice told o'er,

	For the green earth sithence fell she longing full sore.

	 

	There she sat, and lullaby sang in her singing,

	And she heard how the bells of England were ringing.

	 

	Agnes before her true-love did stand:

	"May I wend to the church of the English Land?"

	 

	"To England's Church well mayst thou be gone,

	So that no hand thou lay the red gold upon.

	 

	 

	"So that when thou art come the churchyard anear,

	Thou cast not abroad thy golden hair.

	 

	"So that when thou standest the church within,

	To thy mother on bench thou never win.

	 

	"So that when thou hearest the high God's name,

	No knee unto earth thou bow to the same."

	 

	Hand she laid on all gold that was there,

	And cast abroad her golden hair.

	 

	And when the church she stood within,

	To her mother on bench straight did she win.

	 

	And when she heard the high God's name,

	Knee unto earth she bowed to the same.

	 

	When all the mass was sung to its end,

	Home with her mother dear did she wend.

	 

	"Come, Agnes, into the hillside to me,

	For thy seven small sons greet sorely for thee!"

	 

	"Let them greet, let them greet, as they have will to do;

	For never again will I hearken thereto!"

	 

	Weird laid he on her, sore sickness he wrought,

	Fowl are a-singing.

	That self-same hour to death was she brought.

	Agnes, fair Agnes!

	KNIGHT AAGEN AND MAIDEN ELSE

	TRANSLATED FROM THE DANISH

	 

	It was the fair knight Aagen

	To an isle he went his way,

	And plighted troth to Else,

	Who was so fair a may.

	 

	He plighted troth to Else

	All with the ruddy gold,

	But or ere that day's moon came again

	Low he lay in the black, black mould.

	 

	It was the maiden Else,

	She was fulfilled of woe

	When she heard how the fair knight Aagen

	In the black mould lay alow.

	 

	Uprose the fair knight Aagen,

	Coffin on back took he,

	And he's away to her bower,

	Sore hard as the work might be.

	 

	 

	With that same chest on door he smote,

	For the lack of flesh and skin;

	"O hearken, maiden Else,

	And let thy true-love in!"

	 

	Then answered maiden Else,

	"Never open I my door,

	But and if thou namest Jesu's name

	As thou hadst might before."

	 

	"O hearken, maiden Else,

	And open thou thy door,

	For Jesu's name I well may name

	As I had might before!"

	 

	Then uprose maiden Else,

	O'er her cheek the salt tears ran,

	Nor spared she into her very bower

	To welcome that dead man.

	 

	O, she's taken up her comb of gold

	And combed adown her hair,

	And for every hair she combed adown

	There fell a weary tear.

	 

	"Hearken thou, knight Aagen,

	Hearken, true-love, and tell,

	If down-adown in the black, black earth

	Thou farest ever well?"

	 

	 

	"O whenso thou art joyous,

	And the heart is glad in thee,

	Then fares it with my coffin

	That red roses are with me.

	 

	"But whenso thou art sorrowful

	And weary is thy mood,

	Then all within my coffin

	Is it dreadful with dark blood.

	 

	"Now is the red cock a-crowing,

	To the earth adown must I;

	Down to the earth wend all dead folk,

	And I wend in company.

	 

	"Now is the black cock a-crowing,

	To the earth must I adown,

	For the gates of Heaven are opening now,

	Thereto must I begone."

	 

	Uprose the fair knight Aagen,

	Coffin on back took he,

	And he's away to the churchyard now,

	Sore hard as the work might be.

	 

	But so wrought maiden Else,

	Because of her weary mood,

	That she followed after own true love

	All through the mirk wild wood.

	 

	 

	But when the wood was well passed through,

	And in the churchyard they were,

	Then was the fair knight Aagen

	Waxen wan of his golden hair.

	 

	And when therefrom they wended

	And were the church within,

	Then was the fair knight Aagen

	Waxen wan of cheek and chin.

	 

	"Hearken thou, maiden Else,

	Hearken, true-love, to me,

	Weep no more for thine own troth-plight,

	However it shall be!

	 

	"Look thou up to the heavens aloft,

	To the little stars and bright,

	And thou shalt see how sweetly

	It fareth with the night!"

	 

	She looked up to the heavens aloft,

	To the little stars bright above.

	The dead man sank into his grave,

	Ne'er again she saw her love.

	 

	Home then went maiden Else,

	Mid sorrow manifold,

	And ere that night's moon came again

	She lay alow in the mould.

	HAFBUR AND SIGNY

	TRANSLATED FROM THE DANISH.

	 

	King Hafbur and King Siward

	They needs must stir up strife,

	All about the sweetling Signy

	Who was so fair a wife.

	O wilt thou win me then,

	or as fair a maid as I be?

	 

	It was the King's son Hafbur

	Woke up amid the night,

	And 'gan to tell of a wondrous dream

	In swift words nowise light.

	 

	"Me-dreamed I was in heaven

	Amid that fair abode,

	And my true-love lay upon mine arm

	And we fell from cloud to cloud."

	 

	As there they sat, the dames and maids

	Of his words they took no keep,

	Only his mother well-beloved

	Heeded his dreamful sleep.

	 

	 

	"Go get thee gone to the mountain,

	And make no long delay;

	To the elve's eldest daughter

	For thy dream's areding pray."

	 

	So the King's son, even Hafbur,

	Took his sword in his left hand,

	And he's away to the mountain

	To get speech of that Lily-wand.

	 

	He beat thereon with hand all bare,

	With fingers small and fine,

	And there she lay, the elve's daughter,

	And well wotted of that sign.

	 

	"Bide hail, Elve's sweetest daughter,

	As on skins thou liest fair,

	I pray thee by the God of Heaven

	My dream arede thou clear.

	 

	"Me-dreamed I was in heaven,

	Yea amid that fair abode,

	And my true-love lay upon mine arm

	And we fell from cloud to cloud."

	 

	"Whereas thou dreamed'st thou wert in heaven,

	So shalt thou win that may;

	Dreamed'st thou of falling through the clouds,

	So falls for her thy life away."

	 

	 

	"And if it lieth in my luck

	To win to me that may,

	In no sorrow's stead it standeth me

	For her to cast my life away."

	 

	Lord Hafbur lets his hair wax long,

	And will have the gear of mays,

	And he rideth to King Siward's house

	And will well learn weaving ways.

	 

	Lord Hafbur all his clothes let shape

	In such wise as maidens do,

	And thus he rideth over the land

	King Siward's daughter to woo.

	 

	Now out amid the castle-garth

	He cast his cloak aside,

	And goeth forth to the high-bower

	Where the dames and damsels abide.

	 

	 

	 

	Hail, sit ye there, dames and damsels,

	Maids and queens kind and fair,

	And chiefest of all to the Dane-King's daughter

	If she abideth here!

	 

	"Hail, sittest thou, sweet King's daughter,

	A-spinning the silken twine,

	It is King Hafbur sends me hither

	To learn the sewing fine."

	 

	 

	Hath Hafbur sent thee here to me?

	Then art thou a welcome guest,

	And all the sewing that I can

	Shall I learn thee at my best.

	 

	"And all the sewing that I can

	I shall learn thee lovingly,

	Out of one bowl shalt thou eat with me,

	And by my nurse shalt thou lie."

	 

	"King's children have I eaten with,

	And lain down by their side:

	Must I lie abed now with a very nurse?

	Then woe is me this tide!"

	 

	"Nay, let it pass, fair maiden!

	Of me gettest thou no harm,

	Out of one bowl shalt thou eat with me

	And sleep soft upon mine arm."

	 

	There sat they, all the damsels,

	And sewed full craftily;

	But ever the King's son Hafbur

	With nail in mouth sat he.

	 

	They sewed the hart, they sewed the hind,

	As they run through the wild-wood green,

	Never gat Hafbur so big a bowl

	But the bottom soon was seen.

	 

	 

	In there came the evil nurse

	
In the worst tide that might be:

	"Never saw I fair maiden

	Who could sew less craftily.

	 

	"Never saw I fair maiden

	Seam worse the linen fine,

	Never saw I noble maiden

	Who better drank the wine."

	 

	This withal spake the evil nurse,

	The nighest that she durst:

	"Never saw I yet fair maiden

	Of drink so sore athirst.

	 

	"So little a seam as ever she sews

	Goes the needle into her mouth,

	As big a bowl as ever she gets

	Out is it drunk forsooth.

	 

	"Ne'er saw I yet in maiden's head

	Two eyes so bright and bold,

	And those two hands of her withal

	Are hard as the iron cold."

	 

	"Hearken, sweet nurse, whereso thou art,

	Why wilt thou mock me still?

	Never cast I one word at thee,

	Went thy sewing well or ill.

	 

	 

	"Still wilt thou mock, still wilt thou spy;

	Nought such thou hast of me,

	Whether mine eyes look out or look in

	Nought do they deal with thee."

	 

	O it was Hafbur the King's son

	Began to sew at last;

	He sowed the hart, and he sewed the hind,

	As they flee from the hound so fast.

	 

	He sewed the lily, and he sewed the rose,

	And the little fowls of the air;

	Then fell the damsels a-marvelling,

	For nought had they missed him there.

	 

	Day long they sewed till the evening,

	And till the long night was deep,

	Then up stood dames and maidens

	And were fain in their beds to sleep.

	 

	So fell on them the evening-tide,

	O'er the meads the dew drave down,

	And fain was Signy, that sweet thing,

	With her folk to bed to be gone.

	 

	Therewith asked the King's son Hafbur,

	"And whatten a bed for me?"

	"O thou shalt sleep in the bower aloft,

	And blue shall thy bolster be."

	 

	 

	She went before, sweet Signy,

	O'er the high-bower's bridge aright,

	And after her went Hafbur

	Laughing from heart grown light.

	 

	Then kindled folk the waxlights,

	That were so closely twined,

	And after them the ill nurse went

	With an ill thought in her mind.

	 

	The lights were quenched, the nurse went forth,

	They deemed they were alone:

	Lord Hafbur drew off his kirtle red,

	Then first his sword outshone.

	 

	Lord Hafbur mid his longing sore

	Down on the bed he sat:

	I tell you of my soothfastness,

	His byrny clashed thereat.

	 

	Then spake the darling Signy,

	Out of her heart she said,

	"Never saw I so rough a shirt

	Upon so fair a maid."

	 

	She laid her hand on Hafbur's breast

	With the red gold all a-blaze:

	"Why wax thy breasts in no such wise

	As they wax in other mays?"

	 

	 

	"The wont it is in my father's land

	For maids to ride to the Thing,

	Therefore my breasts are little of growth

	Beneath the byrny-ring."

	 

	 

	 

	And there they lay through the night so long,

	The King's son and the may,

	In talk full sweet, but little of sleep,

	So much on their minds there lay.

	 

	"Hearken, sweet maiden Signy,

	As here alone we lie,

	Who is thy dearest in the world,

	And lieth thine heart most nigh?"

	 

	"O there is none in all the world

	Who lieth so near to my heart

	As doth the bold King Hafbur:

	Ne'er in him shall I have a part.

	 

	"As doth the bold King Hafbur

	That mine eyes shall never know:

	Nought but the sound of his gold-wrought horn

	As he rides to the Thing and fro."

	 

	"O, is it Hafbur the King's son

	That thy loved heart holdeth dear?

	Turn hither, O my well-beloved,

	To thy side I lie so near."

	 

	 

	"If thou art the King's son Hafbur,

	Why wilt thou shame me, love,

	Why ridest thou not to my father's garth

	With hound, and with hawk upon glove?"

	 

	"Once was I in thy father's garth,

	With hound and hawk and all;

	And with many mocks he said me nay,

	In such wise did our meeting fall."

	 

	 

	 

	All the while they talked together

	They deemed alone they were,

	But the false nurse ever stood close without,

	And nought thereof she failed to hear.

	 

	O shame befall that evil nurse,

	Ill tidings down she drew,

	She stole away his goodly sword,

	But and his byrny new.

	 

	She took to her his goodly sword,

	His byrny blue she had away,

	And she went her ways to the high bower

	Whereas King Siward lay.

	 

	"Wake up, wake up, King Siward!

	Over long thou sleepest there,

	The while the King's son Hafbur

	Lies abed by Signy the fair."

	 

	 

	"No Hafbur is here, and no King's son,

	That thou shouldst speak this word;

	He is far away in the east-countries,

	Warring with knight and lord.

	 

	"Hold thou thy peace, thou evil nurse,

	And lay on her no lie,

	Or else tomorn ere the sun is up

	In the bale-fire shall ye die."

	 

	"O hearken to this, my lord and king,

	And trow me nought but true;

	Look here upon his bright white sword,

	But and his byrny blue!"

	 

	Then mad of mind waxed Siward,

	Over all the house 'gan he cry,

	"Rise up, O mighty men of mine,

	For a hardy knight is anigh:

	 

	"Take ye sword and shield in hand,

	And look that they be true;

	For Hafbur the King hath guested with us;

	Stiffnecked he is, great deeds to do."

	 

	So there anigh the high-bower door

	They stood with spear and glaive

	"Rise up, rise up, Young Hafbur,

	Out here we would thee have!"

	 

	 

	That heard the goodly Signy,

	And she wrang her hands full sore:

	"Hearken and heed, O Hafbur,

	Who stand without by the door!"

	 

	Thank and praise to the King's son Hafbur,

	Manly he played and stout!

	None might lay hand upon him

	While the bed-post yet held out.

	 

	But they took him, the King's son Hafbur,

	And set him in bolts new wrought;

	Then lightly he rent them asunder,

	As though they were leaden and nought.

	 

	Out and spake the ancient nurse,

	And she gave a rede of ill;

	"Bind ye him but in Signy's hair.

	So shall hand and foot lie still.

	 

	"Take ye but one of Signy's hairs

	Hafbur's hands to bind,

	Ne'er shall he rend them asunder,

	His heart to her is so kind."

	 

	Then took they two of Signy's hairs

	Bonds for his hands to be,

	Nor might he rive them asunder,

	So dear to his heart was she.

	 

	 

	Then spake the sweetling Signy

	As the tears fast down her cheek did fall:

	"O rend it asunder, Hafbur,

	That gift to thee I give withal."

	 

	 

	 

	Now sat the-King's son Hafbur

	Amidst the castle-hall,

	And thronged to behold him man and maid,

	But the damsels chiefest of all.

	 

	They took him, the King's son Hafbur,

	Laid bolts upon him in that place,

	And ever went Signy to and fro,

	The weary tears fell down apace.

	 

	She speaketh to him in sorrowful mood:

	"This will I, Hafbur, for thee,

	Piteous prayer for thee shall make

	My mother's sisters three.

	 

	"For my father's mind stands fast in this,

	To do thee to hang upon the bough

	On the topmost oak in the morning-tide

	While the sun is yet but low."

	 

	But answered thereto young Hafbur

	Out of a wrathful mind:

	"Of all heeds I heeded, this was the last,

	To be prayed for by womankind.

	 

	 

	"But hearken, true-love Signy,

	Good heart to my asking turn,

	When thou seest me swing on oaken-bough

	Then let thy high-bower burn."

	 

	Then answered the noble Signy,

	So sore as she must moan,

	"God to aid, King's son Hafbur,

	Well will I grant thy boon."

	 

	 

	 

	They followed him, King Hafbur,

	Thick thronging from the castle-bent:

	And all who saw him needs must greet

	And in full piteous wise they went.

	 

	But when they came to the fair green mead

	Where Hafbur was to die,

	He prayed them hold a little while:

	For his true-love would he try.

	 

	"O hang me up my cloak of red,

	That sight or my ending let me see.

	Perchance yet may King Siward rue

	My hanging on the gallows tree."

	 

	Now of the cloak was Signy ware

	And sorely sorrow her heart did rive,

	She thought: "The ill tale all is told,

	No longer is there need to live."

	 

	 

	Straightway her damsels did she call

	As weary as she was of mind:

	"Come, let us go to the bower aloft

	Game and glee for a while to find."

	 

	Yea and withal spake Signy,

	She spake a word of price:

	"To-day shall I do myself to death

	And meet Hafbur in Paradise.

	 

	"And whoso there be in this our house

	Lord Hafbur's death that wrought,

	Good reward I give them now

	To red embers to be brought.

	 

	"So many there are in the King's garth

	Of Hafbur's death shall be glad;

	Good reward for them to lose

	The trothplight mays they had."

	 

	She set alight to the bower aloft

	And it burned up speedily,

	And her good love and her great heart

	Might all with eyen see.

	 

	 

	 

	It was the King's son Hafbur

	O'er his shoulder cast his eye,

	And beheld how Signy's house of maids

	On a red low stood on high.

	 

	 

	"Now take ye down my cloak of red.

	Let it lie on the earth a-cold;

	Had I ten lives of the world for one,

	Nought of them all would I hold."

	 

	King Siward looked out of his window fair

	In fearful mood enow,

	For he saw Hafbur hanging on oak

	And Signy's bower on a low.

	 

	Out then spake a little page

	Was clad in kirtle red:

	"Sweet Signy burns in her bower aloft,

	With all her mays unwed."

	 

	Therewithal spake King Siward

	From rueful heart unfain;

	"Ne'er saw I two King's children erst

	Such piteous ending gain.

	 

	"But had I wist or heard it told

	That love so strong should be,

	Ne'er had I held those twain apart

	For all Denmark given me.

	 

	"O hasten and run to Signy's bower

	For the life of that sweet thing;

	Hasten and run to the gallows high,

	No thief is Hafbur the King."

	 

	 

	But when they came to Signy's bower

	Low it lay in embers red;

	And when they came to the gallows tree,

	Hafbur was stark and dead.

	 

	They took him the King's son Hafbur,

	Swathed him in linen white,

	And laid him in the earth of Christ

	By Signy his delight.

	O wilt thou win me then,

	or as fair a maid as I be?

	GOLDILOCKS AND GOLDILOCKS

	It was Goldilocks woke up in the morn

	At the first of the shearing of the corn.

	 

	There stood his mother on the hearth

	And of new-leased wheat was little dearth.

	 

	There stood his sisters by the quern,

	For the high-noon cakes they needs must earn.

	 

	"O tell me Goldilocks my son,

	Why hast thou coloured raiment on?"

	 

	"Why should I wear the hodden grey

	When I am light of heart to-day?"

	 

	"O tell us, brother, why ye wear

	In reaping-tide the scarlet gear?

	 

	Why hangeth the sharp sword at thy side

	When through the land 'tis the hook goes wide?"

	 

	"Gay-clad am I that men may know

	The freeman's son where'er I go.

	 

	 

	The grinded sword at side I bear

	Lest I the dastard's word should hear."

	 

	"O tell me Goldilocks my son,

	Of whither away thou wilt be gone?"

	 

	"The morn is fair and the world is wide,

	And here no more will I abide."

	 

	"O Brother, when wilt thou come again?"

	"The autumn drought, and the winter rain,

	 

	The frost and the snow, and St. David's wind,

	All these that were time out of mind,

	 

	All these a many times shall be

	Ere the Upland Town again I see."

	 

	"O Goldilocks my son, farewell,

	As thou wendest the world 'twixt home and hell!"

	 

	"O brother Goldilocks, farewell,

	Come back with a tale for men to tell!"

	 

	 

	 

	So 'tis wellaway for Goldilocks,

	As he left the land of the wheaten shocks.

	 

	He's gotten him far from the Upland Town,

	And he's gone by Dale and he's gone by Down.

	 

	He's come to the wild-wood dark and drear,

	Where never the bird's song doth he hear.

	 

	 

	He has slept in the moonless wood and dim

	With never a voice to comfort him.

	 

	He has risen up under the little light

	Where the noon is as dark as the summer night.

	 

	Six days therein has he walked alone

	Till his scrip was bare and his meat was done.

	 

	On the seventh morn in the mirk, mirk wood,

	He saw sight that he deemed was good.

	 

	It was as one sees a flower a-bloom

	In the dusky heat of a shuttered room.

	 

	He deemed the fair thing far aloof,

	And would go and put it to the proof.

	 

	But the very first step he made from the place

	He met a maiden face to face.

	 

	Face to face, and so close was she

	That their lips met soft and lovingly.

	 

	Sweet-mouthed she was, and fair he wist;

	And again in the darksome wood they kissed.

	 

	Then first in the wood her voice he heard,

	As sweet as the song of the summer bird.

	 

	"O thou fair man with the golden head.

	What is the name of thee?" she said.

	 

	 

	"My name is Goldilocks," said he;

	"O sweet-breathed, what is the name of thee?"

	 

	"O Goldilocks the Swain," she said,

	"My name is Goldilocks the Maid."

	 

	He spake, "Love me as I love thee,

	And Goldilocks one flesh shall be."

	 

	She said, "Fair man, I wot not how

	Thou lovest, but I love thee now.

	 

	But come a little hence away,

	That I may see thee in the day.

	 

	For hereby is a wood-lawn clear

	And good for awhile for us it were."

	 

	Therewith she took him by the hand

	And led him into the lighter land.

	 

	 

	 

	There on the grass they sat adown.

	Clad she was in a kirtle brown.

	 

	In all the world was never maid

	So fair, so evilly arrayed.

	 

	No shoes upon her feet she had,

	And scantly were her shoulders clad;

	 

	Through her brown kirtle's rents full wide

	Shone out the sleekness of her side.

	 

	 

	An old scrip hung about her neck,

	Nought of her raiment did she reck.

	 

	No shame of all her rents had she;

	She gazed upon him eagerly.

	 

	She leaned across the grassy space

	And put her hands about his face.

	 

	She said: "O hunger-pale art thou,

	Yet shalt thou eat though I hunger now."

	 

	She took him apples from her scrip,

	She kissed him, cheek and chin and lip.

	 

	She took him cakes of woodland bread:

	"Whiles am I hunger-pinched," she said.

	 

	She had a gourd and a pilgrim shell;

	She took him water from the well.

	 

	She stroked his breast and his scarlet gear;

	She spake, "How brave thou art and dear!"

	 

	Her arms about him did she wind;

	He felt her body dear and kind.

	 

	 

	 

	"O love," she said, "now two are one,

	And whither hence shall we be gone?"

	 

	"Shall we fare further than this wood,"

	Quoth he, "I deem it dear and good?"

	 

	 

	She shook her head, and laughed, and spake;

	"Rise up! For thee, not me, I quake.

	 

	Had she been minded me to slay

	Sure she had done it ere to-day.

	 

	But thou: this hour the crone shall know

	That thou art come, her very foe.

	 

	No minute more on tidings wait,

	Lest e'en this minute be too late."

	 

	She led him from the sunlit green,

	Going sweet-stately as a queen.

	 

	There in the dusky wood, and dim,

	As forth they went, she spake to him:

	 

	"Fair man, few people have I seen

	Amidst this world of woodland green:

	 

	But I would have thee tell me now

	If there be many such as thou."

	 

	"Betwixt the mountains and the sea,

	O Sweet, be many such," said he.

	 

	Athwart the glimmering air and dim

	With wistful eyes she looked on him.

	 

	"But ne'er an one so shapely made

	Mine eyes have looked upon," she said.

	 

	 

	He kissed her face, and cried in mirth:

	"Where hast thou dwelt then on the earth?"

	 

	"Ever," she said, "I dwell alone

	With a hard-handed cruel crone.

	 

	And of this crone am I the thrall

	To serve her still in bower and hall;

	 

	And fetch and carry in the wood,

	And do whate'er she deemeth good.

	 

	But whiles a sort of folk there come

	And seek my mistress at her home;

	 

	But such-like are they to behold

	As make my very blood run cold.

	 

	Oft have I thought, if there be none

	On earth save these, would all were done!

	 

	Forsooth, I knew it was not so,

	But that fairer folk on earth did grow.

	 

	But fain and full is the heart in me

	To know that folk are like to thee."

	 

	Then hand in hand they stood awhile

	Till her tears rose up beneath his smile.

	 

	And he must fold her to his breast

	To give her heart a while of rest.

	 

	 

	Till sundered she and gazed about,

	And bent her brows as one in doubt.

	 

	She spake: "The wood is growing thin,

	Into the full light soon shall we win.

	 

	Now crouch we that we be not seen,

	Under yon bramble-bushes green."

	 

	Under the bramble-bush they lay

	Betwixt the dusk and the open day.

	 

	 

	 

	"O Goldilocks my love, look forth

	And let me know what thou seest of worth."

	 

	He said: "I see a house of stone,

	A castle excellently done."

	 

	"Yea," quoth she, "There doth the mistress dwell.

	What next thou seest shalt thou tell."

	 

	"What lookest thou to see come forth?"

	"Maybe a white bear of the North."

	 

	"Then shall my sharp sword lock his mouth."

	"Nay," she said, "or a worm of the South."

	 

	"Then shall my sword his hot blood cool."

	"Nay, or a whelming poison-pool."

	 

	"The trees its swelling flood shall stay,

	And thrust its venomed lip away."

	 

	 

	"Nay, it may be a wild-fire flash

	To burn thy lovely limbs to ash."

	 

	"On mine own hallows shall I call,

	And dead its flickering flame shall fall."

	 

	"O Goldilocks my love, I fear

	That ugly death shall seek us here.

	 

	Look forth, O Goldilocks my love.

	That I thine hardy heart may prove.

	 

	What cometh down the stone-wrought stair

	That leadeth up to the castle fair?"

	 

	"Adown the doorward stair of stone

	There cometh a woman all alone."

	 

	"Yea, that forsooth shall my mistress be:

	O Goldilocks, what like is she?"

	 

	"O fair she is of her array,

	As hitherward she wends her way."

	 

	"Unlike her wont is that indeed:

	Is she not foul beneath her weed?"

	 

	"O nay, nay! But most wondrous fair

	Of all the women earth doth bear."

	 

	"O Goldilocks, my heart, my heart!

	Woe, woe! for now we drift apart."

	 

	 

	But up he sprang from the bramble-side,

	And "O thou fairest one!" he cried:

	 

	And forth he ran that Queen to meet,

	And fell before her gold-clad feet.

	 

	About his neck her arms she cast,

	And into the fair-built house they passed.

	 

	And under the bramble-bushes lay

	Unholpen, Goldilocks the may.

	 

	 

	 

	Thenceforth a while of time there wore,

	And Goldilocks came forth no more.

	 

	Throughout that house he wandered wide,

	Both up and down, from side to side.

	 

	But never he saw an evil crone,

	But a full fair Queen on a golden throne.

	 

	Never a barefoot maid did he see,

	But a gay and gallant company.

	 

	He sat upon the golden throne,

	And beside him sat the Queen alone.

	 

	Kind she was, as she loved him well,

	And many a merry tale did tell.

	 

	But nought he laughed, nor spake again,

	For all his life was waste and vain.

	 

	 

	Cold was his heart, and all afraid

	To think on Goldilocks the Maid.

	 

	 

	 

	Withal now was the wedding dight

	When he should wed that lady bright.

	 

	The night was gone, and the day was up

	When they should drink the bridal cup.

	 

	And he sat at the board beside the Queen,

	Amidst of a guest-folk well beseen.

	 

	But scarce was midmorn on the hall,

	When down did the mirk of midnight fall.

	 

	Then up and down from the board they ran,

	And man laid angry hand on man.

	 

	There was the cry, and the laughter shrill,

	And every manner word of ill.

	 

	Whoso of men had hearkened it,

	Had deemed he had woke up over the Pit.

	 

	Then spake the Queen o'er all the crowd,

	And grim was her speech, and harsh, and loud:

	 

	"Hold now your peace, ye routing swine,

	While I sit with mine own love over the wine!

	 

	For this dusk is the very deed of a foe,

	Or under the sun no man I know."

	 

	 

	And hard she spake, and loud she cried

	Till the noise of the bickering guests had died.

	 

	Then again she spake amidst of the mirk,

	In a voice like an unoiled wheel at work:

	 

	"Whoso would have a goodly gift,

	Let him bring aback the sun to the lift.

	 

	Let him bring aback the light and the day,

	And rich and in peace he shall go his way."

	 

	Out spake a voice was clean and clear:

	"Lo, I am she to dight your gear;

	 

	But I for the deed a gift shall gain,

	To sit by Goldilocks the Swain.

	 

	I shall sit at the board by the bridegroom's side,

	And be betwixt him and the bride.

	 

	I shall eat of his dish, and drink of his cup,

	Until for the bride-bed ye rise up."

	 

	Then was the Queen's word wailing-wild:

	"E'en so must it be, thou Angel's child.

	 

	Thou shalt sit by my groom till the dawn of night,

	And then shalt thou wend thy ways aright."

	 

	Said the voice, "Yet shalt thou swear an oath

	That free I shall go though ye be loth."

	 

	 

	"How shall I swear?" the false Queen spake:

	"Wherewith the sure oath shall I make?"

	 

	"Thou shalt swear by the one eye left in thine head,

	And the throng of the ghosts of the evil dead."

	 

	She swore the oath, and then she spake:

	"Now let the second dawn awake."

	 

	And e'en therewith the thing was done;

	There was peace in the hall, and the light of the sun.

	 

	And again the Queen was calm and fair,

	And courteous sat the guest-folk there.

	 

	Yet unto Goldilocks it seemed

	As if amidst the night he dreamed;

	 

	As if he sat in a grassy place,

	While slim hands framed his hungry face;

	 

	As if in the clearing of the wood

	One gave him bread and apples good;

	 

	And nought he saw of the guest-folk gay,

	And nought of all the Queen's array.

	 

	Yet saw he betwixt board and door,

	A slim maid tread the chequered floor.

	 

	Her gown of green so fair was wrought,

	That clad her body seemed with nought

	 

	 

	But blossoms of the summer-tide,

	That wreathed her, limbs and breast and side.

	 

	And, stepping towards him daintily,

	A basket in her hand had she.

	 

	And as she went, from head to feet,

	Surely was she most dainty-sweet.

	 

	Love floated round her, and her eyes

	Gazed from her fairness glad and wise;

	 

	But babbling-loud the guests were grown;

	Unnoted was she and unknown.

	 

	 

	 

	Now Goldilocks she sat beside,

	But nothing changed was the Queenly bride;

	 

	Yea too, and Goldilocks the Swain

	Was grown but dull and dazed again.

	 

	The Queen smiled o'er the guest-rich board,

	Although his wine the Maiden poured;

	 

	Though from his dish the Maiden ate,

	The Queen sat happy and sedate.

	 

	But now the Maiden fell to speak

	From lips that well-nigh touched his cheek:

	 

	"O Goldilocks, dost thou forget?

	Or mindest thou the mirk-wood yet?

	 

	 

	Forgettest thou the hunger-pain

	And all thy young life made but vain?

	 

	How there was nought to help or aid,

	But for poor Goldilocks the Maid?"

	 

	She murmured, "Each to each we two,

	Our faces from the wood-mirk grew.

	 

	Hast thou forgot the grassy place,

	And love betwixt us face to face?

	 

	Hast thou forgot how fair I deemed

	Thy face? How fair thy garment seemed?

	 

	Thy kisses on my shoulders bare,

	Through rents of the poor raiment there?

	 

	My arms that loved thee nought unkissed

	All o'er from shoulder unto wrist?

	 

	Hast thou forgot how brave thou wert,

	Thou with thy fathers' weapon girt;

	 

	When underneath the bramble-bush

	I quaked like river-shaken rash,

	 

	Wondering what new-wrought shape of death

	Should quench my new love-quickened breath?

	 

	Or else: forget'st thou, Goldilocks,

	Thine own land of the wheaten shocks?

	 

	 

	Thy mother and thy sisters dear,

	Thou said'st would bide thy true-love there?

	 

	Hast thou forgot? Hast thou forgot?

	O love, my love, I move thee not."

	 

	 

	 

	Silent the fair Queen sat and smiled,

	And heeded nought the Angel's child,

	 

	For like an image fashioned fair

	Still sat the Swain with empty stare.

	 

	These words seemed spoken not, but writ

	As foolish tales through night-dreams flit.

	 

	Vague pictures passed before his sight,

	As in the first dream of the night.

	 

	 

	 

	But the Maiden opened her basket fair,

	And set two doves on the table there.

	 

	And soft they cooed, and sweet they billed

	Like man and maid with love fulfilled.

	 

	Therewith the Maiden reached a hand

	To a dish that on the board did stand;

	 

	And she crumbled a share of the spice-loaf brown,

	And the Swain upon her hand looked down;

	 

	 

	Then unto the fowl his eyes he turned;

	And as in a dream his bowels yearned

	 

	For somewhat that he could not name;

	And into his heart a hope there came.

	 

	And still he looked on the hands of the Maid,

	As before the fowl the crumbs she laid.

	 

	And he murmured low, "O Goldilocks!

	Were we but amid the wheaten shocks!"

	 

	Then the false Queen knit her brows and laid

	A fair white hand by the hand of the Maid.

	 

	He turned his eyes away thereat,

	And closer to the Maiden sat.

	 

	 

	 

	But the queen-bird now the carle-bird fed

	Till all was gone of the sugared bread.

	 

	Then with wheedling voice for more he craved,

	And the Maid a share from the spice-loaf shaved;

	 

	And the crumbs within her hollow hand

	She held where the creeping doves did stand.

	 

	But Goldilocks, he looked and longed,

	And saw how the carle the queen-bird wronged.

	 

	For when she came to the hand to eat

	The hungry queen-bird thence he beat.

	 

	 

	Then Goldilocks the Swain spake low:

	"Foul fall thee, bird, thou doest now

	 

	As I to Goldilocks, my sweet,

	Who gave my hungry mouth to eat."

	 

	He felt her hand as he did speak,

	He felt her face against his cheek.

	 

	He turned and stood in the evil hall,

	And swept her up in arms withal.

	 

	Then was there hubbub wild and strange,

	And swiftly all things there 'gan change.

	 

	The fair Queen into a troll was grown,

	A one-eyed, bow-backed, haggard crone.

	 

	And though the hall was yet full fair,

	And bright the sunshine streamed in there,

	 

	On evil shapes it fell forsooth:

	Swine-heads; small red eyes void of ruth;

	 

	And bare-boned bodies of vile things,

	And evil-feathered bat-felled wings.

	 

	And all these mopped and mowed and grinned,

	And sent strange noises down the wind.

	 

	There stood those twain unchanged alone

	To face the horror of the crone;

	 

	 

	She crouched against them by the board;

	And cried the Maid: "Thy sword, thy sword!

	 

	Thy sword, O Goldilocks! For see

	She will not keep her oath to me."

	 

	Out flashed the blade therewith. He saw

	The foul thing sidelong toward them draw,

	 

	Holding within her hand a cup

	Wherein some dreadful drink seethed up.

	 

	Then Goldilocks cried out and smote,

	And the sharp blade sheared the evil throat.

	 

	The head fell noseling to the floor;

	The liquor from the cup did pour,

	 

	And ran along a sparkling flame

	That nigh unto their footsoles came.

	 

	Then empty straightway was the hall,

	Save for those twain, and she withal.

	 

	So fled away the Maid and Man,

	And down the stony stairway ran.

	 

	 

	 

	Fast fled they o'er the sunny grass,

	Yet but a little way did pass

	 

	Ere cried the Maid: "Now cometh forth

	The snow-white ice-bear of the North;

	 

	 

	Turn, Goldilocks, and heave up sword!"

	Then fast he stood upon the sward,

	 

	And faced the beast, that whined and cried,

	And shook his head from side to side.

	 

	But round him the Swain danced and leaped,

	And soon the grisly head he reaped.

	 

	And then the ancient blade he sheathed,

	And ran unto his love sweet-breathed;

	 

	And caught her in his arms and ran

	Fast from that house, the bane of man.

	 

	 

	 

	Yet therewithal he spake her soft

	And kissed her over oft and oft,

	 

	Until from kissed and trembling mouth

	She cried: "The Dragon of the South!"

	 

	He set her down and turned about,

	And drew the eager edges out.

	 

	And therewith scaly coil on coil

	Reared 'gainst his face the mouth aboil:

	 

	The gaping jaw and teeth of dread

	Was dark 'twixt heaven and his head.

	 

	But with no fear, no thought, no word,

	He thrust the thin-edged ancient sword.

	 

	 

	And the hot blood ran from the hairy throat,

	And set the summer grass afloat.

	 

	Then back he turned and caught her hand,

	And never a minute did they stand.

	 

	But as they ran on toward the wood,

	He deemed her swift feet fair and good.

	 

	 

	 

	She looked back o'er her shoulder fair:

	"The whelming poison-pool is here;

	 

	And now availeth nought the blade:

	O if my cherished trees might aid!

	 

	But now my feet fail. Leave me then!

	And hold my memory dear of men."

	 

	He caught her in his arms again;

	Of her dear side was he full fain.

	 

	Her body in his arms was dear:

	"Sweet art thou, though we perish here!"

	 

	Like quicksilver came on the flood:

	But lo, the borders of the wood!

	 

	She slid from out his arms and stayed;

	Round a great oak her arms she laid.

	 

	"If e'er I saved thee, lovely tree,

	From axe and saw, now succour me:

	 

	 

	Look how the venom creeps anigh,

	Help! lest thou see me writhe and die."

	 

	She crouched beside the upheaved root,

	The bubbling venom touched her foot;

	 

	Then with a sucking gasping sound

	It ebbed back o'er the blighted ground.

	 

	 

	 

	Up then she rose and took his hand

	And never a moment did they stand.

	 

	"Come, love," she cried, "the ways I know,

	How thick soe'er the thickets grow.

	 

	O love, I love thee! O thine heart!

	How mighty and how kind thou art!"

	 

	Therewith they saw the tree-dusk lit,

	Bright grey the great boles gleamed on it.

	 

	"O flee," she said, "the sword is nought

	Against the flickering fire-flaught."

	 

	"But this availeth yet," said he,

	"That Hallows All our love may see."

	 

	He turned about and faced the glare:

	"O Mother, help us, kind and fair!

	 

	Now help me, true St. Nicholas,

	If ever truly thine I was!"

	 

	 

	Therewith the wild-fire waned and paled,

	And in the wood the light nigh failed;

	 

	And all about 'twas as the night.

	He said: "Now won is all our fight,

	 

	And now meseems all were but good

	If thou mightst bring us from the wood."

	 

	She fawned upon him, face and breast;

	She said: "It hangs 'twixt worst and best.

	 

	And yet, O love, if thou be true,

	One thing alone thou hast to do."

	 

	Sweetly he kissed her, cheek and chin:

	"What work thou biddest will I win."

	 

	"O love, my love, I needs must sleep;

	Wilt thou my slumbering body keep,

	 

	And, toiling sorely, still bear on

	The love thou seemest to have won?"

	 

	"O easy toil," he said, "to bless

	Mine arms with all thy loveliness."

	 

	She smiled; "Yea, easy it may seem,

	But harder is it than ye deem.

	 

	For hearken! Whatso thou mayst see,

	Piteous as it may seem to thee,

	 

	 

	Heed not nor hearken! bear me forth,

	As though nought else were aught of worth.

	 

	For all earth's wealth that may be found

	Lay me not sleeping on the ground,

	 

	To help, to hinder, or to save!

	Or there for me thou diggest a grave."

	 

	 

	 

	He took her body on his arm,

	Her slumbering head lay on his barm.

	 

	Then glad he bore her on the way,

	And the wood grew lighter with the day.

	 

	All still it was, till suddenly

	He heard a bitter wail near by.

	 

	Yet on he went until he heard

	The cry become a shapen word:

	 

	"Help me, O help, thou passer by!

	Turn from the path, let me not die!

	 

	I am a woman; bound and left

	To perish; of all help bereft."

	 

	Then died the voice out in a moan;

	He looked upon his love, his own,

	 

	And minding all she spake to him

	Strode onward through the wild-wood dim.

	 

	 

	But lighter grew the woodland green

	Till clear the shapes of things were seen.

	 

	And therewith wild halloos he heard,

	And shrieks, and cries of one afeard.

	 

	Nigher it grew and yet more nigh

	Till burst from out a brake near by

	 

	A woman bare of breast and limb,

	Who turned a piteous face to him

	 

	E'en as she ran: for hard at heel

	Followed a man with brandished steel,

	 

	And yelling mouth. Then the Swain stood

	One moment in the glimmering wood

	 

	Trembling, ashamed: Yet now grown wise

	Deemed all a snare for ears and eyes.

	 

	So onward swiftlier still he strode

	And cast all thought on his fair load.

	 

	And yet in but a little space

	Back came the yelling shrieking chase,

	 

	And well-nigh gripped now by the man,

	Straight unto him the woman ran;

	 

	And underneath the gleaming steel

	E'en at his very feet did kneel.

	 

	 

	She looked up; sobs were all her speech,

	Yet sorely did her face beseech.

	 

	While o'er her head the chaser stared,

	Shaking aloft the edges bared.

	 

	Doubted the Swain, and a while did stand

	As she took his coat-lap in her hand.

	 

	Upon his hand he felt her breath

	Hot with the dread of present death.

	 

	Sleek was her arm on his scarlet coat,

	The sobbing passion rose in his throat.

	 

	But e'en therewith he looked aside

	And saw the face of the sleeping bride.

	 

	Then he tore his coat from the woman's hand,

	And never a moment there did stand.

	 

	But swiftly thence away he strode

	Along the dusky forest road.

	 

	And there rose behind him laughter shrill,

	And then was the windless wood all still,

	 

	He looked around o'er all the place,

	But saw no image of the chase.

	 

	And as he looked the night-mirk now

	O'er all the tangled wood 'gan flow.

	 

	 

	Then stirred the sweetling that he bore,

	And she slid adown from his arms once more.

	 

	Nought might he see her well-loved face;

	But he felt her lips in the mirky place.

	 

	"'Tis night," she said, "and the false day's gone,

	And we twain in the wild-wood all alone.

	 

	Night o'er the earth; so rest we here

	Until to-morrow's sun is clear.

	 

	For overcome is every foe

	And home to-morrow shall we go."

	 

	So 'neath the trees they lay, those twain,

	And to them the darksome night was gain.

	 

	But when the morrow's dawn was grey

	They woke and kissed whereas they lay.

	 

	And when on their feet they came to stand

	Swain Goldilocks stretched out his hand.

	 

	And he spake: "O love, my love indeed,

	Where now is gone thy goodly weed?

	 

	For again thy naked feet I see,

	And thy sweet sleek arms so kind to me.

	 

	Through thy rent kirtle once again

	Thy shining shoulder showeth plain."

	 

	 

	She blushed as red as the sun-sweet rose:

	"My garments gay were e'en of those

	 

	That the false Queen dight to slay my heart;

	And sore indeed was their fleshly smart.

	 

	Yet must I bear them, well-beloved,

	Until thy truth and troth was proved

	 

	And this tattered coat is now for a sign

	That thou hast won me to be thine.

	 

	Now wilt thou lead along thy maid

	To meet thy kindred unafraid."

	 

	As stoops the falcon on the dove

	He cast himself about her love.

	 

	He kissed her over, cheek and chin,

	He kissed the sweetness of her skin.

	 

	Then hand in hand they went their way

	Till the wood grew light with the outer day.

	 

	At last behind them lies the wood,

	And before are the Upland Acres good.

	 

	On the hill's brow awhile they stay

	At midmorn of the merry day.

	 

	He sheareth a deal from his kirtle meet,

	To make her sandals for her feet.

	 

	 

	He windeth a wreath of the beechen tree,

	Lest men her shining shoulders see.

	 

	And a wreath of woodbine sweet, to hide

	The rended raiment of her side;

	 

	And a crown of poppies red as wine,

	Lest on her head the hot sun shine.

	 

	She kissed her love withal and smiled:

	"Lead forth, O love, the Woodland Child!

	 

	Most meet and right meseems it now

	That I am clad with the woodland bough.

	 

	For betwixt the oak-tree and the thorn

	Meseemeth erewhile was I born.

	 

	And if my mother aught I knew,

	It was of the woodland folk she grew.

	 

	And O that thou art well at ease

	To wed the daughter of the trees!"

	 

	Now Goldilocks and Goldilocks

	Go down amidst the wheaten shocks,

	 

	But when anigh to the town they come,

	Lo there is the wain a-wending home,

	 

	And many a man and maid beside,

	Who tossed the sickles up, and cried:

	 

	 

	"O Goldilocks, now whither away?

	And what wilt thou with the woodland may?"

	 

	"O this is Goldilocks my bride,

	And we come adown from the wild-wood side,

	 

	And unto the Fathers' House we wend

	To dwell therein till life shall end."

	 

	"Up then on the wain, that ye may see

	From afar how thy mother bideth thee.

	 

	That ye may see how kith and kin

	Abide thee, bridal brave to win."

	 

	So Goldilocks and Goldilocks

	Sit high aloft on the wheaten shocks,

	 

	And fair maids sing before the wain,

	For all of Goldilocks are fain.

	 

	 

	 

	But when they came to the Fathers' door,

	There stood his mother old and hoar.

	 

	Yet was her hair with grey but blent,

	When forth from the Upland Town he went.

	 

	There by the door his sisters stood:

	Full fair they were and fresh of blood;

	 

	Little they were when he went away;

	Now each is meet for a young man's may.

	 

	 

	"O tell me, Goldilocks, my son,

	What are the deeds that thou hast done?"

	 

	"I have wooed me a wife in the forest wild,

	And home I bring the Woodland Child."

	 

	"A little deed to do, O son,

	So long a while as thou wert gone."

	 

	"O mother, yet is the summer here

	Now I bring aback my true-love dear.

	 

	And therewith an Evil Thing have I slain;

	Yet I come with the first-come harvest-wain."

	 

	"O Goldilocks, my son, my son!

	How good is the deed that thou hast done?

	 

	But how long the time that is worn away!

	Lo! white is my hair that was but grey.

	 

	And lo these sisters here, thine own,

	How tall, how meet for men-folk grown!

	 

	Come, see thy kin in the feasting-hall,

	And tell me if thou knowest them all!

	 

	O son, O son, we are blithe and fain;

	But the autumn drought, and the winter rain,

	 

	The frost and the snow, and St. David's wind,

	All these that were, time out of mind,

	 

	 

	All these a many times have been

	Since thou the Upland Town hast seen."

	 

	 

	 

	Then never a word spake Goldilocks

	Till they came adown from the wheaten shocks.

	 

	And there beside his love he stood

	And he saw her body sweet and good.

	 

	Then round her love his arms he cast:

	"The years are as a tale gone past.

	 

	But many the years that yet shall be

	Of the merry tale of thee and me.

	 

	Come, love, and look on the Fathers' Hall,

	And the folk of the kindred one and all!

	 

	For now the Fathers' House is kind,

	And all the ill is left behind.

	 

	And Goldilocks and Goldilocks

	Shall dwell in the land of the Wheaten Shocks."
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	LOVE.

	LOVE IS ENOUGH

	 

	ARGUMENT

	This story, which is told by way of a morality set before an Emperor and Empress newly wedded, showeth of a King whom nothing but Love might satisfy, who left all to seek Love, and, having found it, found this also, that he had enough, though he lacked all else.

	 

	 

	In the streets of a great town where the people are gathered together thronging to see the Emperor and Empress pass.

	 

	 

	GILES

	Look long, Joan, while I hold you so,

	For the silver trumpets come arow.

	 

	JOAN

	O the sweet sound! the glorious sight!

	O Giles, Giles, see this glittering Knight!

	 

	GILES

	Nay 'tis the Marshalls'-sergeant, sweet—

	—Hold, neighbour, let me keep my feet!—

	There, now your head is up again;

	Thus held up have you aught of pain?

	 

	JOAN

	Nay, clear I see, and well at ease!

	God's body! what fair Kings be these?

	 

	GILES

	The Emperor's chamberlains, behold

	Their silver shoes and staves of gold.

	Look, look! how like some heaven come down

	The maidens go with girded gown!

	 

	JOAN

	Yea, yea, and this last row of them

	Draw up their kirtles by the hem,

	And scatter roses e'en like those

	About my father's garden-close.

	 

	GILES

	Ah! have I hurt you? See the girls

	Whose slim hands scatter very pearls.

	 

	JOAN

	Hold me fast, Giles! here comes one

	Whose raiment flashes down the sun.

	 

	GILES

	O sweet mouth! O fair lids cast down!

	O white brow! O the crown, the crown!

	 

	JOAN

	How near! if nigher I might stand

	By one ell, I could touch his hand.

	 

	GILES

	Look, Joan! if on this side she were

	Almost my hand might touch her hair.

	 

	JOAN

	Ah me! what is she thinking on?

	 

	GILES

	Is he content now all is won?

	 

	JOAN

	And does she think as I thought, when

	Betwixt the dancing maids and men,

	Twixt the porch rose-boughs blossomed red

	I saw the roses on my bed?

	 

	GILES

	Hath he such fear within his heart

	As I had, when the wind did part

	The jasmine-leaves, and there within

	The new-lit taper glimmered thin?

	 

	 

	THE MUSIC

	(As the EMPEROR and EMPRESS enter.)

	LOVE IS ENOUGH; though the World be a-waning

	And the woods have no voice but the voice of complaining,

	Though the sky be too dark for dim eyes to discover

	The gold-cups and daisies fair blooming thereunder;

	Though the hills be held shadows, and the sea a dark wonder,

	And this day draw a veil over all deeds passed over,

	Yet their hands shall not tremble, their feet shall not falter,

	The void shall not weary, the fear shall not alter

	These lips and these eyes of the loved and the lover.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	THE EMPEROR

	The spears flashed by me, and the swords swept round,

	And in war's hopeless tangle was I bound,

	But straw and stubble were the cold points found,

	For still thy hands led down the weary way.

	 

	THE EMPRESS

	Through hall and street they led me as a queen,

	They looked to see me proud and cold of mien,

	I heeded not though all my tears were seen,

	For still I dreamed of thee throughout the day.

	 

	THE EMPEROR

	Wild over bow and bulwark swept the sea

	Unto the iron coast upon our lee,

	Like painted cloth its fury was to me,

	For still thy hands led down the weary way.

	 

	THE EMPRESS

	They spoke to me of war within the land,

	They bade me sign defiance and command;

	I heeded not though thy name left my hand,

	For still I dreamed of thee throughout the day.

	 

	THE EMPEROR

	But now that I am come, and side by side

	We go, and men cry gladly on the bride

	And tremble at the image of my pride,

	Where is thy hand to lead me down the way?

	 

	THE EMPRESS

	But now that thou art come, and heaven and earth

	Are laughing in the fulness of their mirth,

	A shame I knew not in my heart has birth—

	—Draw me through dreams unto the end of day!

	 

	THE EMPEROR

	Behold, behold, how weak my heart is grown

	Now all the heat of its desire is known!

	Pearl beyond price I fear to call mine own,

	Where is thy hand to lead me down the way?

	 

	THE EMPRESS

	Behold, behold, how little I may move!

	Think in thy heart how terrible is Love,

	O thou who know'st my soul as God above—

	—Draw me through dreams unto the end of day!

	 

	 

	 

	The stage for the play in another part of the street, and the people thronging all about.

	 

	 

	GILES

	Here, Joan, this is so good a place

	'Tis worth the scramble and the race!

	There is the Empress just sat down,

	Her white hands on her golden gown,

	While yet the Emperor stands to hear

	The welcome of the bald-head Mayor

	Unto the show; and you shall see

	The player-folk come in presently.

	The king of whom is e'en that one,

	Who wandering but a while agone

	Stumbled upon our harvest-home

	That August when you might not come.

	Betwixt the stubble and the grass

	Great mirth indeed he brought to pass.

	But liefer were I to have seen

	Your nimble feet tread down the green

	In threesome dance to pipe and fife.

	 

	JOAN

	Thou art a dear thing to my life,

	And nought good have I far to seek—

	But hearken! for the Mayor will speak.

	 

	 

	THE MAYOR

	Since your grace bids me speak without stint or sparing

	A thing little splendid I pray you to see:

	Early is the day yet, for we near the dawning

	Drew on chains dear-bought, and gowns done with gold;

	So may ye high ones hearken an hour

	A tale that our hearts hold worthy and good,

	Of Pharamond the Freed, who, a king feared and honoured,

	Fled away to find love from his crown and his folk.

	E'en as I tell of it somewhat I tremble

	Lest we, fearful of treason to the love that fulfils you,

	Should seem to make little of the love that ye give us,

	Of your lives full of glory, of the deeds that your lifetime

	Shall gleam with for ever when we are forgotten.

	Forgive it for the greatness of that Love who compels us.—

	Hark! in the minster-tower minish the joy-bells,

	And all men are hushed now these marvels to hear.

	 

	THE EMPEROR (to the MAYOR)

	We thank your love, that sees our love indeed

	Toward you, toward Love, toward life of toil and need:

	We shall not falter though your poet sings

	Of all defeat, strewing the crowns of kings

	About the thorny ways where Love doth wend,

	Because we know us faithful to the end

	Toward you, toward Love, toward life of war and deed,

	And well we deem your tale shall help our need.

	 

	 

	(To the EMPRESS)

	So many hours to pass before the sun

	Shall blush ere sleeping, and the day be done!

	How thinkest thou, my sweet, shall such a tale

	For lengthening or for shortening them avail?

	 

	THE EMPRESS

	Nay, dreamland has no clocks the wise ones say,

	And while our hands move at the break of day

	We dream of years: and I am dreaming still

	And need no change my cup of joy to fill:

	Let them say on, and I shall hear thy voice

	Telling the tale, and in its love rejoice.

	 

	 

	THE MUSIC

	(As the singers enter and stand before the curtain, the player-king and player-maiden in the midst.)

	LOVE IS ENOUGH: have no thought for to-morrow

	If ye lie down this even in rest from your pain,

	Ye who have paid for your bliss with great sorrow:

	For as it was once so it shall be again.

	Ye shall cry out for death as ye stretch forth in vain.

	 

	Feeble hands to the hands that would help but they may not,

	Cry out to deaf ears that would hear if they could;

	Till again shall the change come, and words your lips say not

	Your hearts make all plain in the best wise they would

	And the world ye thought waning is glorious and good:

	 

	And no morning now mocks you and no nightfall is weary,

	The plains are not empty of song and of deed:

	The sea strayeth not, nor the mountains are dreary;

	The wind is not helpless for any man's need,

	Nor falleth the rain but for thistle and weed.

	 

	O surely this morning all sorrow is hidden,

	All battle is hushed for this even at least;

	And no one this noontide may hunger, unbidden

	To the flowers and the singing and the joy of your feast

	Where silent ye sit midst the world's tale increased.

	 

	Lo, the lovers unloved that draw nigh for your blessing!

	For your tale makes the dreaming whereby yet they live

	The dreams of the day with their hopes of redressing,

	The dreams of the night with the kisses they give,

	The dreams of the dawn wherein death and hope strive.

	 

	Ah, what shall we say then, but that earth threatened often

	Shall live on for ever that such things may be,

	That the dry seed shall quicken, the hard earth shall soften,

	And the spring-bearing birds flutter north o'er the sea,

	That earth's garden may bloom round my love's feet and me?

	 

	 

	 

	THE EMPEROR

	Lo you, my sweet, fair folk are one and all

	And with good grace their broidered robes do fall,

	And sweet they sing indeed: but he, the King,

	Look but a little how his fingers cling

	To her's, his love that shall be in the play—

	His love that hath been surely ere to-day:

	And see, her wide soft eyes cast down at whiles

	Are opened not to note the people's smiles

	But her love's lips, and dreamily they stare

	As though they sought the happy country, where

	They two shall be alone, and the world dead.

	 

	THE EMPRESS

	Most faithful eyes indeed look from the head

	The sun has burnt, and wind and rain has beat,

	Well may he find her slim brown fingers sweet.

	And he—methinks he trembles, lest he find

	That song of his not wholly to her mind.

	Note how his grey eyes look askance to see

	Her bosom heaving with the melody

	His heart loves well: rough with the wind and rain

	His cheek is, hollow with some ancient pain;

	The sun has burned and blanched his crispy hair,

	And over him hath swept a world of care

	And left him careless, rugged, and her own;

	Still fresh desired, still strange and new, though known.

	 

	THE EMPEROR

	His eyes seem dreaming of the mysteries

	Deep in the depths of her familiar eyes,

	Tormenting and alluring; does he dream,

	As I ofttime this morn, how they would seem

	Loved but unloving?—Nay the world's too sweet

	That we the ghost of such a pain should meet—

	Behold, she goes, and he too, turning round,

	Remembers that his love must yet be found,

	That he is King and loveless in this story

	Wrought long ago for some dead poet's glory.

	[Exeunt players behind the curtain.

	 

	 

	 

	Enter before the curtain LOVE crowned as a King.

	 

	 

	LOVE

	All hail, my servants! tremble ye, my foes!

	A hope for these I have, a fear for those

	Hid in this tale of Pharamond the Freed.

	To-day, my Faithful, nought shall be your need

	Of tears compassionate:—although full oft

	The crown of love laid on my bosom soft

	Be woven of bitter death and deathless fame,

	Bethorned with woe, and fruited thick with shame.

	—This for the mighty of my courts I keep,

	Lest through the world there should be none to weep

	Except for sordid loss; and not to gain

	But satiate pleasure making mock of pain.

	—Yea, in the heaven from whence my dreams go forth

	Are stored the signs that make the world of worth:

	There is the wavering wall of mighty Troy

	About my Helen's hope and Paris' joy:

	There lying neath the fresh dyed mulberry-tree

	The sword and cloth of Pyramus I see:

	There is the number of the joyless days

	Wherein Medea won no love nor praise:

	There is the sand my Ariadne pressed;

	The footprints of the feet that knew no rest

	While o'er the sea forth went the fatal sign:

	The asp of Egypt, the Numidian wine,

	My Sigurd's sword, my Brynhild's fiery bed,

	The tale of years of Gudrun's drearihead,

	And Tristram's glaive, and Iseult's shriek are here,

	And cloister-gown of joyless Guenevere.

	 

	Save you, my Faithful! how your loving eyes

	Grow soft and gleam with all these memories!

	But on this day my crown is not of death:

	My fire-tipped arrows, and my kindling breath

	Are all the weapons I shall need to-day.

	Nor shall my tale in measured cadence play

	About the golden lyre of Gods long gone,

	Nor dim and doubtful 'twixt the ocean's moan

	Wail out about the Northern fiddle-bow,

	Stammering with pride or quivering shrill with woe.

	Rather caught up at hazard is the pipe

	That mixed with scent of roses over ripe,

	And murmur of the summer afternoon,

	May charm you somewhat with its wavering tune

	'Twixt joy and sadness: whatsoe'er it saith,

	I know at least there breathes through it my breath

	 

	 

	 

	OF PHARAMOND THE FREED

	Scene: In the Kings Chamber of Audience.

	MASTER OLIVER and many LORDS and COUNCILLORS.

	 

	 

	A COUNCILLOR

	Fair Master Oliver, thou who at all times

	Mayst open thy heart to our lord and master,

	Tell us what tidings thou hast to deliver;

	For our hearts are grown heavy, and where shall we turn to

	If thus the king's glory, our gain and salvation,

	Must go down the wind amid gloom and despairing?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Little may be looked for, fair lords, in my story,

	To lighten your hearts of the load lying on them.

	For nine days the king hath slept not an hour,

	And taketh no heed of soft words or beseeching.

	Yea, look you, my lords, if a body late dead

	In the lips and the cheeks should gain some little colour,

	And arise and wend forth with no change in the eyes,

	And wander about as if seeking its soul—

	Lo, e'en so sad is my lord and my master;

	Yea, e'en so far hath his soul drifted from us.

	 

	 

	A COUNCILLOR

	What say the leeches? Is all their skill left them?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Nay, they bade lead him to hunt and to tilting,

	To set him on high in the throne of his honour

	To judge heavy deeds: bade him handle the tiller,

	And drive through the sea with the wind at its wildest;

	All things he was wont to hold kingly and good.

	So we led out his steed and he straight leapt upon him

	With no word, and no looking to right nor to left,

	And into the forest we fared as aforetime:

	Fast on the king followed, and cheered without stinting

	The hounds to the strife till the bear stood at bay;

	Then there he alone by the beech-trees alighted;

	Barehanded, unarmoured, he handled the spear-shaft,

	And blew up the death on the horn of his father;

	Yet still in his eyes was no look of rejoicing,

	And no life in his lips; but I likened him rather

	To King Nimrod carved fair on the back of the high-seat

	When the candles are dying, and the high moon is streaming

	Through window and luffer white on the lone pavement

	Whence the guests are departed in the hall of the palace.—

	—Rode we home heavily, he with his rein loose,

	Feet hanging free from the stirrups, and staring

	At a clot of the bear's blood that stained his green kirtle;—

	Unkingly, unhappy, he rode his ways homeward.

	 

	A COUNCILLOR

	Was this all ye tried, or have ye more tidings?

	For the wall tottereth not at first stroke of the ram.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Nay, we brought him a-board the Great Dragon one dawning,

	When the cold bay was flecked with the crests of white billows

	And the clouds lay alow on the earth and the sea;

	He looked not aloft as they hoisted the sail,

	But with hand on the tiller hallooed to the shipmen

	In a voice grown so strange, that it scarce had seemed stranger

	If from the ship Argo, in seemly wise woven

	On the guard-chamber hangings, some early grey dawning

	Great Jason had cried, and his golden locks wavered.

	Then e'en as the oars ran outboard, and dashed

	In the wind-scattered foam and the sails bellied out,

	His hand dropped from the tiller, and with feet all uncertain

	And dull eye he wended him down to the midship,

	And gazing about for the place of the gangway

	Made for the gate of the bulwark half open,

	And stood there and stared at the swallowing sea,

	Then turned, and uncertain went wandering back sternward,

	And sat down on the deck by the side of the helmsman,

	Wrapt in dreams of despair; so I bade them turn shoreward,

	And slowly he rose as the side grated stoutly

	'Gainst the stones of the quay and they cast forth the hawser.—

	Unkingly, unhappy, he went his ways homeward.

	 

	A COUNCILLOR

	But by other ways yet had thy wisdom to travel;

	How else did ye work for the winning him peace?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	We bade gather the knights for the goodliest tilting,

	There the ladies went lightly in glorious array;

	In the old arms we armed him whose dints well he knew

	That the night dew had dulled and the sea salt had sullied:

	On the old roan yet sturdy we set him astride;

	So he stretched forth his hand to lay hold of the spear

	Neither laughing nor frowning, as lightly his wont was

	When the knights are awaiting the voice of the trumpet.

	It awoke, and back beaten from barrier to barrier

	Was caught up by knights' cries, by the cry of the king.—

	—Such a cry as red Mars in the Council-room window

	May awake with some noon when the last horn is winded,

	And the bones of the world are dashed grinding together.

	So it seemed to my heart, and a horror came o'er me,

	As the spears met, and splinters flew high o'er the field,

	And I saw the king stay when his course was at swiftest,

	His horse straining hard on the bit, and he standing

	Stiff and stark in his stirrups, his spear held by the midmost,

	His helm cast a-back, his teeth set hard together;

	E'en as one might, who, riding to heaven, feels round him

	The devils unseen: then he raised up the spear

	As to cast it away, but therewith failed his fury,

	He dropped it, and faintly sank back in the saddle,

	And, turning his horse from the press and the turmoil,

	Came sighing to me, and sore grieving I took him

	And led him away, while the lists were fallen silent

	As a fight in a dream that the light breaketh through.—

	To the tune of the clinking of his fight-honoured armour

	Unkingly, unhappy, he went his ways homeward.

	 

	A COUNCILLOR

	What thing worse than the worst in the budget yet lieth?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	To the high court we brought him, and bade him to hearken

	The pleading of his people, and pass sentence on evil.

	His face changed with great pain, and his brow grew all furrowed,

	As a grim tale was told there of the griefs of the lowly;

	Till he took up the word, mid the trembling of tyrants,

	As his calm voice and cold wrought death on ill doers—

	—E'en so might King Minos in marble there carven

	Mid old dreaming of Crete give doom on the dead,

	When the world and its deeds are dead too and buried.—

	But lo, as I looked, his clenched hands were loosened,

	His lips grew all soft, and his eyes were beholding

	Strange things we beheld not about and above him.

	So he sat for a while, and then swept his robe round him

	And arose and departed, not heeding his people,

	The strange looks, the peering, the rustle and whisper;

	But or ever he gained the gate that gave streetward,

	Dull were his eyes grown, his feet were grown heavy,

	His lips crooned complaining, as onward he stumbled;—

	Unhappy, unkingly, he went his ways homeward.

	 

	A COUNCILLOR

	Is all striving over then, fair Master Oliver?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	All mine, lords, for ever! help who may help henceforth

	I am but helpless: too surely meseemeth

	He seeth me not, and knoweth no more

	Me that have loved him. Woe worth the while, Pharamond,

	That men should love aught, love always as I loved!

	Mother and sister and the sweetling that scorned me,

	The wind of the autumn-tide over them sweepeth,

	All are departed, but this one, the dear one—

	I should die or he died and be no more alone,

	But God's hatred hangs round me, and the life and the glory

	That grew with my waning life fade now before it,

	And leaving no pity depart through the void.

	 

	A COUNCILLOR

	This is a sight full sorry to see

	These tears of an elder! But soft now, one cometh.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	The feet of the king: will ye speak or begone?

	 

	 

	A NORTHERN LORD

	I will speak at the least, whoever keeps silence,

	For well it may be that the voice of a stranger

	Shall break through his dreaming better than thine;

	And lo now a word in my mouth is a-coming,

	That the king well may hearken: how sayst thou, fair master,

	Whose name now I mind not, wilt thou have me essay it?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Try whatso thou wilt, things may not be worser. [Enter KING.

	Behold, how he cometh weighed down by his woe!

	(To the KING)

	All hail, lord and master! wilt thou hearken a little

	These lords high in honour whose hearts are full heavy

	Because thy heart sickeneth and knoweth no joy?—

	(To the COUNCILLORS)

	Ah, see you! all silent, his eyes set and dreary,

	His lips moving a little—how may I behold it?

	 

	THE NORTHERN LORD

	May I speak, king? dost hearken? many matters I have

	To deal with or death. I have honoured thee duly

	Down in the north there; a great name I have held thee;

	Rough hand in the field, ready righter of wrong,

	Reckless of danger, but recking of pity.

	But now—is it false what the chapmen have told us,

	And are thy fair robes all thou hast of a king?

	Is it bragging and lies, that thou beardless and tender

	Weptst not when they brought thy slain father before thee,

	Trembledst not when the leaguer that lay round thy city

	Made a light for these windows, a noise for thy pillow?

	Is it lies what men told us of thy singing and laughter

	As thou layst in thy lair fled away from lost battle?

	Is it lies how ye met in the depths of the mountains,

	And a handful rushed down and made nought of an army?

	Those tales of your luck, like the tide at its turning,

	Trusty and sure howso slowly it cometh,

	Are they lies? Is it lies of wide lands in the world,

	How they sent thee great men to lie low at thy footstool

	In five years thenceforward, and thou still a youth?

	Are they lies, these fair tidings, or what see thy lords here—

	Some love-sick girl's brother caught up by that sickness,

	As one street beggar catches the pest from his neighbour?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	What words are these of lies and love-sickness?

	Why am I lonely among all this brawling?

	O foster-father, is all faith departed

	That this hateful face should be staring upon me?

	 

	THE NORTHERN LORD

	Lo, now thou awakest; so tell me in what wise

	I shall wend back again: set a word in my mouth

	To meet the folks' murmur, and give heart to the heavy;

	For there man speaks to man that thy measure is full,

	And thy five-years-old kingdom is falling asunder.

	[KING draws his sword.

	Yea, yea, a fair token thy sword were to send them;

	Thou dost well to draw it; (KING brandishes his sword over the

	lord's head, as if to strike him): soft sound is its whistle;

	Strike then, O king, for my wars are well over,

	And dull is the way my feet tread to the grave!

	 

	KING PHARAMOND (sheathing his sword)

	Man, if ye have waked me, I bid you be wary

	Lest my sword yet should reach you; ye wot in your northland

	What hatred he winneth who waketh the shipman

	From the sweet rest of death mid the welter of waves;

	So with us may it fare; though I know thee full faithful,

	Bold in field and in council, most fit for a king.

	—Bear with me. I pray you that to none may be meted

	Such a measure of pain as my soul is oppressed with.

	Depart all for a little, till my spirit grows lighter,

	Then come ye with tidings, and hold we fair council,

	That my countries may know they have yet got a king.

	[Exeunt all but OLIVER and KING.

	Come, my foster-father, ere thy visage fade from me,

	Come with me mid the flowers some opening to find

	In the clouds that cling round me; if thou canst remember

	Thine old lovingkindness when I was a king.

	 

	 

	THE MUSIC

	LOVE IS ENOUGH; it grew up without heeding

	In the days when ye knew not its name nor its measure

	And its leaflets untrodden by the light feet of pleasure

	Had no boast of the blossom, no sign of the seeding,

	As the morning and evening passed over its treasure.

	 

	And what do ye say then?—that Spring long departed

	Has brought forth no child to the softness and showers;

	—That we slept and we dreamed through the Summer of flowers;

	We dreamed of the Winter, and waking dead-hearted

	Found Winter upon us and waste of dull hours.

	 

	Nay, Spring was o'er happy and knew not the reason,

	And Summer dreamed sadly, for she thought all was ended

	In her fulness of wealth that might not be amended;

	But this is the harvest and the garnering season,

	And the leaf and the blossom in the ripe fruit are blended.

	 

	It sprang without sowing, it grew without heeding,

	Ye knew not its name and ye knew not its measure,

	Ye noted it not mid your hope and your pleasure;

	There was pain in its blossom, despair in its seeding,

	But daylong your bosom now nurseth its treasure.

	 

	 

	 

	Enter before the curtain LOVE clad as an image-maker.

	 

	LOVE

	How mighty and how fierce a king is here

	The stayer of falling folks, the bane of fear!

	Fair life he liveth, ruling passing well,

	Disdaining praise of Heaven and hate of Hell;

	And yet how goodly to us Great in Heaven

	Are such as he, the waning world that leaven!

	How well it were that such should never die!

	How well it were at least that memory

	Of such should live, as live their glorious deeds!

	—But which of all the Gods think ye it needs

	To shape the mist of Rumour's wavering breath

	Into a golden dream that fears no death?

	Red Mars belike?—since through his field is thrust

	The polished plough-share o'er the helmets' rust!—

	Apollo's beauty?—surely eld shall spare

	Smooth skin, and flashing eyes, and crispy hair!—

	Nay, Jove himself?—the pride that holds the low

	Apart, despised, to mighty tales must grow!—

	Or Pallas?—for the world that knoweth nought,

	By that great wisdom to the wicket brought,

	Clear through the tangle evermore shall see!

	—O Faithful, O Beloved, turn to ME!

	I am the Ancient of the Days that were

	I am the Newborn that To-day brings here,

	I am the Life of all that dieth not;

	Through me alone is sorrow unforgot.

	 

	 

	My Faithful, knowing that this man should live,

	I from the cradle gifts to him did give

	Unmeet belike for rulers of the earth;

	As sorrowful yearning in the midst of mirth,

	Pity midst anger, hope midst scorn and hate.

	Languor midst labour, lest the day wax late,

	And all be wrong, and all be to begin.

	Through these indeed the eager life did win

	That was the very body to my soul;

	Yet, as the tide of battle back did roll

	Before his patience: as he toiled and grieved

	O'er fools and folly, was he not deceived,

	But ever knew the change was drawing nigh,

	And in my mirror gazed with steadfast eye.

	Still, O my Faithful, seemed his life so fair

	That all Olympus might have left him there

	Until to bitter strength that life was grown,

	And then have smiled to see him die alone,

	Had I not been.—— Ye know me; I have sent

	A pain to pierce his last coat of content:

	Now must he tear the armour from his breast

	And cast aside all things that men deem best,

	And single-hearted for his longing strive

	That he at last may save his soul alive.

	How say ye then, Beloved? Ye have known

	The blossom of the seed these hands have sown;

	Shall this man starve in sorrow's thorny brake?

	Shall Love the faithful of his heart forsake?

	 

	 

	 

	In the King's Garden.

	KING PHARAMOND, MASTER OLIVER.

	 

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	In this quiet place canst thou speak, O my King,

	Where nought but the lilies may hearken our counsel?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	What wouldst thou have of me? why came we hither?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Dear lord, thou wouldst speak of the woe that weighs on thee.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Wouldst thou bear me aback to the strife and the battle?

	Nay, hang up my banner: 'tis all passed and over!

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Speak but a little, lord! have I not loved thee?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Yea,—thou art Oliver: I saw thee a-lying

	A long time ago with the blood on thy face,

	When my father wept o'er thee for thy faith and thy valour.

	 

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Years have passed over, but my faith hath not failed me;

	Spent is my might, but my love not departed.

	Shall not love help—yea, look long in my eyes!

	There is no more to see if thou sawest my heart.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Yea, thou art Oliver, full of all kindness!

	Have patience, for now is the cloud passing over—

	Have patience and hearken—yet shalt thou be shamed.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Thou shalt shine through thy shame as the sun through the haze

	When the world waiteth gladly the warm day a-coming:

	As great as thou seem'st now, I know thee for greater

	Than thy deeds done and told of: one day I shall know thee:

	Lying dead in my tomb I shall hear the world praising.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Stay thy praise—let me speak, lest all speech depart from me.

	—There is a place in the world, a great valley

	That seems a green plain from the brow of the mountains,

	But hath knolls and fair dales when adown there thou goest:

	There are homesteads therein with gardens about them,

	And fair herds of kine and grey sheep a-feeding,

	And willow-hung streams wend through deep grassy meadows,

	And a highway winds through them from the outer world coming:

	Girthed about is the vale by a grey wall of mountains,

	Rent apart in three places and tumbled together

	In old times of the world when the earth-fires flowed forth:

	And as you wend up these away from the valley

	You think of the sea and the great world it washes;

	But through two you may pass not, the shattered rocks shut them.

	And up through the third there windeth a highway,

	And its gorge is fulfilled by a black wood of yew-trees.

	And I know that beyond, though mine eyes have not seen it,

	A city of merchants beside the sea lieth.——

	I adjure thee, my fosterer, by the hand of my father,

	By thy faith without stain, by the days unforgotten,

	When I dwelt in thy house ere the troubles' beginning,

	By thy fair wife long dead and thy sword-smitten children,

	By thy life without blame and thy love without blemish,

	Tell me how, tell me when, that fair land I may come to!

	Hide it not for my help, for my honour, but tell me,

	Lest my time and thy time be lost days and confusion!

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	O many such lands!—O my master, what ails thee?

	Tell me again, for I may not remember.

	—I prayed God give thee speech, and lo God hath given it—

	May God give me death! if I dream not this evil.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Said I not when thou knew'st it, all courage should fail thee?

	But me—my heart fails not, I am Pharamond as ever.

	I shall seek and shall find—come help me, my fosterer!

	—Yet if thou shouldst ask for a sign from that country

	What have I to show thee—I plucked a blue milk-wort

	From amidst of the field where she wandered fair-footed—

	It was gone when I wakened—and once in my wallet

	I set some grey stones from the way through the forest—

	These were gone when I wakened—and once as I wandered

	A lock of white wool from a thorn-bush I gathered;

	It was gone when I wakened—the name of that country—

	Nay, how should I know it?—but ever meseemeth

	'Twas not in the southlands, for sharp in the sunset

	And sunrise the air is, and whiles I have seen it

	Amid white drift of snow—ah, look up, foster-father!

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	O woe, woe is me that I may not awaken!

	Or else, art thou verily Pharamond my fosterling,

	The Freed and the Freer, the Wise, the World's Wonder?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Why fainteth thy great heart? nay, Oliver, hearken,

	E'en such as I am now these five years I have been.

	Through five years of striving this dreamer and dotard

	Has reaped glory from ruin, drawn peace from destruction.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Woe's me! wit hath failed me, and all the wise counsel

	I was treasuring up down the wind is a-drifting—

	Yet what wouldst thou have there if ever thou find it?

	Are the gates of heaven there? is Death bound there and helpless?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Nay, thou askest me this not as one without knowledge,

	For thou know'st that my love in that land is abiding.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Yea—woe worth the while—and all wisdom hath failed me:

	Yet if thou wouldst tell me of her, I will hearken

	Without mocking or mourning, if that may avail thee.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Lo, thy face is grown kind—Thou rememberest the even

	When I first wore the crown after sore strife and mourning?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Who shall ever forget it? the dead face of thy father,

	And thou in thy fight-battered armour above it,

	Mid the passion of tears long held back by the battle;

	And thy rent banner o'er thee and the ring of men mail-clad,

	Victorious to-day, since their ruin but a spear-length

	Was thrust away from them.—Son, think of thy glory

	And e'en in such wise break the throng of these devils!

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Five years are passed over since in the fresh dawning

	On the field of that fight I lay wearied and sleepless

	Till slumber came o'er me in the first of the sunrise;

	Then as there lay my body rapt away was my spirit,

	And a cold and thick mist for a while was about me,

	And when that cleared away, lo, the mountain-walled country

	'Neath the first of the sunrise in e'en such a spring-tide

	As the spring-tide our horse-hoofs that yestereve trampled:

	By the withy-wrought gate of a garden I found me

	'Neath the goodly green boughs of the apple full-blossomed;

	And fulfilled of great pleasure I was as I entered

	The fair place of flowers, and wherefore I knew not.

	Then lo, mid the birds' song a woman's voice singing.

	Five years passed away, in the first of the sunrise.

	[He is silent, brooding.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	God help us if God is!—for this man, I deemed him

	More a glory of God made man for our helping

	Than a man that should die: all the deeds he did surely,

	Too great for a man's life, have undone the doer.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND (rousing himself)

	Thou art waiting, my fosterer, till I tell of her singing

	And the words that she sang there: time was when I knew them;

	But too much of strife is about us this morning,

	And whiles I forget and whiles I remember.

	[Falls a-musing again.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	But a night's dream undid him, and he died, and his kingdom

	By unheard-of deeds fashioned, was tumbled together,

	By false men and fools to be fought for and ruined.

	Such words shall my ghost see the chronicler writing

	In the days that shall be:—ah—what wouldst thou, my fosterling?

	Knowest thou not how words fail us awaking

	That we seemed to hear plain amid sleep and its sweetness?

	Nay, strive not, my son, rest awhile and be silent;

	Or sleep while I watch thee: full fair is the garden,

	Perchance mid the flowers thy sweet dream may find thee,

	And thou shalt have pleasure and peace for a little.—

	(Aside) And my soul shall depart ere thou wak'st peradventure.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Yea, thou deemest me mad: a dream thou mayst call it,

	But not such a dream as thou know'st of: nay, hearken!

	For what manner of dream then is this that remembers

	The words that she sang on that morning of glory;—

	O love, set a word in my mouth for our meeting;

	Cast thy sweet arms about me to stay my hearts beating!

	Ah, thy silence, thy silence! nought shines on the darkness!

	—O close-serried throng of the days that I see not!

	[Falls a-musing again.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Thus the worse that shall be, the bad that is, bettereth.

	—Once more he is speechless mid evil dreams sunken.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND (speaking very low).

	Hold silence, love, speak not of the sweet day departed;

	Cling close to me, love, lest I waken sad-hearted!

	[Louder to OLIVER.

	Thou starest, my fosterer: what strange thing beholdst thou?

	A great king, a strong man, that thou knewest a child once:

	Pharamond the fair babe: Pharamond the warrior;

	Pharamond the king, and which hast thou feared yet?

	And why wilt thou fear then this Pharamond the lover?

	Shall I fail of my love who failed not of my fame?

	Nay, nay, I shall live for the last gain and greatest.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	I know not—all counsel and wit is departed,

	I wait for thy will; I will do it, my master.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Through the boughs of the garden I followed the singing

	To a smooth space of sward: there the unknown desire

	Of my soul I beheld,—wrought in shape of a woman.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	O ye warders of Troy-walls, join hands through the darkness,

	Tell us tales of the Downfall, for we too are with you!

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	As my twin sister, young of years was she and slender,

	Yellow blossoms of spring-tide her hands had been gathering,

	But the gown-lap that held them had fallen adown

	And had lain round her feet with the first of the singing;

	Now her singing had ceased, though yet heaved her bosom

	As with lips lightly parted and eyes of one seeking

	She stood face to face with the Love that she knew not,

	The love that she longed for and waited unwitting;

	She moved not, I breathed not—till lo, a horn winded,

	And she started, and o'er her came trouble and wonder,

	Came pallor and trembling; came a strain at my heartstrings

	As bodiless there I stretched hands toward her beauty,

	And voiceless cried out, as the cold mist swept o'er me.

	Then again clash of arms, and the morning watch calling,

	And the long leaves and great twisted trunks of the chesnuts,

	As I sprang to my feet and turned round to the trumpets

	And gathering of spears and unfolding of banners

	That first morn of my reign and my glory's beginning.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	O well were we that tide though the world was against us.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Hearken yet!—through that whirlwind of danger and battle,

	Beaten back, struggling forward, we fought without blemish

	On my banner spear-rent in the days of my father,

	On my love of the land and the longing I cherished

	For a tale to be told when I, laid in the minster,

	Might hear it no more; was it easy of winning,

	Our bread of those days? Yet as wild as the work was,

	Unforgotten and sweet in my heart was that vision,

	And her eyes and her lips and her fair body's fashion

	Blest all times of rest, rent the battle asunder,

	Turned ruin to laughter and death unto dreaming;

	And again and thrice over again did I go there

	Ere spring was grown winter: in the meadows I met her,

	By the sheaves of the corn, by the down-falling apples,

	Kind and calm, yea and glad, yet with eyes of one seeking.

	—Ah the mouth of one waiting, ere all shall be over!—

	But at last in the winter-tide mid the dark forest

	Side by side did we wend down the pass: the wind tangled

	Mid the trunks and black boughs made wild music about us,

	But her feet on the scant snow and the sound of her breathing

	Made music much better: the wood thinned, and I saw her,

	As we came to the brow of the pass; for the moon gleamed

	Bitter cold in the cloudless black sky of the winter.

	Then the world drew me back from my love, and departing

	I saw her sweet serious look pass into terror

	And her arms cast abroad—and lo, clashing of armour,

	And a sword in my hand, and my mouth crying loud,

	And the moon and cold steel in the doorway burst open

	And thy doughty spear thrust through the throat of the foeman

	My dazed eyes scarce saw—thou rememberest, my fosterer?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Yea, Theobald the Constable had watched but unduly;

	We were taken unwares, and wild fleeing there was

	O'er black rock and white snow—shall such times come again, son?

	 

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Yea, full surely they shall; have thou courage, my fosterer!—

	Day came thronging on day, month thrust month aside,

	Amid battle and strife and the murder of glory,

	And still oft and oft to that land was I led

	And still through all longing I young in Love's dealings,

	Never called it a pain: though, the battle passed over,

	The council determined, back again came my craving:

	I knew not the pain, but I knew all the pleasure,

	When now, as the clouds o'er my fortune were parting,

	I felt myself waxing in might and in wisdom;

	And no city welcomed the Freed and the Freer,

	And no mighty army fell back before rumour

	Of Pharamond's coming, but her heart bid me thither,

	And the blithest and kindest of kingfolk ye knew me.

	Then came the high tide of deliverance upon us,

	When surely if we in the red field had fallen

	The stocks and the stones would have risen to avenge us.

	—Then waned my sweet vision midst glory's fulfilment,

	And still with its waning, hot waxed my desire:

	And did ye not note then that the glad-hearted Pharamond

	Was grown a stern man, a fierce king, it may be?

	Did ye deem it the growth of my manhood, the hardening

	Of battle and murder and treason about me?

	Nay, nay, it was love's pain, first named and first noted

	When a long time went past, and I might not behold her.

	—Thou rememberest a year agone now, when the legate

	Of the Lord of the Waters brought here a broad letter

	Full of prayers for good peace and our friendship thenceforward—

	—He who erst set a price on the lost head of Pharamond—

	How I bade him stand up on his feet and be merry,

	Eat his meat by my side and drink out of my beaker,

	In memory of days when my meat was but little

	And my drink drunk in haste between saddle and straw.

	But lo! midst of my triumph, as I noted the feigning

	Of the last foeman humbled, and the hall fell a murmuring,

	And blithely the horns blew, Be glad, spring prevaileth,

	—As I sat there and changed not, my soul saw a vision:

	All folk faded away, and my love that I long for

	Came with raiment a-rustling along the hall pavement,

	Drawing near to the high-seat, with hands held out a little,

	Till her hallowed eyes drew me a space into heaven,

	And her lips moved to whisper, 'Come, love, for I weary!'

	Then she turned and went from me, and I heard her feet falling

	On the floor of the hall, e'en as though it were empty

	Of all folk but us twain in the hush of the dawning.

	Then again, all was gone, and I sat there a smiling

	On the faint-smiling legate, as the hall windows quivered

	With the rain of the early night sweeping across them.

	Nought slept I that night, yet I saw her without sleeping:—

	Betwixt midnight and morn of that summer-tide was I

	Amidst of the lilies by her house-door to hearken

	If perchance in her chamber she turned amid sleeping:

	When lo, as the East 'gan to change, and stars faded

	Were her feet on the stairs, and the door opened softly,

	And she stood on the threshold with the eyes of one seeking,

	And there, gathering the folds of her gown to her girdle,

	Went forth through the garden and followed the highway,

	All along the green valley, and I ever beside her,

	Till the light of the low sun just risen was falling

	On her feet in the first of the pass—and all faded.

	Yet from her unto me had gone forth her intent,

	And I saw her face set to the heart of that city,

	And the quays where the ships of the outlanders come to,

	And I said: She is seeking, and shall I not seek?

	The sea is her prison wall; where is my prison?

	—Yet I said: Here men praise me, perchance men may love me

	If I live long enough for my justice and mercy

	To make them just and merciful—one who is master

	Of many poor folk, a man pity moveth

	Love hath dealt with in this wise, no minstrel nor dreamer.

	The deeds that my hand might find for the doing

	Did desire undo them these four years of fight?

	And now time and fair peace in my heart have begotten

	More desire and more pain, is the day of deeds done with?

	Lo here for my part my bonds and my prison!—

	Then with hands holding praise, yet with fierce heart belike

	Did I turn to the people that I had delivered—

	And the deeds of this year passed shall live peradventure!

	But now came no solace of dreams in the night-tide

	From that day thenceforward; yet oft in the council,

	Mid the hearkening folk craving for justice or mercy,

	Mid the righting of wrongs and the staying of ruin,

	Mid the ruling a dull folk, who deemed all my kingship

	A thing due and easy as the dawning and sunset

	To the day that God made once to deal with no further—

	—Mid all these a fair face, a sad face, could I fashion,

	And I said, She is seeking, and shall I not seek?

	—Tell over the days of the year of hope's waning;

	Tell over the hours of the weary days wearing:

	Tell over the minutes of the hours of thy waking,

	Then wonder he liveth who fails of his longing!

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	What wouldst thou have, son, wherein I might help thee?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Hearken yet:—for a long time no more I beheld her

	Till a month agone now at the ending of Maytide;

	And then in the first of the morning I found me

	Fulfilled of all joy at the edge of the yew-wood;

	Then lo, her gown's flutter in the fresh breeze of morning,

	And slower and statelier than her wont was aforetime

	And fairer of form toward the yew-wood she wended.

	But woe's me! as she came and at last was beside me

	With sobbing scarce ended her bosom was heaving,

	Stained with tears was her face, and her mouth was yet quivering

	With torment of weeping held back for a season.

	Then swiftly my spirit to the King's bed was wafted

	While still toward the sea were her weary feet wending.

	—Ah surely that day of all wrongs that I hearkened

	Mine own wrongs seemed heaviest and hardest to bear—

	Mine own wrongs and hers—till that past year of ruling

	Seemed a crime and a folly. Night came, and I saw her

	Stealing barefoot, bareheaded amidst of the tulips

	Made grey by the moonlight: and a long time Love gave me

	To gaze on her weeping—morn came, and I wakened—

	I wakened and said: Through the World will I wander,

	Till either I find her, or find the World empty.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Yea, son, wilt thou go? Ah thou knowest from of old time

	My words might not stay thee from aught thou wert willing;

	And e'en so it must be now. And yet hast thou asked me

	To go with thee, son, if aught I might help thee?—

	Ah me, if thy face might gladden a little

	I should meet the world better and mock at its mocking:

	If thou goest to find her, why then hath there fallen

	This heaviness on thee? is thy heart waxen feeble?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	O friend, I have seen her no more, and her mourning

	Is alone and unhelped—yet to-night or to-morrow

	Somewhat nigher will I be to her love and her longing.

	Lo, to thee, friend, alone of all folk on the earth

	These things have I told: for a true man I deem thee

	Beyond all men call true; yea, a wise man moreover

	And hardy and helpful; and I know thy heart surely

	That thou holdest the world nought without me thy fosterling.

	Come, leave all awhile! it may be as time weareth

	With new life in our hands we shall wend us back hither.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Yea; triumph turns trouble, and all the world changeth,

	Yet a good world it is since we twain are together.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Lo, have I not said it?—thou art kinder than all men.

	Cast about then, I pray thee, to find us a keel

	Sailing who recketh whither, since the world is so wide.

	Sure the northlands shall know of the blessings she bringeth,

	And the southlands be singing of the tales that foretold her.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Well I wot of all chapmen—and to-night weighs a dromond

	Sailing west away first, and then to the southlands.

	Since in such things I deal oft they know me, but know not

	King Pharamond the Freed, since now first they sail hither.

	So make me thy messenger in a fair-writ broad letter

	And thyself make my scrivener, and this very night sail we.—

	O surely thy face now is brightening and blesseth me!

	Peer through these boughs toward the bay and the haven,

	And high masts thou shalt see, and white sails hanging ready.

	[Exit OLIVER.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Dost thou weep now, my darling, and are thy feet wandering

	On the ways ever empty of what thou desirest?

	Nay, nay, for thou know'st me, and many a night-tide

	Hath Love led thee forth to a city unknown:

	Thou hast paced through this palace from chamber to chamber

	Till in dawn and stars' paling I have passed forth before thee:

	Thou hast seen thine own dwelling nor known how to name it:

	Thine own dwelling that shall be when love is victorious.

	Thou hast seen my sword glimmer amidst of the moonlight,

	As we rode with hoofs muffled through waylaying murder.

	Through the field of the dead hast thou fared to behold me,

	Seen me waking and longing by the watch-fires' flicker;

	Thou hast followed my banner amidst of the battle

	And seen my face change to the man that they fear,

	Yet found me not fearful nor turned from beholding:

	Thou hast been at my triumphs, and heard the tale's ending

	Of my wars, and my winning through days evil and weary:

	For this eve hast thou waited, and wilt be peradventure

	By the sea-strand to-night, for thou wottest full surely

	That the word is gone forth, and the world is a-moving.

	—Abide me, beloved! to-day and to-morrow

	Shall be little words in the tale of our loving,

	When the last morn ariseth, and thou and I meeting

	From lips laid together tell tales of these marvels.

	 

	 

	 

	THE MUSIC

	LOVE IS ENOUGH: draw near and behold me

	Ye who pass by the way to your rest and your laughter,

	And are full of the hope of the dawn coming after;

	For the strong of the world have bought me and sold me

	And my house is all wasted from threshold to rafter.

	—Pass by me, and hearken, and think of me not!

	 

	Cry out and come near; for my ears may not hearken,

	And my eyes are grown dim as the eyes of the dying.

	Is this the grey rack o'er the sun's face a-flying?

	Or is it your faces his brightness that darken?

	Comes a wind from the sea, or is it your sighing?

	—Pass by me, and hearken, and pity me not!

	 

	Ye know not how void is your hope and your living:

	Depart with your helping lest yet ye undo me!

	Ye know not that at nightfall she draweth near to me,

	There is soft speech between us and words of forgiving

	Till in dead of the midnight her kisses thrill through me.

	—Pass by me, and hearken, and waken me not!

	 

	Wherewith will ye buy it, ye rich who behold me?

	Draw out from your coffers your rest and your laughter,

	And the fair gilded hope of the dawn coming after!

	Nay this I sell not,—though ye bought me and sold me,—

	For your house stored with such things from threshold to rafter.

	—Pass by me, I hearken, and think of you not!

	 

	 

	 

	Enter before the curtain LOVE clad as a maker of Pictured Cloths.

	 

	 

	LOVE

	That double life my faithful king has led

	My hand has untwined, and old days are dead

	As in the moon the sails run up the mast.

	Yea, let this present mingle with the past,

	And when ye see him next think a long tide

	Of days are gone by; for the world is wide,

	And if at last these hands, these lips shall meet,

	What matter thorny ways and weary feet?

	A faithful king, and now grown wise in love:

	Yet from of old in many ways I move

	The hearts that shall be mine: him by the hand

	Have I led forth, and shown his eyes the land

	Where dwells his love, and shown him what she is:

	He has beheld the lips that he shall kiss,

	The eyes his eyes shall soften, and the cheek

	His voice shall change, the limbs he maketh weak:

	—All this he hath as in a picture wrought—

	But lo you, 'tis the seeker and the sought:

	For her no marvels of the night I make,

	Nor keep my dream-smiths' drowsy heads awake;

	Only about her have I shed a glory

	Whereby she waiteth trembling for a story

	That she shall play in,—and 'tis not begun:

	Therefore from rising sun to setting sun

	There flit before her half-formed images

	Of what I am, and in all things she sees

	Something of mine: so single is her heart

	Filled with the worship of one set apart

	To be my priestess through all joy and sorrow;

	So sad and sweet she waits the certain morrow.

	—And yet sometimes, although her heart be strong,

	You may well think I tarry over-long:

	The lonely sweetness of desire grows pain,

	The reverent life of longing void and vain:

	Then are my dream-smiths mindful of my lore:

	They weave a web of sighs and weeping sore,

	Of languor, and of very helplessness,

	Of restless wandering, lonely dumb distress,

	Till like a live thing there she stands and goes,

	Gazing at Pharamond through all her woes.

	Then forth they fly, and spread the picture out

	Before his eyes, and how then may he doubt

	She knows his life, his deeds, and his desire?

	How shall he tremble lest her heart should tire?

	—It is not so; his danger and his war,

	His days of triumph, and his years of care,

	She knows them not—yet shall she know some day

	The love that in his lonely longing lay.

	What, Faithful—do I lie, that overshot

	My dream-web is with that which happeneth not?

	Nay, nay, believe it not!—love lies alone

	In loving hearts like fire within the stone:

	Then strikes my hand, and lo, the flax ablaze!

	—Those tales of empty striving, and lost days

	Folk tell of sometimes—never lit my fire

	Such ruin as this; but Pride and Vain-desire,

	My counterfeits and foes, have done the deed.

	Beware, beloved! for they sow the weed

	Where I the wheat: they meddle where I leave,

	Take what I scorn, cast by what I receive,

	Sunder my yoke, yoke that I would dissever,

	Pull down the house my hands would build for ever.

	 

	 

	Scene: In a Forest among the Hills of a Foreign Land.

	KING PHARAMOND, MASTER OLIVER.

	 

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Stretch forth thine hand, foster-father, I know thee,

	And fain would be sure I am yet in the world:

	Where am I now, and what things have befallen?

	Why am I so weary, and yet have wrought nothing?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Thou hast been sick, lord, but thy sickness abateth.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Thou art sad unto weeping: sorry rags are thy raiment,

	For I see thee a little now: where am I lying?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	On the sere leaves thou liest, lord, deep in the wild wood

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	What meaneth all this? was I not Pharamond,

	A worker of great deeds after my father,

	Freer of my land from murder and wrong,

	Fain of folks' love, and no blencher in battle?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Yea, thou wert king and the kindest under heaven.

	 

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Was there not coming a Queen long desired,

	From a land over sea, my life to fulfil?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Belike it was so—but thou leftst it untold of.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Why weepest thou more yet? O me, which are dreams,

	Which are deeds of my life mid the things I remember?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Dost thou remember the great council chamber,

	O my king, and the lords there gathered together

	With drawn anxious faces one fair morning of summer,

	And myself in their midst, who would move thee to speech?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	A brawl I remember, some wordy debating,

	Whether my love should be brought to behold me.

	Sick was I at heart, little patience I had.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Hast thou memory yet left thee, how an hour thereafter

	We twain lay together in the midst of the pleasance

	'Neath the lime-trees, nigh the pear-tree, beholding the conduit?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Fair things I remember of a long time thereafter—

	Of thy love and thy faith and our gladness together

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	And the thing that we talked of, wilt thou tell me about it?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	We twain were to wend through the wide world together

	Seeking my love—O my heart! is she living?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	God wot that she liveth as she hath lived ever.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Then soon was it midnight, and moonset, as we wended

	Down to the ship, and the merchant-folks' babble.

	The oily green waves in the harbour mouth glistened,

	Windless midnight it was, but the great sweeps were run out,

	As the cable came rattling mid rich bales on the deck,

	And slow moved the black side that the ripple was lapping,

	And I looked and beheld a great city behind us

	By the last of the moon as the stars were a-brightening,

	And Pharamond the Freed grew a tale of a singer,

	With the land of his fathers and the fame he had toiled for.

	Yet sweet was the scent of the sea-breeze arising;

	And I felt a chain broken, a sickness put from me

	As the sails drew, and merchant-folk, gathered together

	On the poop or the prow, 'gan to move and begone,

	Till at last 'neath the far-gazing eyes of the steersman

	By the loitering watch thou and I were left lonely,

	And we saw by the moon the white horses arising

	Where beyond the last headland the ocean abode us,

	Then came the fresh breeze and the sweep of the spray,

	And the beating of ropes, and the empty sails' thunder,

	As we shifted our course toward the west in the dawning;

	Then I slept and I dreamed in the dark I was lying,

	And I heard her sweet breath and her feet falling near me,

	And the rustle of her raiment as she sought through the darkness,

	Sought, I knew not for what, till her arms clung about me

	With a cry that was hers, that was mine as I wakened.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Yea, a sweet dream it was, as thy dreams were aforetime.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Nay not so, my fosterer: thy hope yet shall fail thee

	If thou lookest to see me turned back from my folly,

	Lamenting and mocking the life of my longing.

	Many such have I had, dear dreams and deceitful,

	When the soul slept a little from all but its search,

	And lied to the body of bliss beyond telling;

	Yea, waking had lied still but for life and its torment.

	Not so were those dreams of the days of my kingship,

	Slept my body—or died—but my soul was not sleeping,

	It knew that she touched not this body that trembled

	At the thought of her body sore trembling to see me;

	It lied of no bliss as desire swept it onward,

	Who knows through what sundering space of its prison;

	It saw, and it heard, and it hoped, and was lonely,

	Had no doubt and no joy, but the hope that endureth.

	—Woe's me I am weary: wend we forward to-morrow?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Yea, well it may be if thou wilt but be patient,

	And rest thee a little, while time creepeth onward.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	But tell me, has the fourth year gone far mid my sickness?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Nay, for seven days only didst thou lie here a-dying,

	As full often I deemed: God be thanked it is over!

	But rest thee a little, lord; gather strength for the striving.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Yea, for once again sleep meseems cometh to struggle

	With the memory of times past: come tell thou, my fosterer,

	Of the days we have fared through, that dimly before me

	Are floating, as I look on thy face and its trouble.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Rememberest thou aught of the lands where we wended?

	 

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Yea, many a thing—as the moonlit warm evening

	When we stayed by the trees in the Gold-bearing Land,

	Nigh the gate of the city, where a minstrel was singing

	That tale of the King and his fate, o'er the cradle

	Foretold by the wise of the world; that a woman

	Should win him to love and to woe, and despairing

	In the last of his youth, the first days of his manhood.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	I remember the evening; but clean gone is the story:

	Amid deeds great and dreadful, should songs abide by me?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	They shut the young king in a castle, the tale saith,

	Where never came woman, and never should come,

	And sadly he grew up and stored with all wisdom,

	Not wishing for aught in his heart that he had not,

	Till the time was come round to his twentieth birthday.

	Then many fair gifts brought his people unto him,

	Gold and gems, and rich cloths, and rare things and dear-bought,

	And a book fairly written brought a wise man among them,

	Called the Praising of Prudence; wherein there was painted

	The image of Prudence:—and that, what but a woman,

	E'en she forsooth that the painter found fairest;—

	Now surely thou mindest what needs must come after?

	 

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Yea, somewhat indeed I remember the misery

	Told in that tale, but all mingled it is

	With the manifold trouble that met us full often,

	E'en we ourselves. Of nought else hast thou memory?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Of many such tales that the Southland folk told us,

	Of many a dream by the sunlight and moonlight;

	Of music that moved me, of hopes that my heart had;

	The high days when my love and I held feast together.

	—But what land is this, and how came we hither?

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Nay, hast thou no memory of our troubles that were many?

	How thou criedst out for Death and how near Death came to thee?

	How thou needs must dread war, thou the dreadful in battle?

	Of the pest in the place where that tale was told to us;

	And how we fled thence o'er the desert of horror?

	How weary we wandered when we came to the mountains,

	All dead but one man of those who went with us?

	How we came to the sea of the west, and the city,

	Whose Queen would have kept thee her slave and her lover,

	And how we escaped by the fair woman's kindness,

	Who loved thee, and cast her life by for thy welfare?

	Of the waste of thy life when we sailed from the Southlands,

	And the sea-thieves fell on us and sold us for servants

	To that land of hard gems, where thy life's purchase seemed

	Little better than mine, and we found to our sorrow

	Whence came the crown's glitter, thy sign once of glory:

	Then naked a king toiled in sharp rocky crannies,

	And thy world's fear was grown but the task-master's whip,

	And thy world's hope the dream in the short dead of night?

	And hast thou forgotten how again we fled from it,

	And that fight of despair in the boat on the river,

	And the sea-strand again and white bellying sails;

	And the sore drought and famine that on ship-board fell on us,

	Ere the sea was o'erpast, and we came scarcely living

	To those keepers of sheep, the poor folk and the kind?

	Dost thou mind not the merchants who brought us thence northward,

	And this land that we made in the twilight of dawning?

	And the city herein where all kindness forsook us,

	And our bitter bread sought we from house-door to house-door.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	As the shadow of clouds o'er the summer sea sailing

	Is the memory of all now, and whiles I remember

	And whiles I forget; and nought it availeth

	Remembering, forgetting; for a sleep is upon me

	That shall last a long while:—there thou liest, my fosterer,

	As thou lay'st a while since ere that twilight of dawning;

	And I woke and looked forth, and the dark sea, long changeless,

	Was now at last barred by a dim wall that swallowed

	The red shapeless moon, and the whole sea was rolling,

	Unresting, unvaried, as grey as the void is,

	Toward that wall 'gainst the heavens as though rest were behind it.

	Still onward we fared and the moon was forgotten,

	And colder the sea grew and colder the heavens,

	And blacker the wall grew, and grey, green-besprinkled,

	And the sky seemed to breach it; and lo at the last

	Many islands of mountains, and a city amongst them.

	White clouds of the dawn, not moving yet waning,

	Wreathed the high peaks about; and the sea beat for ever

	'Gainst the green sloping hills and the black rocks and beachless.

	—Is this the same land that I saw in that dawning?

	For sure if it is thou at least shalt hear tidings,

	Though I die ere the dark: but for thee, O my fosterer,

	Lying there by my side, I had deemed the old vision

	Had drawn forth the soul from my body to see her.

	And with joy and fear blended leapt the heart in my bosom,

	And I cried, "The last land, love; O hast thou abided?"

	But since then hath been turmoil, and sickness, and slumber,

	And my soul hath been troubled with dreams that I knew not.

	And such tangle is round me life fails me to rend it,

	And the cold cloud of death rolleth onward to hide me.—

	—O well am I hidden, who might not be happy!

	I see not, I hear not, my head groweth heavy.

	[Falls back as if sleeping.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	—O Son, is it sleep that upon thee is fallen?

	Not death, O my dear one!—speak yet but a little!

	 

	 

	KING PHARAMOND (raising himself again)

	O be glad, foster-father! and those troubles past over,—

	Be thou thereby when once more I remember

	And sit with my maiden and tell her the story,

	And we pity our past selves as a poet may pity

	The poor folk he tells of amid plentiful weeping.

	Hush now! as faint noise of bells over water

	A sweet sound floats towards me, and blesses my slumber:

	If I wake never more I shall dream and shall see her. [Sleeps.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Is it swooning or sleeping? in what wise shall he waken?

	—Nay, no sound I hear save the forest wind wailing.

	Who shall help us to-day save our yoke-fellow Death?

	Yet fain would I die mid the sun and the flowers;

	For a tomb seems this yew-wood ere yet we are dead.

	And its wailing wind chilleth my yearning for time past,

	And my love groweth cold in this dusk of the daytime.

	What will be? is worse than death drawing anear us?

	Flit past, dreary day! come, night-tide and resting!

	Come, to-morrow's uprising with light and new tidings!

	—Lo, Lord, I have borne all with no bright love before me;

	Wilt thou break all I had and then give me no blessing?

	 

	 

	 

	THE MUSIC

	LOVE IS ENOUGH: through the trouble and tangle

	From yesterdays dawning to yesterday's night

	I sought through the vales where the prisoned winds wrangle,

	Till, wearied and bleeding, at end of the light

	I met him, and we wrestled, and great was my might.

	 

	O great was my joy, though no rest was around me,

	Though mid wastes of the world were we twain all alone,

	For methought that I conquered and he knelt and he crowned me,

	And the driving rain ceased, and the wind ceased to moan,

	And through clefts of the clouds her planet outshone.

	 

	O through clefts of the clouds 'gan the world to awaken,

	And the bitter wind piped, and down drifted the rain,

	And I was alone—and yet not forsaken,

	For the grass was untrodden except by my pain:

	With a Shadow of the Night had I wrestled in vain.

	 

	And the Shadow of the Night and not Love was departed;

	I was sore, I was weary, yet Love lived to seek;

	So I scaled the dark mountains, and wandered sad-hearted

	Over wearier wastes, where e'en sunlight was bleak,

	With no rest of the night for my soul waxen weak.

	 

	 

	With no rest of the night; for I waked mid a story

	Of a land wherein Love is the light and the lord,

	Where my tale shall be heard, and my wounds gain a glory,

	And my tears be a treasure to add to the hoard

	Of pleasure laid up for his people's reward.

	 

	Ah, pleasure laid up! haste thou onward and listen,

	For the wind of the waste has no music like this,

	And not thus do the rocks of the wilderness glisten:

	With the host of his faithful through sorrow and bliss

	My Lord goeth forth now, and knows me for his.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Enter before the curtain LOVE, with a cup of bitter drink and his hands bloody.

	 

	 

	LOVE

	O Pharamond, I knew thee brave and strong,

	And yet how might'st thou live to bear this wrong?

	—A wandering-tide of three long bitter years,

	Solaced at whiles by languor of soft tears,

	By dreams self-wrought of night and sleep and sorrow,

	Holpen by hope of tears to be to-morrow:

	Yet all, alas, but wavering memories;

	No vision of her hands, her lips, her eyes,

	Has blessed him since he seemed to see her weep,

	No wandering feet of hers beset his sleep.

	Woe's me then! am I cruel, or am I grown

	The scourge of Fate, lest men forget to moan?

	What!—is there blood upon these hands of mine?

	Is venomed anguish mingled with my wine?

	—Blood there may be, and venom in the cup;

	But see, Beloved, how the tears well up

	From my grieved heart my blinded eyes to grieve,

	And in the kindness of old days believe!

	So after all then we must weep to-day—

	—We, who behold at ending of the way,

	These lovers tread a bower they may not miss

	Whose door my servant keepeth, Earthly Bliss:

	There in a little while shall they abide,

	Nor each from each their wounds of wandering hide,

	But kiss them, each on each, and find it sweet,

	That wounded so the world they may not meet.

	—Ah, truly mine! since this your tears may move,

	The very sweetness of rewarded love!

	Ah, truly mine, that tremble as ye hear

	The speech of loving lips grown close and dear;

	—Lest other sounds from other doors ye hearken,

	Doors that the wings of Earthly Anguish darken.

	 

	 

	 

	Scene: On a Highway in a Valley near the last, with a Mist over all things.

	KING PHARAMOND, MASTER OLIVER.

	 

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Hold a while, Oliver! my limbs are grown weaker

	Than when in the wood I first rose to my feet.

	There was hope in my heart then, and now nought but sickness;

	There was sight in my eyes then, and now nought but blindness.

	Good art thou, hope, while the life yet tormenteth,

	But a better help now have I gained than thy goading.

	Farewell, O life, wherein once I was merry!

	O dream of the world, I depart now, and leave thee

	A little tale added to thy long-drawn-out story.

	Cruel wert thou, O Love, yet have thou and I conquered.

	—Come nearer, O fosterer, come nearer and kiss me,

	Bid farewell to thy fosterling while the life yet is in me,

	For this farewell to thee is my last word meseemeth.

	[He lies down and sleeps.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	O my king, O my son! Ah, woe's me for my kindness,

	For the day when thou drew'st me and I let thee be drawn

	Into toils I knew deadly, into death thou desiredst!

	And woe's me that I die not! for my body made hardy

	By the battles of old days to bear every anguish!

	—Speak a word and forgive me, for who knows how long yet

	Are the days of my life, and the hours of my loathing!

	He speaks not, he moves not; yet he draweth breath softly:

	I have seen men a-dying, and not thus did the end come.

	Surely God who made all forgets not love's rewarding,

	Forgets not the faithful, the guileless who fear not.

	Oh, might there be help yet, and some new life's beginning!

	—Lo, lighter the mist grows: there come sounds through its dulness,

	The lowing of kine, or the whoop of a shepherd,

	The bell-wether's tinkle, or clatter of horse-hoofs.

	A homestead is nigh us: I will fare down the highway

	And seek for some helping: folk said simple people

	Abode in this valley, and these may avail us—

	If aught it avail us to live for a little.

	—Yea, give it us, God!—all the fame and the glory

	We fought for and gained once; the life of well-doing,

	Fair deed thrusting on deed, and no day forgotten;

	And due worship of folk that his great heart had holpen;—

	All I prayed for him once now no longer I pray for.

	Let it all pass away as my warm breath now passeth

	In the chill of the morning mist wherewith thou hidest

	Fair vale and grey mountain of the land we are come to!

	Let it all pass away! but some peace and some pleasure

	I pray for him yet, and that I may behold it.

	A prayer little and lowly,—and we in the old time

	When the world lay before us, were we hard to the lowly?

	Thou know'st we were kind, howso hard to be beaten;

	Wilt thou help us this last time? or what hast thou hidden

	We know not, we name not, some crown for our striving?

	—O body and soul of my son, may God keep thee!

	For, as lone as thou liest in a land that we see not

	When the world loseth thee, what is left for its losing?

	[Exit OLIVER.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	THE MUSIC

	LOVE IS ENOUGH: cherish life that abideth,

	Lest ye die ere ye know him, and curse and misname him;

	For who knows in what ruin of all hope he hideth,

	On what wings of the terror of darkness he rideth?

	And what is the joy of man's life that ye blame him

	For his bliss grown a sword, and his rest grown a fire?

	 

	Ye who tremble for death, or the death of desire,

	Pass about the cold winter-tide garden and ponder

	On the rose in his glory amidst of June's fire,

	On the languor of noontide that gathered the thunder,

	On the morn and its freshness, the eve and its wonder;

	Ye may wake it no more—shall Spring come to awaken?

	 

	Live on, for Love liveth, and earth shall be shaken

	By the wind of his wings on the triumphing morning,

	When the dead, and their deeds that die not shall awaken,

	And the world's tale shall sound in your trumpet of warning,

	And the sun smite the banner called Scorn of the Scorning,

	And dead pain ye shall trample, dead fruitless desire,

	As ye wend to pluck out the new world from the fire.

	 

	 

	 

	Enter before the curtain, LOVE clad as a Pilgrim.

	 

	 

	LOVE

	Alone, afar from home doth Pharamond lie,

	Drawn near to death, ye deem—or what draws nigh?

	Afar from home—and have ye any deeming

	How far may be that country of his dreaming?

	Is it not time, is it not time, say ye,

	That we the day-star in the sky should see?

	Patience, Beloved; these may come to live

	A life fulfilled of all I have to give,

	But bare of strife and story; and ye know well

	How wild a tale of him might be to tell

	Had I not snatched away the sword and crown;

	Yea, and she too was made for world's renown,

	And should have won it, had my bow not been;

	These that I love were very king and queen;

	I have discrowned them, shall I not crown too?

	Ye know, Beloved, what sharp bitter dew,

	What parching torment of unresting day

	Falls on the garden of my deathless bay:

	Hands that have gathered it and feet that came

	Beneath its shadow have known flint and flame;

	Therefore I love them; and they love no less

	Each furlong of the road of past distress.

	—Ah, Faithful, tell me for what rest and peace,

	What length of happy days and world's increase,

	What hate of wailing, and what love of laughter,

	What hope and fear of worlds to be hereafter,

	Would ye cast by that crown of bitter leaves?

	And yet, ye say, our very heart it grieves

	To see him lying there: how may he save

	His life and love if he more pain must have?

	And she—how fares it with her? is not earth

	From winter's sorrow unto summer's mirth

	Grown all too narrow for her yearning heart?

	We pray thee, Love, keep these no more apart.

	Ye say but sooth: not long may he endure:

	And her heart sickeneth past all help or cure

	Unless I hasten to the helping—see,

	Am I not girt for going speedily?

	—The journey lies before me long?—nay, nay,

	Upon my feet the dust is lying grey,

	The staff is heavy in my hand.—Ye too,

	Have ye not slept? or what is this ye do,

	Wearying to find the country ye are in?

	[The curtain draws up and

	shows the same scene

	as the last, with the mist clearing, and

	PHARAMOND lying there as before.

	Look, look! how sun and morn at last do win

	Upon the shifting waves of mist! behold

	That mountain-wall the earth-fires rent of old,

	Grey toward the valley, sun-gilt at the side!

	See the black yew-wood that the pass doth hide!

	Search through the mist for knoll, and fruited tree,

	And winding stream, and highway white—and see,

	See, at my feet lies Pharamond the Freed!

	A happy journey have we gone indeed!

	Hearken, Beloved, over-long, ye deem,

	I let these lovers deal with hope and dream

	Alone unholpen.—Somewhat sooth ye say:

	But now her feet are on this very way

	That leadeth from the city: and she saith

	One beckoneth her back hitherward—even Death—

	And who was that, Beloved, but even I?

	Yet though her feet and sunlight are drawn nigh

	The cold grass where he lieth like the dead,

	To ease your hearts a little of their dread

	I will abide her coming, and in speech

	He knoweth, somewhat of his welfare teach.

	 

	 

	 

	LOVE goes on to the Stage and stands at PHARAMOND's head.

	 

	 

	LOVE

	HEARKEN, O Pharamond, why camest thou hither?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	I came seeking Death; I have found him belike.

	 

	LOVE

	In what land of the world art thou lying, O Pharamond?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	In a land 'twixt two worlds: nor long shall I dwell there.

	 

	LOVE

	Who am I, Pharamond, that stand here beside thee?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	The Death I have sought—thou art welcome; I greet thee.

	 

	LOVE

	Such a name have I had, but another name have I.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Art thou God then that helps not until the last season?

	 

	 

	LOVE

	Yea, God am I surely: yet another name have I.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Methinks as I hearken, thy voice I should wot of.

	 

	LOVE

	I called thee, and thou cam'st from thy glory and kingship.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	I was King Pharamond, and love overcame me.

	 

	LOVE

	Pharamond, thou say'st it.—I am Love and thy master.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Sooth didst thou say when thou call'dst thyself Death.

	 

	LOVE

	Though thou diest, yet thy love and thy deeds shall I quicken.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Be thou God, be thou Death, yet I love thee and dread not.

	 

	LOVE

	Pharamond, while thou livedst what thing wert thou loving?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	A dream and a lie—and my death—and I love it.

	 

	 

	LOVE

	Pharamond, do my bidding, as thy wont was aforetime.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	What wilt thou have of me, for I wend away swiftly?

	 

	LOVE

	Open thine eyes, and behold where thou liest!

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	It is little—the old dream, the old lie is about me.

	 

	LOVE

	Why faintest thou, Pharamond? is love then unworthy?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Then hath God made no world now, nor shall make hereafter.

	 

	LOVE

	Wouldst thou live if thou mightst in this fair world, O Pharamond?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Yea, if she and truth were; nay, if she and truth were not.

	 

	LOVE

	O long shalt thou live: thou art here in the body,

	Where nought but thy spirit I brought in days bygone.

	Ah, thou hearkenest!—and where then of old hast thou heard it?

	[Music outside, far off.

	 

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	O mock me not, Death; or, Life, hold me no longer!

	For that sweet strain I hear that I heard once a-dreaming:

	Is it death coming nigher, or life come back that brings it?

	Or rather my dream come again as aforetime?

	 

	LOVE

	Look up, O Pharamond! canst thou see aught about thee?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Yea, surely: all things as aforetime I saw them:

	The mist fading out with the first of the sunlight,

	And the mountains a-changing as oft in my dreaming,

	And the thornbrake anigh blossomed thick with the May-tide.

	[Music again.

	O my heart!—I am hearkening thee whereso thou wanderest!

	 

	LOVE

	Put forth thine hand, feel the dew on the daisies!

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	So their freshness I felt in the days ere hope perished.

	—O me, me, my darling! how fair the world groweth!

	Ah, shall I not find thee, if death yet should linger,

	Else why grow I so glad now when life seems departing?

	What pleasure thus pierceth my heart unto fainting?

	—O me, into words now thy melody passeth.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MUSIC with singing (from without)

	Dawn talks to-day

	Over dew-gleaming flowers,

	Night flies away

	Till the resting of hours:

	Fresh are thy feet

	And with dreams thine eyes glistening.

	Thy still lips are sweet

	Though the world is a-listening.

	O Love, set a word in my mouth for our meeting,

	Cast thine arms round about me to stay my heart's beating!

	O fresh day, O fair day, O long day made ours!

	 

	 

	LOVE

	What wilt thou say now of the gifts Love hath given?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Stay thy whispering, O wind of the morning—she speaketh.

	 

	 

	THE MUSIC (coming nearer)

	Morn shall meet noon

	While the flower-stems yet move,

	Though the wind dieth soon

	And the clouds fade above.

	Loved lips are thine

	As I tremble and hearken;

	Bright thine eyes shine,

	Though the leaves thy brow darken.

	O Love, kiss me into silence, lest no word avail me,

	Stay my head with thy bosom lest breath and life fail me!

	O sweet day, O rich day, made long for our love!

	 

	 

	LOVE

	Was Love then a liar who fashioned thy dreaming?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	O fair-blossomed tree, stay thy rustling—I hearken.

	 

	 

	THE MUSIC (coming nearer)

	Late day shall greet eve,

	And the full blossoms shake,

	For the wind will not leave

	The tall trees while they wake.

	Eyes soft with bliss,

	Come nigher and nigher!

	Sweet mouth I kiss,

	Tell me all thy desire!

	Let us speak, love, together some words of our story,

	That our lips as they part may remember the glory!

	O soft day, O calm day, made clear for our sake!

	 

	 

	LOVE

	What wouldst thou, Pharamond? why art thou fainting?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	And thou diest, fair daylight, now she draweth near me!

	 

	 

	 

	THE MUSIC (close outside)

	Eve shall kiss night,

	And the leaves stir like rain

	As the wind stealeth light

	O'er the grass of the plain.

	Unseen are thine eyes

	Mid the dreamy night's sleeping,

	And on my mouth there lies

	The dear rain of thy weeping.

	Hold, silence, love, speak not of the sweet day departed,

	Cling close to me, love, lest I waken sad-hearted!

	O kind day, O dear day, short day, come again!

	 

	 

	LOVE

	Sleep then, O Pharamond, till her kiss shall awake thee,

	For, lo, here comes the sun o'er the tops of the mountains,

	And she with his light in her hair comes before him,

	As solemn and fair as the dawn of the May-tide

	On some isle of mid-ocean when all winds are sleeping.

	O worthy is she of this hour that awaits her,

	And the death of all doubt, and beginning of gladness

	Her great heart shall embrace without fear or amazement.

	—He sleeps, yet his heart's beating measures her footfalls;

	And her heart beateth too, as her feet bear her onward:

	Breathe gently between them, O breeze of the morning!

	Wind round them unthought of, sweet scent of the blossoms!

	Treasure up every minute of this tide of their meeting,

	O flower-bedecked Earth! with such tales of my triumph

	Is your life still renewed, and spring comes back for ever

	From that forge of all glory that brought forth my blessing.

	O welcome, Love's darling: Shall this day ever darken,

	Whose dawn I have dight for thy longing triumphant?

	[Exit LOVE. Enter AZALAIS.

	 

	AZALAIS

	A song in my mouth, then? my heart full of gladness?

	My feet firm on the earth, as when youth was beginning?

	And the rest of my early days come back to bless me?—

	Who hath brought me these gifts in the midst of the May-tide?

	What!—three days agone to the city I wandered,

	And watched the ships warped to the Quay of the Merchants;

	And wondered why folk should be busy and anxious;

	For bitter my heart was, and life seemed a-waning,

	With no story told, with sweet longing turned torment,

	Love turned to abasement, and rest gone for ever.

	And last night I awoke with a pain piercing through me,

	And a cry in my ears, and Death passed on before,

	As one pointing the way, and I rose up sore trembling,

	And by cloud and by night went before the sun's coming,

	As one goeth to death,—and lo here the dawning!

	And a dawning therewith of a dear joy I know not.

	I have given back the day the glad greeting it gave me;

	And the gladness it gave me, that too would I give

	Were hands held out to crave it——Fair valley, I greet thee,

	And the new-wakened voices of all things familiar.

	—Behold, how the mist-bow lies bright on the mountain,

	Bidding hope as of old since no prison endureth.

	Full busy has May been these days I have missed her,

	And the milkwort is blooming, and blue falls the speedwell.

	—Lo, here have been footsteps in the first of the morning,

	Since the moon sank all red in the mist now departed.

	—Ah! what lieth there by the side of the highway?

	Is it death stains the sunlight, or sorrow or sickness?

	[Going up to PHARAMOND.

	—Not death, for he sleepeth; but beauty sore blemished

	By sorrow and sickness, and for all that the sweeter.

	I will wait till he wakens and gaze on his beauty,

	Lest I never again in the world should behold him.

	—Maybe I may help him; he is sick and needs tending,

	He is poor, and shall scorn not our simpleness surely.

	Whence came he to us-ward—what like has his life been—

	Who spoke to him last—for what is he longing?

	—As one hearkening a story I wonder what cometh,

	And in what wise my voice to our homestead shall bid him.

	O heart, how thou faintest with hope of the gladness

	I may have for a little if there he abide.

	Soft there shalt thou sleep, love, and sweet shall thy dreams be,

	And sweet thy awaking amidst of the wonder

	Where thou art, who is nigh thee—and then, when thou seest

	How the rose-boughs hang in o'er the little loft window,

	And the blue bowl with roses is close to thine hand,

	And over thy bed is the quilt sewn with lilies,

	And the loft is hung round with the green Southland hangings,

	And all smelleth sweet as the low door is opened,

	And thou turnest to see me there standing, and holding

	Such dainties as may be, thy new hunger to stay—

	Then well may I hope that thou wilt not remember

	Thine old woes for a moment in the freshness and pleasure,

	And that I shall be part of thy rest for a little.

	And then—-who shall say—wilt thou tell me thy story,

	And what thou hast loved, and for what thou hast striven?

	—Thou shalt see me, and my love and my pity, as thou speakest,

	And it may be thy pity shall mingle with mine.

	—And meanwhile—Ah, love, what hope may my heart hold?

	For I see that thou lovest, who ne'er hast beheld me.

	And how should thy love change, howe'er the world changeth?

	Yet meanwhile, had I dreamed of the bliss of this minute,

	How might I have borne to live weary and waiting!

	Woe's me! do I fear thee? else should I not wake thee,

	For tending thou needest—If my hand touched thy hand

	[Touching him.

	I should fear thee the less.—O sweet friend, forgive it,

	My hand and my tears, for faintly they touched thee!

	He trembleth, and waketh not: O me, my darling!

	Hope whispers that thou hear'st me through sleep, and wouldst waken,

	But for dread that thou dreamest and I should be gone.

	Doth it please thee in dreaming that I tremble and dread thee,

	That these tears are the tears of one praying vainly,

	Who shall pray with no word when thou hast awakened?

	—Yet how shall I deal with my life if he love not,

	As how should he love me, a stranger, unheard of?

	—O bear witness, thou day that hast brought my love hither!

	Thou sun that burst out through the mist o'er the mountains,

	In that moment mine eyes met the field of his sorrow—

	Bear witness, ye fields that have fed me and clothed me,

	And air I have breathed, and earth that hast borne me—

	Though I find you but shadows, and wrought but for fading,

	Though all ye and God fail me,—my love shall not fail!

	Yea, even if this love, that seemeth such pleasure

	As earth is unworthy of, turneth to pain;

	If he wake without memory of me and my weeping,

	With a name on his lips not mine—that I know not:

	If thus my hand leave his hand for the last time,

	And no word from his lips be kind for my comfort—

	If all speech fail between us, all sight fail me henceforth,

	If all hope and God fail me—my love shall not fail.

	—Friend, I may not forbear: we have been here together:

	My hand on thy hand has been laid, and thou trembledst.

	Think now if this May sky should darken above us,

	And the death of the world in this minute should part us—

	Think, my love, of the loss if my lips had not kissed thee.

	And forgive me my hunger of no hope begotten! [She kisses him.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND (awaking)

	Who art thou? who art thou, that my dream I might tell thee?

	How with words full of love she drew near me, and kissed me.

	O thou kissest me yet, and thou clingest about me!

	Ah, kiss me and wake me into death and deliverance!

	 

	AZALAIS (drawing away from him)

	Speak no rough word, I pray thee, for a little, thou loveliest!

	But forgive me, for the years of my life have been lonely,

	And thou art come hither with the eyes of one seeking.

	 

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Sweet dream of old days, and her very lips speaking

	The words of my lips and the night season's longing.

	How might I have lived had I known what I longed for!

	 

	AZALAIS

	I knew thou wouldst love, I knew all thy desire—

	Am I she whom thou seekest? may I draw nigh again?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Ah, lengthen no more the years of my seeking,

	For thou knowest my love as thy love lies before me.

	 

	AZALAIS (coming near to him again)

	O Love, there was fear in thine eyes as thou wakenedst;

	Thy first words were of dreaming and death—but we die not.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	In thine eyes was a terror as thy lips' touches faded,

	Sore trembled thine arms as they fell away from me;

	And thy voice was grown piteous with words of beseeching,

	So that still for a little my search seemed unended.

	—Ah, enending, unchanging desire fulfils me!

	I cry out for thy comfort as thou clingest about me.

	O joy hard to bear, but for memory of sorrow,

	But for pity of past days whose bitter is sweet now!

	Let us speak, love, together some word of our story,

	That our lips as they part may remember the glory.

	 

	AZALAIS

	O Love, kiss me into silence lest no word avail me;

	Stay my head with thy bosom lest breath and life fail me.

	 

	 

	 

	THE MUSIC

	LOVE IS ENOUGH: while ye deemed him a-sleeping,

	There were signs of his coming and sounds of his feet;

	His touch it was that would bring you to weeping,

	When the summer was deepest and music most sweet:

	In his footsteps ye followed the day to its dying,

	Ye went forth by his gown-skirts the morning to meet:

	In his place on the beaten-down orchard-grass lying,

	Of the sweet ways ye pondered yet left for life's trying.

	 

	Ah, what was all dreaming of pleasure anear you,

	To the time when his eyes on your wistful eyes turned,

	And ye saw his lips move, and his head bend to hear you,

	As new-born and glad to his kindness ye yearned?

	Ah, what was all dreaming of anguish and sorrow,

	To the time when the world in his torment was burned,

	And no god your heart from its prison might borrow,

	And no rest was left, no to-day, no to-morrow?

	 

	All wonder of pleasure, all doubt of desire,

	All blindness, are ended, and no more ye feel

	If your feet tread his flowers or the flames of his fire,

	If your breast meet his balms or the edge of his steel.

	Change is come, and past over, no more strife, no more learning:

	Now your lips and your forehead are sealed with his seal,

	Look backward and smile at the thorns and the burning.

	—Sweet rest, O my soul, and no fear of returning!

	 

	 

	Enter before the curtain LOVE, clad still as a Pilgrim.

	 

	 

	LOVE

	How is it with the Fosterer then, when he

	Comes back again that rest and peace to see,

	And God his latest prayer has granted now?—

	Why, as the winds whereso they list shall blow,

	So drifts the thought of man, and who shall say

	To-morrow shall my thought be as to-day?

	—My fosterling is happy, and I too;

	Yet did we leave behind things good to do,

	Deeds good to tell about when we are dead.

	Here is no pain, but rest, and easy bread;

	Yet therewith something hard to understand

	Dulls the crowned work to which I set my hand.

	Ah, patience yet! his longing is well won,

	And I shall die at last and all be done.—

	Such words unspoken the best man on earth

	Still bears about betwixt the lover's mirth;

	And now he hath what he went forth to find,

	This Pharamond is neither dull nor blind,

	And looking upon Oliver, he saith:—

	My friend recked nothing of his life or death,

	Knew not my anguish then, nor now my pleasure,

	And by my crowned joy sets his lessened treasure.

	Is risk of twenty days of wind and sea,

	Of new-born feeble headless enmity,

	I should have scorned once, too great gift to give

	To this most faithful man that he may live?

	—Yea, was that all? my faithful, you and I,

	Still craving, scorn the world too utterly,

	The world we want not—yet, our one desire

	Fulfilled at last, what next shall feed the fire?

	—I say not this to make my altar cold;

	Rather that ye, my happy ones, should hold

	Enough of memory and enough of fear

	Within your hearts to keep its flame full clear;

	Rather that ye, still dearer to my heart,

	Whom words call hapless, yet should praise your part,

	Wherein the morning and the evening sun

	Are bright about a story never done;

	That those for chastening, these for joy should cling

	About the marvels that my minstrels sing.

	Well, Pharamond fulfilled of love must turn

	Unto the folk that still he deemed would yearn

	To see his face, and hear his voice once more;

	And he was mindful of the days passed o'er,

	And fain had linked them to these days of love;

	And he perchance was fain the world to move

	While love looked on; and he perchance was fain

	Some pleasure of the strife of old to gain.

	Easy withal it seemed to him to land,

	And by his empty throne awhile to stand

	Amid the wonder, and then sit him down

	While folk went forth to seek the hidden crown.

	Or else his name upon the same wind borne

	As smote the world with winding of his horn,

	His hood pulled back, his banner flung abroad,

	A gleam of sunshine on his half-drawn sword.

	—Well, he and you and I have little skill

	To know the secret of Fate's worldly will;

	Yet can I guess, and you belike may guess,

	Yea, and e'en he mid all his lordliness,

	That much may be forgot in three years' space

	Outside my kingdom.—Gone his godlike face,

	His calm voice, and his kindness, half akin

	Amid a blind folk to rebuke of sin,

	Men 'gin to think that he was great and good,

	But hindered them from doing as they would,

	And ere they have much time to think on it

	Between their teeth another has the bit,

	And forth they run with Force and Fate behind.

	—Indeed his sword might somewhat heal the blind,

	Were I not, and the softness I have given;

	With me for him have hope and glory striven

	In other days when my tale was beginning;

	But sweet life lay beyond then for the winning,

	And now what sweetness?—blood of men to spill

	Who once believed him God to heal their ill:

	To break the gate and storm adown the street

	Where once his coming flower-crowned girls did greet:

	To deem the cry come from amidst his folk

	When his own country tongue should curse his stroke—

	Nay, he shall leave to better men or worse

	His people's conquered homage and their curse.

	So forth they go, his Oliver and he,

	One thing at least to learn across the sea,

	That whatso needless shadows life may borrow

	Love is enough amidst of joy or sorrow.

	Love is enough—My Faithful, in your eyes

	I see the thought, Our Lord is overwise

	Some minutes past in what concerns him not,

	And us no more: is all his tale forgot?

	—Ah, Well-beloved, I fell asleep e'en now,

	And in my sleep some enemy did show

	Sad ghosts of bitter things, and names unknown

	For things I know—a maze with shame bestrown

	And ruin and death; till e'en myself did seem

	A wandering curse amidst a hopeless dream.

	—Yet see! I live, no older than of old,

	What tales soe'er of changing Time has told.

	And ye who cling to all my hand shall give,

	Sorrow or joy, no less than I shall live.

	 

	 

	Scene: Before KING PHARAMOND'S Palace.

	 

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	A long time it seems since this morn when I met them,

	The men of my household and the great man they honour:

	Better counsel in king-choosing might I have given

	Had ye bided my coming back hither, my people:

	And yet who shall say or foretell what Fate meaneth?

	For that man there, the stranger, Honorius men called him,

	I account him the soul to King Theobald's body,

	And the twain are one king; and a goodly king may be

	For this people, who grasping at peace and good days,

	Careth little who giveth them that which they long for.

	Yet what gifts have I given them; I who this even

	Turn away with grim face from the fight that should try me?

	It is just then, I have lost: lie down, thou supplanter,

	In thy tomb in the minster when thy life is well over,

	And the well-carven image of latten laid o'er thee

	Shall live on as thou livedst, and be worthy the praising

	Whereby folk shall remember the days of thy plenty.

	Praising Theobald the Good and the peace that he brought them,

	But I—I shall live too, though no graven image

	On the grass of the hillside shall brave the storms' beating;

	Though through days of thy plenty the people remember

	As a dim time of war the past days of King Pharamond;

	Yet belike as time weareth, and folk turn back a little

	To the darkness where dreams lie and live on for ever,

	Even there shall be Pharamond who failed not in battle,

	But feared to overcome his folk who forgot him,

	And turned back and left them a tale for the telling,

	A song for the singing, that yet in some battle

	May grow to remembrance and rend through the ruin

	As my sword rent it through in the days gone for ever.

	So, like Enoch of old, I was not, for God took me.

	—But lo, here is Oliver, all draws to an ending—

	[Enter OLIVER.

	Well met, my Oliver! the clocks strike the due minute,

	What news hast thou got?—thou art moody of visage.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	In one word, 'tis battle; the days we begun with

	Must begin once again with the world waxen baser.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Ah! battle it may be: but surely no river

	Runneth back to its springing: so the world has grown wiser

	And Theobald the Constable is king in our stead,

	And contenteth the folk who cried, "Save us, King Pharamond!"

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Hast thou heard of his councillor men call Honorius?

	Folk hold him in fear, and in love the tale hath it.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Much of him have I heard: nay, more, I have seen him

	With the men of my household, and the great man they honour.

	They were faring afield to some hunt or disporting,

	Few faces were missing, and many I saw there

	I was fain of in days past at fray or at feasting;

	My heart yearned towards them—but what—days have changed them,

	They must wend as they must down the way they are driven.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Yet e'en in these days there remaineth a remnant

	That is faithful and fears not the flap of thy banner.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	And a fair crown is faith, as thou knowest, my father;

	Fails the world, yet that faileth not; love hath begot it,

	Sweet life and contentment at last springeth from it;

	No helping these need whose hearts still are with me,

	Nay, rather they handle the gold rod of my kingdom.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Yet if thou leadest forth once more as aforetime

	In faith of great deeds will I follow thee, Pharamond,

	And thy latter end yet shall be counted more glorious

	Than thy glorious beginning; and great shall my gain be

	If e'en I must die ere the day of thy triumph.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Dear is thy heart mid the best and the brightest,

	Yet not against these my famed blade will I bare.

	 

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Nay, what hast thou heard of their babble and baseness?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Full enough, friend—content thee, my lips shall not speak it,

	The same hour wherein they have said that I love thee.

	Suffice it, folk need me no more: the deliverance,

	Dear bought in the days past, their hearts have forgotten,

	But faintly their dim eyes a feared face remember,

	Their dull ears remember a stern voice they hated.

	What then, shall I waken their fear and their hatred,

	And then wait till fresh terror their memory awaketh,

	With the semblance of love that they have not to give me?

	Nay, nay, they are safe from my help and my justice,

	And I—I am freed, and fresh waxeth my manhood.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	It may not be otherwise since thou wilt have it,

	Yet I say it again, if thou shake out thy banner,

	Some brave men will be borne unto earth peradventure,

	Many dastards go trembling to meet their due doom,

	And then shall come fair days and glory upon me

	And on all men on earth for thy fame, O King Pharamond.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Yea, I was king once; the songs sung o'er my cradle,

	Were ballads of battle and deeds of my fathers:

	Yea, I was King Pharamond; in no carpeted court-room

	Bore they the corpse of my father before me;

	But on grass trodden grey by the hoofs of the war-steeds

	Did I kneel to his white lips and sword-cloven bosom,

	As from clutch of dead fingers his notched sword I caught;

	For a furlong before us the spear-wood was glistening.

	I was king of this city when here where we stand now

	Amidst a grim silence I mustered all men folk

	Who might yet bear a weapon; and no brawl of kings was it

	That brought war on the city, and silenced the markets

	And cumbered the haven with crowd of masts sailless,

	But great countries arisen for our ruin and downfall.

	I was king of the land, when on all roads were riding

	The legates of proud princes to pray help and give service—

	Yea, I was a great king at last as I sat there,

	Peace spread far about me, and the love of all people

	To my palace gates wafted by each wind of the heavens.

	—And where sought I all this? with what price did I buy it?

	Nay, for thou knowest that this fair fame and fortune

	Came stealing soft-footed to give their gifts to me:

	And shall I, who was king once, grow griping and weary

	In unclosing the clenched fists of niggards who hold them,

	These gifts that I had once, and, having, scarce heeded?

	Nay, one thing I have sought, I have sought and have found it,

	And thou, friend, hast helped me and seest me made happy.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Farewell then the last time, O land of my fathers!

	Farewell, feeble hopes that I once held so mighty.

	Yet no more have I need of but this word that thou sayest,

	And nought have I to do but to serve thee, my master.

	In what land of the world shall we dwell now henceforward?

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	In the land where my love our returning abideth,

	The poor land and kingless of the shepherding people,

	There is peace there, and all things this land are unlike to.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Before the light waneth will I seek for a passage,

	Since for thee and for me the land groweth perilous:

	Yea, o'er sweet smell the flowers, too familiar the folk seem,

	Fain I grow of the salt seas, since all things are over here.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	I am fain of one hour's farewell in the twilight,

	To the times I lament not: times worser than these times,

	To the times that I blame not, that brought on times better—

	Let us meet in our hostel—be brave mid thy kindness,

	Let thy heart say, as mine saith, that fair life awaits us.

	 

	MASTER OLIVER

	Yea, no look in thy face is of ruin, O my master;

	Thou art king yet, unchanged yet, nor is my heart changing;

	The world hath no chances to conquer thy glory.

	[Exit OLIVER

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Full fair were the world if such faith were remembered.

	If such love as thy love had its due, O my fosterer.

	Forgive me that giftless from me thou departest,

	With thy gifts in my hands left. I might not but take them;

	Thou wilt not begrudge me, I will not forget thee.—

	—Long fall the shadows and night draws on apace now,

	Day sighs as she sinketh back on to her pillow,

	And her last waking breath is full sweet with the rose.

	—In such wise depart thou, O daylight of life,

	Loved once for the shadows that told of the dreamtide;

	Loved still for the longing whereby I remember

	That I was lone once in the world of thy making;

	Lone wandering about on thy blind way's confusion,

	The maze of thy paths that yet led me to love.

	All is passed now, and passionless, faint are ye waxen,

	Ye hours of blind seeking full of pain clean forgotten.

	If it were not that e'en now her eyes I behold not.

	That the way lieth long to her feet that would find me,

	That the green seas delay yet her fair arms enfolding,

	That the long leagues of air will not bear the cry hither

	Wherewith she is crying. Come, love, for I love thee.

	[A trumpet sounds.

	Hark! O days grown a dream of the dream ye have won me,

	Do ye draw forth the ghosts of old deeds that were nothing,

	That the sound of my trumpet floats down on the even?

	What shows will ye give me to grace my departure?

	Hark!—the beat of the horse-hoofs, the murmur of men folk!

	Am I riding from battle amidst of my faithful,

	Wild hopes in my heart of the days that are coming;

	Wild longing unsatisfied clinging about me;

	Full of faith that the summer sun elsewhere is ripening

	The fruit grown a pain for my parched lips to think of?

	—Come back, thou poor Pharamond! come back for my pity!

	Far afield must thou fare before the rest cometh;

	In far lands are they raising the walls of thy prison,

	Forging wiles for waylaying, and fair lies for lulling,

	The faith and the fire of the heart the world hateth.

	In thy way wax streams fordless, and choked passes pathless,

	Fever lurks in the valley, and plague passeth over

	The sand of the plain, and with venom and fury

	Fulfilled are the woods that thou needs must wend through:

	In the hollow of the mountains the wind is a-storing

	Till the keel that shall carry thee hoisteth her sail;

	War is crouching unseen round the lands thou shalt come to,

	With thy sword cast away and thy cunning forgotten.

	Yea, and e'en the great lord, the great Love of thy fealty,

	He who goadeth thee on, weaveth nets to cast o'er thee.

	—And thou knowest it all, as thou ridest there lonely,

	With the tangles and toils of to-morrow's uprising

	Making ready meanwhile for more days of thy kingship.

	Faithful heart hadst thou, Pharamond, to hold fast thy treasure!

	I am fain of thee: surely no shame hath destained thee;

	Come hither, for thy face all unkissed would I look on!

	—Stand we close, for here cometh King Theobald from the hunting.

	Enter KING THEOBALD, HONORIUS, and the people.

	 

	 

	KING THEOBALD

	A fair day, my folk, have I had in your fellowship,

	And as fair a day cometh to-morrow to greet us,

	When the lord of the Golden Land bringeth us tribute:

	Grace the gifts of my good-hap with your presence, I pray you.

	 

	THE PEOPLE

	God save Theobald the Good, the king of his people!

	 

	HONORIUS (aside)

	Yea, save him! and send the Gold lords away satisfied,

	That the old sword of Pharamond, lying asleep there

	In the new golden scabbard, will yet bite as aforetime!

	[They pass away into the palace court.

	 

	KING PHARAMOND

	Troop past in the twilight, O pageant that served me,

	Pour through the dark archway to the light that awaits you

	In the chamber of daïs where I once sat among you!

	Like the shadows ye are to the shadowless glory

	Of the banquet-hall blazing with gold and light go ye:

	There blink for a little at your king in his bravery,

	Then bear forth your faith to the blackness of night-tide,

	And fall asleep fearless of memories of Pharamond,

	And in dim dreams dream haply that ye too are kings

	—For your dull morrow cometh that is as to-day is.

	Pass on in contentment, O king, I discerned not

	Through the cloak of your blindness that saw nought beside thee,

	That feared for no pain and craved for no pleasure!

	Pass on, dead-alive, to thy place! thou art worthy:

	Nor shalt thou grow wearier than well-worshipped idol

	That the incense winds round in the land of the heathen,

	While the early and latter rains fall as God listeth,

	And on earth that God loveth the sun riseth daily.

	—Well art thou: for wert thou the crown of all rulers,

	No field shouldst thou ripen, free no frost-bounden river,

	Loose no heart from its love, turn no soul to salvation,

	Thrust no tempest aside, stay no plague in mid ocean,

	Yet grow unto thinking that thou wert God's brother,

	Till loveless death gripped thee unloved, unlamented.

	—Pass forth, weary King, bear thy crown high to-night!

	Then fall asleep, fearing no cry from times bygone,

	But in dim dreams dream haply that thou art desired,—

	—For thy dull morrow cometh, and is as to-day is.

	Ah, hold! now there flashes a link in the archway,

	And its light falleth full on thy face, O Honorius,

	And I know thee the land's lord, and far away fadeth

	My old life of a king at the sight, O thou stranger!

	For I know thee full surely the foe the heart hateth

	For that barren fulfilment of all that it lacketh.

	I may turn away praising that those days long departed

	Departed without thee—how long had I piped then

	Or e'er thou hadst danced, how long were my weeping

	Ere thou hadst lamented!—What dear thing desired

	Would thy heart e'er have come to know why I craved for!

	To what crime I could think of couldst thou be consenting?

	Yet thou—well I know thee most meet for a ruler—

	—Thou lovest not mercy, yet shalt thou be merciful;

	Thou joy'st not in justice, yet just shall thy dooms be;

	No deep hell thou dreadest, nor dream'st of high heaven;

	No gleam of love leads thee: no gift men may give thee;

	For no kiss, for no comfort the lone way thou wearest,

	A blind will without life, lest thou faint ere the end come.

	—Yea, folly it was when I called thee my foeman;

	From thee may I turn now with sword in the scabbard

	Without shame or misgiving, because God hath made thee

	A ruler for manfolk: pass on then unpitied!

	There is darkness between us till the measure's fulfilment.

	Amidst singing thou hear'st not, fair sights that thou seest not,

	Think this eve on the deeds thou shalt set in men's hands

	To bring fair days about for which thou hast no blessing.

	Then fall asleep fearless of dead days that return not;

	Yet dream if thou may'st that thou yet hast a hope!

	—For thy dull morrow cometh and is as to-day is.

	O sweet wind of the night, wherewith now ariseth

	The red moon through the garden boughs frail, overladen,

	O faint murmuring tongue of the dream-tide triumphant,

	That wouldst tell me sad tales in the times long passed over,

	If somewhat I sicken and turn to your freshness,

	From no shame it is of earth's tangle and trouble,

	And deeds done for nought, and change that forgetteth;

	But for hope of the lips that I kissed on the sea-strand,

	But for hope of the hands that clung trembling about me,—

	And the breast that was heaving with words driven backward,

	By longing I longed for, by pain of departing,

	By my eyes that knew her pain, my pain that might speak not—

	Yea, for hope of the morn when the sea is passed over,

	And for hope of the next moon the elm-boughs shall tangle;

	And fresh dawn, and fresh noon, and fresh night of desire

	Still following and changing, with nothing forgotten;

	For hope of new wonder each morn, when I, waking

	Behold her awaking eyes turning to seek me;

	For hope of fresh marvels each time the world changing

	Shall show her feet moving in noontide to meet me;

	For hope of fresh bliss, past all words, half forgotten,

	When her voice shall break through the hushed blackness of night.

	—O sweet wind of the summer-tide, broad moon a-whitening,

	Bear me witness to Love, and the world he has fashioned!

	It shall change, we shall change, as through rain and through sunshine

	The green rod of the rose-bough to blossoming changeth:

	Still lieth in wait with his sweet tale untold of

	Each long year of Love, and the first scarce beginneth,

	Wherein I have hearkened to the word God hath whispered,

	Why the fair world was fashioned mid wonders uncounted.

	Breathe soft, O sweet wind, for surely she speaketh:

	Weary I wax, and my life is a-waning;

	Life lapseth fast, and I faint for thee, Pharamond,

	What are thou lacking if Love no more sufficeth?

	—Weary not, sweet, as I weary to meet thee;

	Look not on the long way but my eyes that were weeping

	Faint not in love as thy Pharamond fainteth!—

	—Yea, Love were enough if thy lips were not lacking.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	THE MUSIC

	LOVE IS ENOUGH: ho ye who seek saving,

	Go no further; come hither; there have been who have found it,

	And these know the House of Fulfilment of Craving;

	These know the Cup with the roses around it;

	These know the World's Wound and the balm that hath bound it:

	Cry out, the World heedeth not, "Love, lead us home!"

	 

	He leadeth, He hearkeneth, He cometh to you-ward;

	Set your faces as steel to the fears that assemble

	Round his goad for the faint, and his scourge for the froward:

	Lo his lips, how with tales of last kisses they tremble!

	Lo his eyes of all sorrow that may not dissemble!

	Cry out, for he heedeth, "O Love, lead us home!"

	 

	O hearken the words of his voice of compassion:

	"Come cling round about me, ye faithful who sicken

	Of the weary unrest and the world's passing fashion!

	As the rain in mid-morning your troubles shall thicken,

	But surely within you some Godhead doth quicken,

	As ye cry to me heeding, and leading you home.

	 

	 

	
"Come—pain ye shall have, and be blind to the ending!

	Come—fear ye shall have, mid the sky's overcasting!

	Come—change ye shall have, for far are ye wending!

	Come—no crown ye shall have for your thirst and your fasting,

	But the kissed lips of Love and fair life everlasting!

	Cry out, for one heedeth, who leadeth you home!"

	 

	Is he gone? was he with us?—ho ye who seek savings

	Go no further; come hither; for have we not found it?

	Here is the House of Fulfilment of Craving;

	Here is the Cup with the roses around it;

	The World's Wound well healed, and the balm that hath bound it:

	Cry out! for he heedeth, fair Love that led home.

	 

	 

	 

	Enter before the curtain, LOVE, holding a crown and palm-branch.

	 

	 

	LOVE

	If love be real, if I whom ye behold

	Be aught but glittering wings and gown of gold,

	Be aught but singing of an ancient song

	Made sweet by record of dead stingless wrong,

	How shall we part at that sad garden's end

	Through which the ghosts of mighty lovers wend?

	How shall ye faint and fade with giftless hands

	Who once held fast the life of all the lands?

	—Beloved, if so much as this I say,

	I know full well ye need it not to-day,

	As with full hearts and glorious hope ablaze

	Through the thick veil of what shall be ye gaze,

	And lacking words to name the things ye see

	Turn back with yearning speechless mouths to me.—

	—Ah, not to-day—and yet the time has been

	When by the bed my wings have waved unseen

	Wherein my servant lay who deemed me dead;

	My tears have dropped anigh the hapless head

	Deep buried in the grass and crying out

	For heaven to fall, and end despair or doubt:

	Lo, for such days I speak and say, believe

	That from these hands reward ye shall receive.

	—Reward of what?—Life springing fresh again.—

	Life of delight?—I say it not—Of pain?

	It may be—Pain eternal?—Who may tell?

	Yet pain of Heaven, beloved, and not of Hell.

	—What sign, what sign, ye cry, that so it is?

	The sign of Earth, its sorrow and its bliss,

	Waxing and waning, steadfastness and change;

	Too full of life that I should think it strange

	Though death hang over it; too sure to die

	But I must deem its resurrection nigh.

	—In what wise, ah, in what wise shall it be?

	How shall the bark that girds the winter tree

	Babble about the sap that sleeps beneath,

	And tell the fashion of its life and death?

	How shall my tongue in speech man's longing wrought

	Tell of the things whereof he knoweth nought?

	Should I essay it might ye understand

	How those I love shall share my promised land!

	Then must I speak of little things as great,

	Then must I tell of love and call it hate,

	Then must I bid you seek what all men shun,

	Reward defeat, praise deeds that were not done.

	Have faith, and crave and suffer, and all ye

	The many mansions of my house shall see

	In all content: cast shame and pride away,

	Let honour gild the world's eventless day,

	Shrink not from change, and shudder not at crime,

	Leave lies to rattle in the sieve of Time!

	Then, whatsoe'er your workday gear shall stain,

	Of me a wedding-garment shall ye gain

	No God shall dare cry out at, when at last

	Your time of ignorance is overpast;

	A wedding garment, and a glorious seat

	Within my household, e'en as yet be meet.

	Fear not, I say again; believe it true

	That not as men mete shall I measure you:

	This calm strong soul, whose hidden tale found out

	Has grown a spell to conquer fear and doubt,

	Is he not mine? yea, surely—mine no less

	This well mocked clamourer out of bitterness:

	The strong one's strength, from me he had it not;

	Let the world keep it that his love forgot;

	The weak one's weakness was enough to save,

	Let the world hide it in his honour's grave!

	For whatso folly is, or wisdom was

	Across my threshold naked all must pass.

	Fear not; no vessel to dishonour born

	Is in my house; there all shall well adorn

	The walls whose stones the lapse of Time has laid.

	Behold again; this life great stories made;

	All cast aside for love, and then and then

	Love filched away; the world an adder-den,

	And all folk foes: and one, the one desire—

	—How shall we name it?—grown a poisoned fire,

	God once, God still, but God of wrong and shame

	A lying God, a curse without a name.

	So turneth love to hate, the wise world saith.

	—Folly—I say 'twixt love and hate lies death,

	They shall not mingle: neither died this love,

	But through a dreadful world all changed must move

	With earthly death and wrong, and earthly woe

	The only deeds its hand might find to do.

	Surely ye deem that this one shall abide

	Within the murmuring palace of my pride.

	But lo another, how shall he have praise?

	Through flame and thorns I led him many days

	And nought he shrank, but smiled and followed close,

	Till in his path the shade of hate arose

	'Twixt him and his desire: with heart that burned

	For very love back through the thorns he turned,

	His wounds, his tears, his prayers without avail

	Forgotten now, nor e'en for him a tale;

	Because for love's sake love he cast aside.

	—Lo, saith the World, a heart well satisfied

	With what I give, a barren love forgot—

	—Draw near me, O my child, and heed them not!

	The world thou lovest, e'en my world it is,

	Thy faithful hands yet reach out for my bliss,

	Thou seest me in the night and in the day

	Thou canst not deem that I can go astray.

	No further, saith the world 'twixt Heaven and Hell

	Than 'twixt these twain.—My faithful, heed it well!

	For on the great day when the hosts are met

	On Armageddon's plain by spears beset,

	This is my banner with my sign thereon,

	That is my sword wherewith my deeds are done.

	But how shall tongue of man tell all the tale

	Of faithful hearts who overcome or fail,

	But at the last fail nowise to be mine.

	In diverse ways they drink the fateful wine

	Those twain drank mid the lulling of the storm

	Upon the Irish Sea, when love grown warm

	Kindled and blazed, and lit the days to come,

	The hope and joy and death that led them home.

	—In diverse ways; yet having drunk, be sure

	The flame thus lighted ever shall endure,

	So my feet trod the grapes whereby it glowed.

	Lo, Faithful, lo, the door of my abode

	Wide open now, and many pressing in

	That they the lordship of the World may win!

	Hark to the murmuring round my bannered car,

	And gird your weapons to you for the war!

	For who shall say how soon the day shall be

	Of that last fight that swalloweth up the sea?

	Fear not, be ready! forth the banners go,

	And will not turn again till every foe

	Is overcome as though they had not been.

	Then, with your memories ever fresh and green,

	Come back within the House of Love to dwell;

	For ye—the sorrow that no words might tell,

	Your tears unheeded, and your prayers made nought

	Thus and no otherwise through all have wrought,

	That if, the while ye toiled and sorrowed most

	The sound of your lamenting seemed all lost,

	And from my land no answer came again,

	It was because of that your care and pain

	A house was building, and your bitter sighs

	Came hither as toil-helping melodies,

	And in the mortar of our gem-built wall

	Your tears were mingled mid the rise and fall

	Of golden trowels tinkling in the hands

	Of builders gathered wide from all the lands.—

	—Is the house finished? Nay, come help to build

	Walls that the sun of sorrow once did gild

	Through many a bitter morn and hopeless eve,

	That so at last in bliss ye may believe;

	Then rest with me, and turn no more to tears,

	For then no more by days and months and years,

	By hours of pain come back, and joy passed o'er

	We measure time that was—and is no more.

	 

	JOAN

	The afternoon is waxen grey

	Now these fair shapes have passed away;

	And I, who should be merry now

	A-thinking of the glorious show,

	Feel somewhat sad, and wish it were

	To-morrow's mid-morn fresh and fair

	About the babble of our stead.

	 

	GILES

	Content thee, sweet, for nowise dead

	Within our hearts the story is;

	It shall come back to better bliss

	On many an eve of happy spring,

	Or midst of summer's flourishing.

	Or think—some noon of autumn-tide

	Thou wandering on the turf beside

	The chestnut-wood may'st find thy song

	Fade out, as slow thou goest along,

	Until at last thy feet stay there

	As though thou bidedst something fair,

	And hearkenedst for a coming foot;

	While down the hole unto the root

	The long leaves flutter loud to thee

	The fall of spiky nuts shall be,

	And creeping wood-wale's noise above;

	For thou wouldst see the wings of Love.

	 

	JOAN

	Or some November eve belike

	Thou wandering back with bow and tyke

	From wolf-chase on the wind-swept hill

	Shall find that narrow vale and still,

	And Pharamond and Azalais

	Amidmost of that grassy place

	Where we twain met last year, whereby

	Red-shafted pine-trunks rise on high,

	And changeless now from year to year,

	What change soever brought them there,

	Great rocks are scattered all around:

	—Wouldst thou be frightened at the sound

	Of their soft speech? So long ago

	It was since first their love did grow.

	 

	GILES

	Maybe: for e'en now when he turned,

	His heart's scorn and his hate outburned,

	And love the more for that ablaze,

	I shuddered, e'en as in the place

	High up the mountains, where men say

	Gods dwelt in time long worn away.

	 

	JOAN

	At Love's voice did I tremble too,

	And his bright wings, for all I knew

	He was a comely minstrel-lad,

	In dainty golden raiment clad.

	 

	GILES

	Yea, yea; for though to-day he spake

	Words measured for our pleasure's sake,

	From well-taught mouth not overwise,

	Yet did that fount of speech arise

	In days that ancient folk called old.

	O long ago the tale was told

	To mighty men of thought and deed,

	Who kindled hearkening their own need,

	Set forth by long-forgotten men,

	E'en as we kindle: praise we then

	Tales of old time, whereby alone

	The fairness of the world is shown.

	 

	JOAN

	A longing yet about me clings,

	As I had hearkened half-told things;

	And better than the words make plain

	I seem to know these lovers twain.

	Let us go hence, lest there should fall

	Something that yet should mar it all.

	 

	GILES

	Hist—Master Mayor is drawn anigh;

	The Empress speaketh presently.

	 

	THE MAYOR

	May it please you, your Graces, that I be forgiven,

	Over-bold, over-eager to bear forth my speech,

	In which yet there speaketh the Good Town, beseeching

	That ye tell us of your kindness if ye be contented

	With this breath of old tales, and shadowy seemings

	Of old times departed.—Overwise for our pleasure

	May the rhyme be perchance; but rightly we knew not

	How to change it and fashion it fresh into fairness.

	And once more, your Graces, we pray your forgiveness

	For the boldness Love gave us to set forth this story;

	And again, that I say, all that Pharamond sought for,

	Through sick dreams and weariness, now have ye found,

	Mid health and in wealth, and in might to uphold us;

	Midst our love who shall deem you our hope and our treasure.

	Well all is done now; so forget ye King Pharamond,

	And Azalais his love, if we set it forth foully,

	That fairly set forth were a sweet thing to think of

	In the season of summer betwixt labour and sleeping.

	 

	THE EMPEROR

	Fair Master Mayor, and City well beloved,

	Think of us twain as folk no little moved

	By this your kindness; and believe it not

	That Pharamond the Freed shall be forgot,

	By us at least: yea, more than ye may think,

	This summer dream into our hearts shall sink.

	Lo, Pharamond longed and toiled, nor toiled in vain,

	But fame he won: he longed and toiled again,

	And Love he won: 'twas a long time ago,

	And men did swiftly what we now do slow,

	And he, a great man full of gifts and grace,

	Wrought out a twofold life in ten years' space.

	Ah, fair sir, if for me reward come first,

	Yet will I hope that ye have seen the worst

	Of that my kingcraft, that I yet shall earn

	Some part of that which is so long to learn.

	Now of your gentleness I pray you bring

	This knife and girdle, deemed a well-wrought thing;

	And a king's thanks, whatso they be of worth,

	To him who Pharamond this day set forth

	In worthiest wise, and made a great man live,

	Giving me greater gifts than I may give.

	 

	THE EMPRESS

	And therewithal I pray you, Master Mayor,

	Unto the seeming Azalais to bear

	This chain, that she may wear it for my sake,

	The memory of my pleasure to awake. [Exit MAYOR.

	 

	THE EMPEROR

	Gifts such as kings give, sweet! Fain had I been

	To see him face to face and his fair Queen,

	And thank him friendly; asking him maybe

	How the world looks to one with love left free:

	It may not be, for as thine eyes say, sweet,

	Few folk as friends shall unfreed Pharamond meet.

	So is it: we are lonelier than those twain,

	Though from their vale they ne'er depart again.

	 

	THE EMPRESS

	Shall I lament it, love, since thou and I

	By all the seeming pride are drawn more nigh?

	Lo, love, our toil-girthed garden of desire,

	How of its changeless sweetness may we tire,

	While round about the storm is in the boughs

	And careless change amid the turmoil ploughs

	The rugged fields we needs must stumble o'er,

	Till the grain ripens that shall change no more.

	 

	THE EMPEROR

	Yea, and an omen fair we well may deem

	This dreamy shadowing of ancient dream,

	Of what our own hearts long for on the day

	When the first furrow cleaves the fallow grey.

	 

	THE EMPRESS

	O fair it is! let us go forth, my sweet,

	And be alone amid the babbling street;

	Yea, so alone that scarce the hush of night

	May add one joy unto our proved delight.

	 

	GILES

	Fair lovers were they: I am fain

	To see them both ere long again;

	Yea, nigher too, if it might be.

	 

	JOAN

	Too wide and dim, love, lies the sea,

	That we should look on face to face

	This Pharamond and Azalais.

	Those only from the dead come back

	Who left behind them what they lack.

	 

	GILES

	Nay, I was asking nought so strange,

	Since long ago their life did change:

	The seeming King and Queen I meant.

	And e'en now 'twas my full intent

	To bid them home to us straightway,

	And crown the joyance of to-day.

	He may be glad to see my face,

	He first saw mid that waggon race

	When the last barley-sheaf came home.

	 

	JOAN

	A great joy were it, should they come.

	They are dear lovers, sure enough.

	He deems the summer air too rough

	To touch her kissed cheek, howsoe'er

	Through winter mountains they must fare,

	He would bid spring new flowers to make

	Before her feet, that oft must ache

	With flinty driftings of the waste.

	And sure is she no more abased

	Before the face of king and lord,

	Than if the very Pharamond's sword

	Her love amid the hosts did wield

	Above the dinted lilied shield:

	O bid them home with us, and we

	Their scholars for a while will be

	In many a lesson of sweet lore

	To learn love's meaning more and more.

	 

	GILES

	And yet this night of all the year

	Happier alone perchance they were,

	And better so belike would seem

	The glorious lovers of the dream:

	So let them dream on lip to lip:

	Yet will I gain his fellowship

	Ere many days be o'er my head,

	And they shall rest them in our stead;

	And there we four awhile shall dwell

	As though the world were nought but well,

	And that old time come back again

	When nought in all the earth had pain.

	The sun through lime-boughs where we dine

	Upon my father's cup shall shine;

	The vintage of the river-bank,

	That ten years since the sunbeams drank,

	Shall fill the mazer bowl carved o'er

	With naked shepherd-folk of yore.

	Dainty should seem worse fare than ours

	As o'er the close-thronged garden flowers

	The wind comes to us, and the bees

	Complain overhead mid honey-trees.

	 

	JOAN

	Wherewith shall we be garlanded?

	 

	GILES

	For thee the buds of roses red.

	 

	JOAN

	For her white roses widest blown.

	 

	GILES

	The jasmine boughs for Pharamond's crown.

	 

	JOAN

	And sops-in-wine for thee, fair love.

	 

	GILES

	Surely our feast shall deeper move

	The kind heart of the summer-tide

	Than many a day of pomp and pride;

	And as by moon and stars well lit

	Our kissing lips shall finish it,

	Full satisfied our hearts shall be

	With that well-won felicity.

	 

	JOAN

	Ah, sweetheart, be not all so sure:

	Love, who beyond all worlds shall dure,

	Mid pleading sweetness still doth keep

	A goad to stay his own from sleep;

	And I shall long as thou shalt long

	For unknown cure of unnamed wrong

	As from our happy feast we pass

	Along the rose-strewn midnight grass—

	—Praise Love who will not be forgot!

	 

	GILES

	Yea, praise we Love who sleepeth not!

	—Come, o'er much gold mine eyes have seen,

	And long now for the pathway green,

	And rose-hung ancient walls of grey

	Yet warm with sunshine gone away.

	 

	JOAN

	Yea, full fain would I rest thereby,

	And watch the flickering martins fly

	About the long eave-bottles red

	And the clouds lessening overhead:

	E'en now meseems the cows are come

	Unto the grey gates of our home,

	And low to hear the milking-pail:

	The peacock spreads abroad his tail

	Against the sun, as down the lane

	The milkmaids pass the moveless wain,

	And stable door, where the roan team

	An hour agone began to dream

	Over the dusty oats.— Come, love,

	Noises of river and of grove

	And moving things in field and stall

	And night-birds' whistle shall be all

	Of the world's speech that we shall hear

	By then we come the garth anear:

	For then the moon that hangs aloft

	These thronged streets, lightless now and soft,

	Unnoted, yea, e'en like a shred

	Of yon wide white cloud overhead,

	Sharp in the dark star-sprinkled sky

	Low o'er the willow boughs shall lie;

	And when our chamber we shall gain

	Eastward our drowsy eyes shall strain

	If yet perchance the dawn may show.

	—O Love, go with us as we go,

	And from the might of thy fair hand

	Cast wide about the blooming land

	The seed of such-like tales as this!

	—O Day, change round about our bliss,

	Come, restful night, when day is done!

	Come, dawn, and bring a fairer one!
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	The Hollow Land

	William Morris

	"We find in ancient story wonders many told,

	Of heroes in great glory, with spirit free and bold;

	Of joyances and high-tides, of weeping and of woe,

	Of noble reckon striving, mote ye now wonders know."

	 

	Niebelungen Lied (see Carlylefs Miscellanies)

	STRUGGLING IN THE WORLD.

	Do you know where it is -- the Hollow Land?

	I have been looking for it now so long, trying to find it again the Hollow Land for there I saw my love first.

	I wish to tell you how I found it first of all; but I am old, my memory fails me: you must wait and let me think if I perchance can tell you how it happened. Yea, in my ears is a confused noise of trumpet-blasts singing over desolate moors, in my ears and eyes a clashing and clanging of horse-hoofs, a ringing and glittering of steel; drawn-back lips, set teeth, shouts, shrieks, and curses.

	How was it that no one of us ever found it till that day? for it is near our country: but what time have we to look for it, or any good thing; with such biting carking cares hemming us in on every side-cares about great things-mighty things: mighty things, 0 my brothers! or rather little things enough, if we only knew it. Lives passed in turmoil, in making one another unhappy; in bitterest misunderstanding of our brothers' hearts, making those sad whom God has not made sad, alas, alas! What chance for any of us to find the Hollow Land? What time even to look for it?

	Yet who has not dreamed of it? Who, half miserable yet the while, for that he knows it is but a dream, has not felt the cool waves round his feet, the roses crowning him, and through the leaves of beech and lime the many whispering winds of the Hollow Land?

	Now, my name was Florian, and my house was the house of the Lilies; and of that house was my father lord, and after him my eldest brother Amald; and me they called Florian de Liliis.

	Moreover, when my father was dead, there arose a feud between the Lilies' house and Red Harald; and this that follows is the history of it.

	Lady Swanhilda, Red Harald's mother, was a widow, with one son. Red Harald; and when she had been in widowhood two years, being of princely blood, and besides comely and fierce. King Urrayne sent to demand her in marriage. And I remember seeing the procession leaving the town, when I was quite a child; and many young knights and squires attended the Lady Swanhilda as pages, and amongst them, Amald, my eldest brother.

	And as I gazed out of the window, I saw him walking by the side of her horse, dressed in white and gold very delicately; but as he went it chanced that he stumbled. Now he was one of those that held a golden canopy over the lady's head, so that it now sunk into wrinkles, and the lady had to bow her head full low, and even then the gold brocade caught in one of the long slim gold flowers that were wrought round about the crown she wore. She flushed up in her rage, and her smooth face went suddenly into the carven wrinkles of a wooden water-spout, and she caught at the brocade with her left hand, and pulled it away furiously, so that the warp and woof were twisted out of their place, and many gold threads were left dangling about the crown; but Swanhilda stared about when she rose, then smote my brother across the mouth with her gilded sceptre, and the red blood flowed all about his garments; yet he only turned exceeding pale, and dared say no word, though he was heir to the house of the Lilies: but my small heart swelled with rage, and I vowed revenge, and, as it seems, he did too.

	So when Swanhilda had been queen three years, she suborned many of King Urrayne's knights and lords, and slew her husband as he slept, and reigned in his stead. And her son, Harald, grew up to manhood, and was counted a strong knight, and well spoken of, by then I first put on my armour.

	Then, one night, as I lay dreaming, I felt a hand laid on my face, and starting up saw Arnald before me fully armed. He said, "Florian, rise and arm."

	I did so, all but my helm, as he was.

	He kissed me on the forehead; his lips felt hot and dry; and when they bought torches, and I could see his face plainly, I saw he was very pale. He said: "Do you remember, Florian, this day sixteen years ago? It is a long time, but I shall never forget it unless this night blots out its memory."

	I knew what he meant, and because my heart was wicked, I rejoiced exceedingly at the thought of vengeance, so that I could not speak, but only laid my palm across his lips.

	"Good; you have a good memory, Florian. See now, I waited long and long: I said at first, I forgive her; but when the news came concerning the death of the king, and how that she was shameless, I said I will take it as a sign, if God does not punish her within certain years, that he means me to do so; and I have been watching and watching now these two years for an opportunity, and behold it is come at last; and I think God has certainly given her into OUR hands, for she rests this night, this very Christmas eve, at a small walled town on the frontier, not two hours' gallop from this; they keep little ward there, and the night is wild: moreover, the prior of a certain house of monks, just without the walls, is my fast friend in this matter, for she has done him some great injury. In the courtyard below a hundred and fifty knights and squires, all faithful and true, are waiting for us: one moment and we shall be gone."

	Then we both knelt down, and prayed God to give her into our hands: we put on our helms, and went down into the courtyard.

	It was the first time I expected to use a sharp sword in anger, and I was full of joy as the muffled thunder of our horse-hoofs rolled through the bitter winter night.

	In about an hour and a half we had crossed the frontier, and in half an hour more the greater part bad halted in a wood near the Abbey, while I and a few others went up to the Abbey gates, and knocked loudly four times with my sword-hilt, stamping on the ground meantime. A long, low whistle answered me from within, which I in my turn answered: then the wicket opened, and a monk came out, holding a lantern. He seemed yet in the prime of life, and was a tall, powerful man. He held the lantern to my face, then smiled, and said, "The banners hang low." I gave the countersign, "The crest is lopped off." "Good my son," said he; "the ladders are within here. I dare not trust any of the brethren to carry them for you, though they love not the witch either, but are timorsome."

	"No matter," I said, "I have men here." So they entered and began to shoulder the tall ladders: the prior was very busy. "You will find them just the right length, my son, trust me for that." He seemed quite a jolly, pleasant man, I could not understand his nursing furious revenge; but his face darkened strangely whenever he happened to mention her name.

	As we were starting he came and stood outside the gate, and putting his lantern down that the light of it might not confuse his sight, looked earnestly into the night, then said: "The wind has fallen, the snow flakes get thinner and smaller every moment, in an hour it will be freezing hard, and will be quite clear; everything depends'upon the surprise being complete; stop a few minutes yet, my son." He went away chuckling, and returned presently with two more sturdy monks carrying something: they threw their burdens down before my feet, they consisted of all the white albs in the abbey: "There, trust an old man, who has seen more than one stricken fight in his carnal days; let the men who scale the walls put these over their arms, and they will not be seen in the least. God make your sword sharp, my son."

	So we departed, and when I met Amald again, he said that what the prior had done was well thought of; so we agreed that I should take thirty men, an old squire of our house, well skilled in war, along with them, scale the walls as quietly as possible, and open the gates to the rest.

	I set off accordingly, after that with low laughing we had put the albs all over us, wrapping the ladders also in white. Then we crept very warily and slowly up to the wall; the moat was frozen over, and on the ice the snow lay quite thick; we all thought that the guards must be careless enough, when they did not even take the trouble to break the ice in the moat So we listened- there was no sound at all, the Christmas midnight mass had long ago been over, it was nearly three o'clock, and the moon began to clear, there was scarce any snow falling now, only a flake or two from some low hurrying cloud or other: the wind sighed gently about the round towers there, but it was bitter cold, for it had begun to freeze again; we listened for some minutes, about a quarter of an hour I think, then at a sign from me, they raised the ladders carefully, muffled as they were at the top with swathings of wool. I mounted first, old Squire Hugh followed last; noiselessly we ascended, and soon stood altogether on the walls; then we carefully lowered the ladders again with long ropes; we got our swords and axes from out of the folds of our priests' raiments, and set forward, till we reached the first tower along the wall; the door was open, in the chamber at the top there was a fire slowly smouldering, nothing else; we passed through it, and began to go down the spiral staircase, I first, with my axe shortened in my hand.-"What if we were surprised there," I thought, and I longed to be out in the air again;-"What if the door were fast at the bottom."

	As we passed the second chamber, we heard some one within snoring loudly: I looked in quietly, and saw a big man with long black hair, that fell off his pillow and swept the ground, lying snoring, with his nose turned up and his mouth open, but he seemed so sound asleep that we did not stop to slay him. Praise be! The door was open, without even a whispered word, without a pause, we went on along the streets, on the side that the drift had been on, because our garments were white, for the wind being very strong all that day, the houses on that side had caught in their cornices and carvings, and on the rough stone and wood of them, so much snow, that except here and there where the black walls grinned out, they were quite white; no man saw us as we stole along, noiselessly because of the snow, till we stood within 100 yards of the gates and their house of guard. And we stood because we heard the voice of some one singing:

	"Queen Mary's crown was gold,

	King Joseph's crown was red,

	But Jesus' crown was diamond

	That lit up all the bed

	Mariae Virginis"

	So they had some guards after all; this was clearly the sentinel that sang to keep the ghosts off;-Now for a fight.-We drew nearer, a few yards nearer, then stopped to free ourselves from our monks' clothes.

	"Ships sail through the Heaven

	With red banners dress'd,

	Carrying the planets seven

	To see the white breast

	Mariae Virginis"

	Thereat he must have seen the waving of some alb or other as it shivered down to the ground, for his spear fell with a thud, and he seemed to be standing open-mouthed, thinking something about ghosts; then, plucking up heart of grace, he roared out like ten bull-calves, and dashed into the guard-house.

	We followed smartly, but without hurry, and came up to the door of it just as some dozen half-armed men came tumbling out under our axes: thereupon, while our men slew them, I blew a great blast upon my horn, and Hugh with some others drew bolt and bar and swung the gates wide open.

	Then the men in the guard-house understood they were taken in a trap, and began to stir with great confusion; so lest they should get quite waked and armed, I left Hugh at the gates with ten men, and myself led the rest into that house. There while we slew all those that yielded not, came Arnald with the others, bringing our horses with them; then all the enemy threw their arms down. And we counted our prisoners and found them over fourscore; therefore, not knowing what to do with them (for they were too many to guard, and it seemed unknightly to slay them all), we sent up some bowmen to the walls, and turning our prisoners out of gates, bid them run for their lives, which they did fast enough, not knowing our numbers, and our men sent a few flights of arrows among them that they might not be undeceived.

	Then the one or two prisoners that we had left, told us, when we had crossed our axes over their heads, that the people of the good town would not willingly fight us, in that they hated the queen; that she was guarded at the palace by some fifty knights, and that beside, there were no others to oppose us in the town; so we set out for the palace, spear in hand.

	We had not gone far, before we heard some knights coming, and soon, in a turn of the long street, we saw them riding towards us; when they caught sight of us they seemed astonished, drew rein, and stood in some confusion.

	We did not slacken our pace for an instant, but rode right at them with a yell, to which I lent myself with all my heart.

	After all they did not run away, but waited for us with their spears held out; I missed the man I had marked, or hit him rather just on the top of the helm; he bent back, and the spear slipped over his head, but my horse still kept on, and I felt presently such a crash that I reeled in my saddle, and felt mad. He had lashed out at me with his sword as I came on, hitting me in the ribs (for my arm was raised), but only flatlings.

	I was quite wild with rage, I turned, almost fell upon him, caught him by the neck with both hands, and threw him under the horse-hoofs, sighing with fury: I heard Arnald's voice close to me, "Well fought, Florian": and I saw his great stern face bare among the iron, for he had made a vow in remembrance of that blow always to fight unhelmed; I saw his great sword swinging, in wide gyres, and hissing as it started up, just as if it were alive and liked it.

	So joy filled all my soul, and I fought with my heart, till the big axe I swung felt like nothing but a little hammer in my hand, except for its bitterness: and as for the enemy, they went down like grass, so that we destroyed them utterly, for those knights would neither yield nor fly, but died as they stood, so that some fifteen of our men also died there.

	Then at last we came to the palace, where some grooms and such like kept the gates armed, but some ran, and some we took prisoners, one of whom died for sheer terror in our hands, being stricken by no wound; for he thought we would eat him.

	These prisoners we questioned concerning the queen, and so entered the great hall. There Arnald sat down in the throne on the dais, and laid his naked sword before him on the table: and on each side of him sat such knights as there was room for, and the others stood round about, while I took ten men, and went to look for Swanhilda.

	I found her soon, sitting by herself in a gorgeous chamber. I almost pitied her when I saw her looking so utterly desolate and despairing; her beauty too had faded, deep lines cut through her face. But when I entered she knew who I was, and her look of intense hatred was so fiend-like, that it changed my pity into horror of her.

	"Knight", she said "who are you, and what do you want, thus discourteously entering my chamber?"

	"I am Florian de Liliis, and I am to conduct you to judgment."

	She sprang up, "Curse you and your whole house, you I hate worse than any -- girl's face -- guards! guards!" and she stamped on the ground, her veins on the forehead swelled, her eyes grew round and flamed out, as she kept crying for her guards, stamping the while, for she seemed quite mad.

	Then at last she remembered that she was in the power of her enemies, she sat down, and lay with her face between her hands, and wept passionately.

	"Witch," I said between my closed teeth, "will you come, or must we carry you down to the great hall?"

	Neither would she come, but sat there, clutching at her dress and tearing her hair.

	Then I said, "Bind her, and carry her down." And they did so.

	I watched Arnald as we came in, there was no triumph on his stern white face, but resolution enough, he had made up his mind.

	They placed her on a seat in the midst of the hall over against the dais. He said, "Unbind her, Florian." They did so, she raised her face, and glared defiance at us all, as though she would die queenly after all.

	Then rose up Arnald and said, "Queen Swanhilda, we judge you guilty of death, and because you are a queen and of a noble house, you shall be slain by my knightly sword, and I will even take the reproach of slaying a woman, for no other hand than mine shall deal the blow."

	Then she said, "0 false knight, show your warrant from God, man, or devil."

	"This warrant from God, Swanhilda," he said, holding up his sword, "listen! Fifteen years ago, when I was just winning my spurs, you struck me, disgracing me before all the people; you cursed me, and mean that curse well enough. Men of the house of the Lilies, what sentence for that?"

	"Death!" they said.

	"Listen! Afterwards you slew my cousin, your husband, treacherously, in the most cursed way, stabbing him in the throat, as the stars in the canopy above him looked down on the shut eyes of him. Men of the house of Lily, what sentence for that?"

	"Death!" they said.

	"Do you hear them. Queen? There is warrant from man; for the devil, I do not reverence him enough to take warrant from him, but, as I look at that face of yours, I think that even he has left you."

	And indeed just then all her pride seemed to leave her, she fell from the chair, and wallowed on the ground moaning, she wept like a child, so that the tears lay on the oak floor; she prayed for another month of life; she came to me and kneeled, and kissed my feet, and prayed piteously, so that water ran out of her mouth.

	But I shuddered, and drew away; it was like hav ing an adder about one; I cou'd have pitied her had she died bravely, but for one like her to whine and whine! Pah!

	Then from the dais rang Amald's voice terrible, much changed. "Let there be an end of all this." And he took his sword and strode through the hall towards her; she rose from the ground and stood up, stooping a little, her head sunk between her shoulders, her black eyes turned up and gloaming, like a tigress about to spring. When he came within some six paces of her something in his eye daunted her, or perhaps the flashing of his terrible sword in the torch-light; she threw her arms up with a great shriek, and dashed screaming about the hall. Amald's lip never once curled with any scorn, no line in his face changed: he said, "Bring her here and bind her."

	But when one came up to her to lay hold on her she first of all ran at him, hitting with her head in the belly. Then while he stood doubled up for want of breath, and staring with his head up, she caught his sword from the girdle, and cut him across the shoulders, and many others she wounded sorely before they took her. Then Arnald stood by the chair to which she was bound, and poised his sword, and there was a great silence.

	Then he said, "Men of the House of the Lilies, do you justify me in this, shall she die?" Straightway rang a great shout through the hall, but before it died away the sword had swept round, and therewithal was there no such thing as Swanhilda left upon the earth, for in no battle-field had Arnald struck truer blow.

	Then he turned to the few servants of the palace and said, "Go now, bury this accursed woman, for she is a king's daughter." Then to us all, "Now knights, to horse and away, that we may reach the good town by about dawn." So we mounted and rode off.

	What a strange Christmas-day that was, for there, about nine o'clock in the morning, rode Red Harald into the good town to demand vengeance; he went at once to the king, and the king promised that before nightfall that very day the matter should be judged; albeit the king feared somewhat, because every third man you met in the streets had a blue cross on his shoulder, and some likeness of a lily, cut out or painted, stuck in his hat; and this blue cross and lily were the bearings of our house, called "De Liliis." Now we had seen Red Harald pass through the streets, with a white banner borne before him, to show that he came peaceably as for this time; but I know he was thinking of other things than peace.

	And he was called Red Harald first at this time, because over all his arms he wore a great scarlet cloth, that fell in heavy folds about his horse and all about him. Then, as he passed our house, some one pointed it out to him, rising there with its carving and its barred marble, but stronger than many a castle on the hill-tops, and its great overhanging battlement cast a mighty shadow down the wall and across the street; and above all rose the great tower, or banner floating proudly from the top, whereon was emblazoned on a white ground a blue cross, and on a blue ground four white lilies. And now faces were gazing from all the windows, and all the battlements were thronged; so Harald turned, and rising in his stirrups, shook his clenched fist at our house; natheless, as he did so, the east wind, coming down the street, caught up the corner of that scarlet cloth and drove it over his face, and therewithal disordering his long black hair, well nigh choked him, so that he bit both his hair and that cloth.

	So from base to cope rose a mighty shout of triumph and defiance, and he passed on.

	Then Arnald caused it to be cried, that all those who loved the good House of the Lilies should go to mass that morning in Saint Mary's Church, hard by our house. Now this church belonged to us, and the abbey that served it, and always we appointed the abbot of it on condition that our trumpets should sound all together when on high masses they sing the "Gloria in Excelsis." It was the largest and most beautiful of all the churches in the town, and had two exceeding high towers, which you could see from far off, even when you saw not the town or any of its other towers: and in one of these towers were twelve great bells, named after the twelve Apostles, one name being written on each one of them; as Peter, Matthew, and so on; and in the other tower was one great bell only, much larger than any of the others, and which was called Mary. Now this bell was never rung but when our house was in great danger, and it had this legend on it, "When Mary rings the earth shakes;" and indeed from this we took our war cry, which was, "Mary rings;" somewhat justifiable indeed, for the last time that Mary rang, on that day before nightfall there were four thousand bodies to be buried, which bodies wore neither cross nor lily.

	So Arnald gave me in charge to tell the abbot to cause Mary to be tolled for an hour before mass that day.

	The abbot leaned on my shoulder as I stood within the tower and looked at the twelve monks laying their hands to the ropes. Far up in the dimness I saw the wheel before it began to swing round about; then it moved a little; the twelve men bent down to the earth and a roar rose that shook the tower from base to spirevane: backwards and forwards swept the wheel, as Mary now looked downwards towards earth, now looked up at the shadowy cone of the spire, shot across by bars of light from the dormers.

	And the thunder of Mary was caught up by the wind and carried through all the country; and when the good man heard it, he said goodbye to wife and child, slung his shield behind his back, and set forward with his spear sloped over his shoulder, and many a time, as he walked toward the good town, he tightened the belt that went about his waist, that he might stride the faster, so long and furiously did Mary toll.

	And before the great bell, Mary, had ceased ringing, all the ways were full of armed men.

	But at each door of the church of Saint Mary stood a row of men armed with axes, and when any came, meaning to go into the church, the two first of these would hold their axes (whose helves were about four feet long) over his head, and would ask him, "Who went over the moon last night?" then if he answered nothing or at random they would bid him turn back, which he for the more part would be ready enough to do; but some, striving to get through that row of men, were slain outright; but if he were one of those that were friends to the House of the Lilies he would answer to that question, "Mary and John."

	By the time the mass began the whole church was full, and in the nave and transept thereof were three thousand men, all of our house and all armed. But Arnald and myself, and Squire Hugh, and some others sat under a gold-fringed canopy near the choir; and the abbot said mass, having his mitre on his head. Yet, as I watched him, it seemed to me that he must have something on beneath his priest's vestments, for he looked much fatter than usual, being really a tall lithe man.

	Now, as they sung the "Kyrie," some one shouted from the other end of the church, "My lord Arnld, they are slaying our people without;" for, indeed, all the square about the church was full of our people, who for the press had not been able to enter, and were standing there in no small dread of what might come to pass.

	Then the abbot turned round from the altar, and began to fidget with the fastenings of his rich robes. And they made a lane for us up to the west door; then I put on my helm and we began to go up the nave, then suddenly the singing of the monks and all stopped. I heard a clinking and a buzz of voices in the choir. I turned, and saw that the bright noon sun was shining on the gold of the priest's vestments, as they lay on the floor, and on the mail that the priests carried.

	So we stopped, the choir gates swung open, and the abbot marched out at the head of his men, all fully armed, and began to strike up the psalm "Exsurgat Deus."

	When we got to the west door, there was indeed a tumult, but as yet no slaying; the square was all a-flicker with steel, and we beheld a great body of knights, at the head of them Red Harald and the king, standing over against us; but our people, pressed against the houses, and into the comers of the square, were, some striving to enter the doors, some beside themselves with rage, shouting out to the others to charge; withal, some were pale and some were red with the blood that had gathered to the wrathful faces of them.

	Then said Arnald to those about him, "Lift me up." So they laid a great shield on two lances, and these four men carried, and thereon stood Arnald, and gazed about him.

	Now the king was unhelmed, and his white hair (for he was an old man) flowed down behind him on to his saddle; but Amaid's hair was cut short, and was red.

	And all the bells rang.

	Then the king said, "0 Arnald of the Lilies, will you settle this quarrel by the judgment of God?" And Amaid thrust up his chin, and said, "Yea." "How then," said the king, "and where?" "Will it please you try now?" said Arnald.

	Then the king understood what he meant, and took in his hand from behind tresses of his long white hair, twisting them round his hand in his wrath, but yet said no word, till I suppose his hair put him in mind of something, and he raised it in both his hands above his head, and shouted out aloud, "0 knights, hearken to this traitor." Whereat, indeed, the lances began to move ominously. But Arnald spoke.

	"0 you king and lords, what have we to do with you? Were we not free in the old time, up among the hills there? Wherefore give way, and we will go to the hills again; and if any man try to stop us, his blood be on his own head; wherefore now," (and he turned) "all you House of the Lily, both soldiers and monks, let us go forth together fearing nothing, for I think there is not bone enough or muscle enough in these fellows here that have a king that they should stop us withal, but only skin and fat."

	And truly, no man dared to stop us, and we went.

	FAILING IN THE WORLD

	Now at that time we drove cattle in Red Harald's land. And we took no hoof but from the Lords and rich men, but of these we had a mighty drove, both oxen and sheep, and horses, and besides, even hawks and hounds, and huntsman or two to take care of them.

	And, about noon, we drew away from the cornlands that lay beyond the pastures, and mingled with them, and reached a wide moor, which was called "Goliath's Land." I scarce know why, except that it belonged neither to Red Harald or us, but was debatable.

	And the cattle began to go slowly, and our horses were tired, and the sun struck down very hot upon us, for there was no shadow, and the day was cloudless.

	All about the edge of the moor, except on the sidefrom which we had come was a rim of hills, not very high, but very rocky and steep, otherwise the moor itself was flat; and through these hills was one pass, guarded by our men, which pass led to the Hill castle of the Lilies.

	It was not wonderful, that of this moor many wild stories were told, being such a strange lonely place, some of them one knew, alas to be over true. In the old time, before we went to the good town, this moor had been the mustering place of our people, and our house had done deeds enough of blood and horror to turn our white lilies red, and our blue cross to a fiery one. But some of those wild tales I never believed; they had to do mostly with men losing their way without any apparent cause, (for there were plenty of landmarks,) finding some well-known spot, and then, just beyond it, a place they had never even dreamed of.

	"Florian! FIorian!" said Arnald, "for God's sake stop! as every one else is stopping to look at the hills yonder; I always thought there was a curse upon us. What does God mean by shutting us up here? Look at the cattle; 0 Christ, they have found it out too! See, some of them are turning to run back again towards Harald's land. Oh! unhappy, unhappy, from that day forward!"

	He leaned forward, rested his head on his horse's neck, and wept like a child. I felt so irritated with him, that I could almost have slain him then and there. Was he mad? had these wild doings of ours turned his strong wise head?

	"Are you my brother Arnald, that I used to think such a grand man when I was a boy?" I said, "or are you changed too, like everybody, and everything else? What do you mean?"

	"Look! look!" he said, grinding his teeth in agony. I raised my eyes: where was the one pass between the rim of stern rocks? Nothing: the enemy behind us- that grim wall in front: what wonder that each man looked in his fellow's face for help, and found it not. Yet I refused to believe that there was any troth either in the wild stories that I had heard when I was a boy, or in this story told me so clearly by my eyes now.

	I called out cheerily, "Hugh, come here!" He came. "What do you think of this? Some mere dodge on Harald's part? Are we cut off?" "Think! Sir Florian? God forgive me for ever thinking at all; I have given up that long and long ago, because thirty years ago I thought this, that the House of Lilies would deserve anything in the way of bad fortune that God would send them: so I gave up thinking, and took to fighting. But if you think that Harald had anything to do with this, why-why-in God's name, I wish I could think so!"

	I felt a dull weight on my heart. Had our house been the devil's servants all along? I thought we were God's servants.

	The day was very still, but what little wind there was, was at our backs. I watched Hugh's face, not being able to answer him. He was the cleverest man at war that I have known, either before or since that day; sharper than any hound in ear and scent, clearer sighted than any eagle; he was listening now intently. I saw a slight smile cross his face; heard him mutter, "Yes! I think so: verily that is better, a great deal better." Then he stood up in his stirrups, and shouted, "Hurrah for the Lilies! Mary rings!" "Mary rings!" I shouted, though I did not know the reason for his exultation: my brother lifted his head, and smiled too, grimly. Then as I listened I heard clearly the sound of a trumpet, and enemy's trumpet too.

	"After all, it was only mist, or some such thing," I said, for the pass between the hills was clear enough now.

	"Hurrah! only mist," said Amald, quite elated; "Mary rings!" and we all began to think of fighting: for after all what joy is equal to that?

	There were five hundred of us; two hundred spears, the rest archers; and both archers and men at arms were picked men.

	"How many of them are we to expect?" said I. "Not under a thousand, certainly, probably more, Sir Florian." (My brother Arnald, by the way, had knighted me before we left the good town, and Hugh liked to give me the handle to my name. How was it, by the way, that no one had ever made him a knight?)

	"Let every one look to his arms and horse, and come away from these silly cows' sons!" shouted Arnald.

	Hugh said, "They will be here in an hour, fair Sir."

	So we got clear of the cattle, and dismounted, and both ourselves took food and drink, and our horses; afterwards we tightened our saddle-girths, shook our great pots of helmets on, except Amald, whose rustyred hair had been his only head-piece in battle for years and years, and stood with our spears close by our horses, leaving room for the archers to retreat between our ranks; and they got their arrows ready, and planted their stakes before a little peat moss: and there we waited, and saw their pennons at last floating high above the corn of the fertile land, then heard their many horse-hoofs ring upon the hard-parched moor, and the archers began to shoot.

	It had been a strange battle; we had never fought better, and yet withal it had ended in a retreat; indeed all along every man but Arnald and myself, even Hugh, had been trying at least to get the enemy between him and the way toward the pass; and now we were all drifting that way, the enemy trying to cut us off, but never able to stop us, because he could only throw small bodies of men in our way, whom we scattered and put to flight in their turn.

	I never cared less for my life than then; indeed, in spite of all my boasting and hardness of belief, I should have been happy to have died, such a strange weight of apprehension was on me; and yet I got no scratch even. I had soon put off my great helm, and was fighting in my mail-coif only: and here I swear that three knights together charged me, aiming at my bare face, yet never touched me. For, as for one, I put his lance aside with my sword, and the other two in some most wonderful manner got their spears locked in each other's armour, and so had to submit to be knocked off their horses.

	And we still neared the pass, and began to see distinctly the ferns that grew on the rocks, and the fair country between the rift in them, spreading out there, blue-shadowed. Whereupon came a great rush of men of both sides, striking side blows at each other, spitting, cursing, and shrieking, as they tore away like a herd of wild hogs. So, being careless of lfe, as I said, I drew rein, and turning my horse, waited quietly for them. And I knotted the reins, and laid them on the horse's neck, and stroked him, that he whinnied, then got both my hands to my sword.

	Then, as they came on, I noted hurriedly that the first man was one of Arnald's men, and one of our men behind him leaned forward to prod him with his spear, but could not reach so far, till he himself was run through the eye with a spear, and throwing his arms up fell dead with a shriek. Also I noted concerning this first man that the laces of his helmet were loose, and when he saw me he lifted his left hand to his head, took off his helm and cast it at me, and still tore on; the helmet flew over my head, and I sitting still there, swung out, hitting him on the neck; his head flew right off, for the mail no more held than a piece of silk. "Mary rings," and my horse whinnied again, and we both of us went at it, and fairly stopped that rout, so that there was a knot of quite close and desperate fighting, wherein we had the best of that fight and slew most of them, albeit my horse was slain and my mail-coif cut through. Then I bade a squire fetch me another horse, and began meanwhile to upbraid those knights for running in such a strange disorderly race, instead of standing and fighting cleverly. Moreover we had drifted even in this successful fight still nearer to the pass, so that the conies who dwelt there were beginning to consider whether they should not run into their holes.

	But one of those knights said: "Be not angry with me. Sir Florian, but do you think you will go to Heaven?"

	"The saints! I hope so," I said, but one who stood near him whispered to him to hold his peace, so I cried out: "0 friend! I hold this world and all therein so cheap now, that I see not anything in it but shame which can any longer anger me; wherefore speak: out."

	"Then, Sir Florian, men say that at your christening some fiend took on him the likeness of a priest and strove to baptize you in the Devil's name, but God had mercy on you so that the fiend could not choose but baptize you in the name of the most holy Trinity: and yet men say that you hardly believe any doctrine such as other men do, and will at the end only go to Heaven round about as it were, not at all by the intercession of our Lady; they say too that you can see no ghosts or other wonders, whatever happens to other Christian men."

	I smiled. "Well, friend, I scarcely call this a disadvantage, moreover what has it to do with the matter in hand?"

	How was this in Heaven's name? We had been quite still, resting while this talk was going on, but we could hear the hawks chattering from the rocks, we were so close now.

	And my heart sunk within me, there was no reason why this should not be true; there was no reason why anything should not be true.

	"This, Sir Florian," said the knight again, "how would you feel inclined to fight if you thought that everything about you was mere glamour; this earth here, the rocks, the sun, the sky? I do not know where I am for certain, I do not know that it is not midnight instead of undem: I do not know if I have been fighting men or only simulacra but I think, we all think, that we have been led into some devil's trap or other, and- and may God forgive me my sins! I wish I had never been born."

	There now! he was weeping - they all wept - how strange it was to see those rough, bearded men blubbering there, and snivelling till the tears ran over their armour and mingled with the blood, so that it dropped down to the earth in a dim, dull, red rain.

	My eyes indeed were dry, but then so was my heart; I felt far worse than weeping came to, but nevertheless I spoke cheerily.

	"Dear friends, where are your old men's hearts gone to now? See now! This is a punishment for our sins, is it? Well, for our forefathers' sins or our own? If the first, 0 brothers, be very sure that if we bear it manfully God will have something very good in store for us hereafter; but if for our sins, is it not certain that He cares for us yet, for note that He suffers the wicked to go their own ways pretty much; moreover brave men, brothers, ought to be the masters of simulacra come, is it so hard to die once for all?"

	Still no answer came from them, they sighed heavily only. I heard the sound of more than one or two swords as they rattled back to the scabbards: nay, one knight, stripping himself of surcoat and hauberk, and drawing his dagger, looked at me with a grim smile, and said, "Sir Florian, do so!" Then he drew the dagger across his throat and he fell back dead.

	They shuddered, those brave men, and crossed themselves. And I had no heart to say a word more, but mounted the horse which had been brought to me and rode away slowly for a few yards; then I became aware that there was a great silence over the whole field.

	So I lifted my eyes and looked, and behold no man struck at another.

	Then from out of a band of horsemen came Harald, and he was covered all over with a great scarlet cloth as before, put on over the head, and flowing all about his horse, but rent with the fight. He put off his helm and drew back his mail-coif, then took a trumpet from the hand of a herald and blew strongly.

	And in the midst of his blast I heard a voice call out: "0 Florian! come and speak to me for the last time!"

	So when I turned I beheld Arnald standing by himself, but near him stood Hugh and ten others with drawn swords.

	Then I wept, and so went to him weeping; and he said, "Thou seest, brother, that we must die, and I think by some horrible and unheard-of death, and the House of the Lilies is just dying too; and now I repent me of Swanhilda's death; now I know that it was a poor cowardly piece of revenge, instead of a brave act of justice; thus has God shown us the right.

	"0 Florian! curse me! So will it be straighter; truly thy mother when she bore thee did not think of this; rather saw thee in the tourney at this time, in her fond hopes, glittering with gold and doing knightly; or else mingling thy brown locks with the golden hair of some maiden weeping for the love of thee. God forgive me! God forgive me!"

	"What harm, brother?" I said, "this is only failing in the world; what if we had not failed, in a little while it would have made no difference; truly just now I felt very miserable, but now it has passed away, and I am happy."

	"0 brave heart!" he said, "yet we shall part just now, Florian, farewell."

	"The road is long," I said, "farewell."

	Then we kissed each other, and Hugh and the others wept.

	Now all this time the trumpets had been ringing, ringing, great doleful peals, then they ceased, and above all sounded Red Harald's voice.

	(So I looked round towards that pass, and when I looked I no longer doubted any of those wild tales of glamour concerning Goliath's Land; and for though the rocks were the same, and though the conies still stood gazing at the doors of their dwellings, though the hawks still cried out shrilly, though the fern still shook in the wind, yet beyond, oh such a land! not to be described by any because of its great beauty, lying, a great hollow land, the rocks going down on this side in precipices, then reaches and reaches of loveliest country, trees and flowers, and corn, then the hills, green and blue, and purple, till their ledges reached the white snowy mountains at last. Then with all manner of strange feelings, "my heart in the midst of my body was even like melting wax.")

	"0 you House of the Lily! you are conquered yet I will take vengeance only on a few, therefore let all those who wish to live come and pile their swords, and shields, and helms behind me in three great heaps, and swear fealty afterwards to me; yes, all but the false knights Arnald and Florian."

	We were holding each other's hands and gazing, and we saw all our knights, yea, all but Squire Hugh and his ten heroes, pass over the field singly, or in groups of three or four, with their heads hanging down in shame, and they cast down their notched swords and dinted, lilied shields, and brave-crested helms into three great heaps, behind Red Herald, then stood behind, no man speaking to his fellow, or touching him.

	Then dolefully the great trumpets sang over the dying House of the Lily, and Red Harald led his men forward, but slowly: on they came, spear and mail glittering in the sunlight; and I turned and looked at that good land, and a shuddering delight seized my soul.

	But I felt my brother's hand leave mine, and saw him turn his horse's head and ride swiftly toward the pass; that was a strange pass now.

	And at the edge he stopped, turned round and called out aloud, "I pray thee, Harald, forgive mel now farewell all!"

	Then the horse gave one bound forward, and we heard the poor creature's scream when he felt that he must die, and we heard afterwards (for we were near enough for that even) a clang and a crash.

	So I turned me about to Hugh, and he understood me though I could not speak.

	We shouted all together, "Mary rings," then laid our bridles on the necks of our horses, spurred forward, and in five minutes they were all slain, and I was down among the horse-hoofs.

	Not slain though, not wounded. Red Harald smiled grimly when he saw me rise and lash out again; he and some ten others dismounted, and holding their long spears out, I went back -- back, back, I saw what it meant, and sheathed my sword, and their laughter rolled all about me, and I too smiled.

	Presently they all stopped, and I felt the last foot of turf giving under my feet; I looked down and saw the crack there widening; then in a moment I fell, and a cloud of dust and earth rolled after me; then again their mirth rose into thunder-peals of laughter. But through it all I heard Red Harald shout, "Silence! Evil dogs!"

	For as I fell I stretched out my arms, and caughl a tuft of yellow broom some three feet from the brow, and hung there by the hands, my feet being loose in the air.

	Then Red Harald came and stood on the precipice above me, his great axe over his shoulder; and he looked down on me not ferociously, almost kindly, while the wind from the Hollow Land blew about his red raiment, tattered and dusty now.

	And I felt happy, though it pained me to hold straining by the broom, yet I said, "I will hold out to the last"

	It was not long, the plant itself gave way and I fell, and as I fell I fainted.

	I had thought when I fell that I should never wake again; but I woke at last: for a long time I was quite dizzied and could see nothing at all: horrible doubts came creeping over me; I half expected to see presently great half-formed shapes come rolling up to me to crush me; some thing fiery, not strange, too utterly horrible to be strange, but utterly vile and ugly, the sight of which would have killed me when I was upon the earth, come rolling up to torment me. In fact I doubted if I were in hell.

	I knew I deserved to be, but I prayed, and then it came into my mind that I could not pray if I were in hell.

	Also there seemed to be a cool green light all about me, which was sweet. Then presently I heard a glorious voice ring outclear, close to me

	 

	"Christ keep the Hollow Land

	Through the sweet spring-tide,

	When the apple-blossoms bless

	The lowly bent hill side."

	Thereat my eyes were slowly unsealed, and I saw the blessedest sight I have ever seen before or since: for I saw my Love.

	She sat about five yards from me on a great grey stone that had much moss on it, one of the many scattered along the side of the stream by which I lay; she was clad in loose white raiment close to her hands and throat; her feet were bare, her hair hung loose a long way down, but some of it lay on her knees: I said "white" raiment, but long spikes of light scarlet went down from the throat, lost here and there in the shadows of the folds, and growing smaller and smaller, died before they reached her feet.

	I was lying with my head resting on soft moss that some one had gathered and placed under me. She, when she saw me moving and awake, came and stood over me with a gracious smile. She was so lovely and tender to look at, and so kind, yet withal no one, man or woman, had ever frightened me half so much.

	She was not fair in white and red, like many beautiful women are, being rather pale, but like ivory for smoothness, and her hair was quite golden, not light yellow, but dusky golden.

	I tried to get up on my feet, but was too weak, and sank back again. She said: "No, not just yet, do not trouble yourself or try to remember anything just at present."

	There withal she kneeled down, and hung over me closer.

	"To-morrow you may, perhaps, have something hard to do or bear, I know, but now you must be as happy as you can be, quietly happy. Why did you start and turn pale when I came to you? Do you not know who I am? Nay, but you do, I see; and I have been waiting here so long for you; so you must have expected to see me. You cannot be frightened of me, are you?"

	But I could not answer a word, but all the time strange knowledge, strange feelings were filling my brain and my heart, she said: "You are tired; rest, and dream happily."

	So she sat by me, and sang to lull me to sleep, while I turned on my elbow, and watched the waving of her throat: and the singing of all the poets I had ever heard, and of many others too, not born till years long after I was dead, floated all about me as she sang, and I did indeed dream happily.

	When I awoke it was the time of the cold dawn, and the colours were gathering themselves together, whereat in fatherly approving fashion the sun sent all across the east long bars of scarlet and orange that after faded through yellow to green and blue. And she sat by me still; I think she had been sitting there and singing all the time; all through hot yesterday, for I had been sleeping day-long and night-long, all through the falling evening under moonlight and starlight the night through.

	And now it was dawn, and I think too that neither of us had moved at all; for the last thing I remembered before I went to sleep was the tips of her fingers brushing my cheek, as she knelt over me with downdrooping arm, and still now I felt them there. Moreover she was just finishing some fainting measure that died before it had time to get painful in its passion.

	Dear Lord! how I loved her! Yet did I not dare to touch her, or even speak to her. She smiled with delight when she saw I was awake again, and slid down her hand on to mine, but some shuddering dread made me draw it away again hurriedly; then I saw the smile leave her face: what would I not have given for courage to hold her body quite tight to mine? But I was so weak.

	She said:

	"Have you been very happy?"

	"Yea," I said.

	It was the first word I had spoken there, and my voice sounded strange.

	"Ah!" she said, "you will talk more when you get used to the air of the Hollow Land. Have you been thinking of your past life at all? If not, try to think of it. What thing in Heaven or Earth do you Wish for most?"

	Still I said no word; but she said in a wearied way: "Well now, I think you will be strong enough to get to your feet and walk; take my hand and try." Therewith she held it out: I strove hard to be brave enough to take it, but could not; I only turned away shuddering, sick, and grieved to the heart's core of me; then struggling hard with hand and knee and elbow, I scarce rose, and stood up totteringly; while she watched me sadly, still holding out her hand.

	But as I rose, in my swinging to and fro the steel sheath of my sword struck her on the hand so that the blood flowed from it, which she stood looking at for a while, then dropped it downwards, and turned to look at me, for I was going.

	Then as I walked she followed me, so I stopped and turned and said almost fiercely: "I am going alone to look for my brother."

	The vehemence with which I spoke, or something else, burst some blood-vessel within my throat, and we both stood there with the blood running from us on to the grass and summer flowers.

	She said: "If you find him, wait with him till I come."

	"Yea," and I turned and left her, following the course of the stream upwards, and as I went I heard her low singing that almost broke my heart for its sadness.

	And I went painfully because of my weakness, and because also of the great stones; and sometimes I went along a spot of earth where the river had been used to flow in flood-time, and which was now bare of everything but stones; and the sun, now risen high, poured down on everything a great flood of fierce light and scorching heat, and burnt me sorely, so that I almost fainted.

	But about noontide I entered a wood close by the stream, a beech-wood, intending to rest myself; the herbage was thin and scattered there, sprouting up from amid the leaf-sheaths and nuts of the beeches, which had fallen year after year on that same spot; the outside boughs swept low down, the air itself seemed green when you entered within the shadow of the branches, they over-roofed the place so with tender green, only here and there showing spots of blue.

	But what lay at the foot of a great beech tree but some dead knight in armour, only the helmet off? A wolf was prowling round about it, who ran away snarling when he saw me coming.

	So I went up to that dead knight, and fell on my knees before him, laying my head on his breast, for it was Arnald. He was quite cold, but had not been dead for very long; I would not believe him dead, but went down to the stream and brought him water, tried to make him drink-what would you? He was as dead as Swanhilda: neither came there any answer to my cries that afternoon but the moaning of the wood doves in the beeches. So then I sat down and took his head on my knees, and closed the eyes, and wept quietly while the sun sank lower.

	But a little after sunset I heard a rustle through the leaves, that was not the wind, and looking up my eyes met the pitying eyes of that maiden.

	Something stirred rebelliously within me; I ceased weeping, and said: "It is unjust, unfair: What right had Swanhilda to live? Did not God give her up to us? How much better was he than ten Swanhildas?

	And look you -- See! He is DEAD."

	Now this I shrieked out, being mad; and though I trembled when I saw some stormy wrath that vexed her very heart and loving lips, gathering on her face, I yet sat there looking at her and screaming, screaming, till all the place rang.

	But when growing hoarse and breathless I ceased; she said, with straitened brow and scornful mouth: "So! Bravely done! Must I then, though I am a woman, call you a liar, for saying God is unjust? You to punish her, had not God then punished her already? How many times when she woke in the dead night do you suppose she missed seeing King Urrayne's pale face and hacked head lying on the pillow by her side? Whether by night or day, what things but screams did she hear when the wind blew loud round about the Palace corners? And did not that face too, often come before her, pale and bleeding as it was long ago, and gaze at her from unhappy eyes! Poor eyesi With changed purpose in them- no more hope of converting the world when that blow was once struck, truly it was very wicked-no more dreams, but only fierce struggles with the Devil for very life, no more dreams but failure at last, and death, happier so in the Hollow Land."

	She grew so pitying as she gazed at his dead face that I began to weep again unreasonably, while she saw not that I was weeping, but looked only on Arnald's face, but after turned on me frowning. "Unjust! Yes, truly unjust enough to take away life and all hope from her; you have done a base cowardly act, you and your brother here, disguise it as you may; you deserve all God's judgment - you"

	But I turned my eyes and wet face to her, and said: "Do not curse me there - do not look like Swanhilda: for see now, you said at first that you have been waiting long for me, give me your hand now, for I love you so."

	Then she came and knelt by where I sat, and I caught her in my arms and she prayed to be forgiven.

	"0, Florian! I have indeed waited long for you, and when I saw you my heart was filled with joy, but you would neither touch me nor speak to me, so that I became almost mad, forgive me, we will be so happy now. 0! do you know this is what I have been waiting for all these years; it made me glad, I know, when I was a little baby in my mother's arms to think I was born for this; and afterwards, as I grew up, I used to watch every breath of wind through the beech-boughs, every turn of the silver poplar leaves, thinking it might be you or some news of you."

	Then I rose and drew her up with me; but she knelt again by my brother's side, and kissed him, and said:

	"0 brother! The Hollow Land is only second best of the places God has made, for Heaven also is the work of His hand."

	Afterwards we dug a deep grave among the beechroots and there we buried Amald de Liliis.

	And I have never seen him since, scarcely even in dreams; surely God has had mercy on him, for he was very leal and true and brave; he loved many men, and was kind and gentle to his friends, neither did he hate any but Swanhilda.

	But as for us two, Margaret and me, I cannot tell you concerning our happiness, such things cannot be told; only this I know, that we abode continually in the Hollow Land until I lost it.

	Moreover this I can tell you. Margaret was walking with me, as she often walked near the place where I had first seen her; presently we came upon a woman sitting, dressed in scarlet and gold raiment, with her head laid down on her knees; likewise we heard her sobbing.

	"Margaret, who is she?" I said: "I knew not that any dwelt in the Hollow Land but us two only."

	She said, "I know not who she is, only sometimes; these many years, I have seen her scarlet robe flaming from far away, amid the quiet green grass: but I was never so near her as this.

	Florian, I am afraid: let us come away."

	FYTTE THE SECOND

	Such a horrible grey November day it was, the fog-smell all about, the fog creeping into our very bones.

	And I sat there, trying to recollect, at any rate something, under those fir-trees that I ought to have known so well.

	Just think now; I had lost my best years some- where; for I was past the prime of life, my hair and beard were scattered with white, my body was growing weaker, my memory of all things was very faint

	My raiment, purple and scarlet and blue once, was so stained that you could scarce call it any colour, was so tattered that it scarce covered my body, though it seemed once to have fallen in heavy folds to my feet, and still, when I rose to walk, though the miserable November mist lay in great drops upon my bare breast, yet was I obliged to wind my raiment over my arm, it dragged so (wretched, slimy, textureless thing! ) in the brown mud.

	On my head was a light morion, which pressed on my brow and pained me; so I put my hand up to take it ofi; but when I touched it I stood still in my walk shuddering; I nearly fell to the earth with shame and sick horror; for I laid my hand on a lump of Slimy earth with worms coiled up in it I could scarce forbear from shrieking, but breathing such a prayer as I could think of, I raised my hand again and seized it firmly. Worse horror stilll The rust had eaten it into holes, and I gripped my own hair as well as the rotting steel, the sharp edge of which cut into my fingers; but setting my teeth, gave a great wrench, for I knew that if I let go of it then, no power on the earth or under it could make me touch it again. God be praised! I tore it off and cast it far from me; I saw the earth, and the worms and green weeds and sun- begotten slime, whirling out from it radiatingly, as it spun round about.

	I was girt with a sword too, the leathern belt of which had shrunk and squeezed my waist: dead leaves had gathered in knots about the buckles of it, the gilded handle was encrusted with clay in many parts, the velvet sheath miserably worn.

	But, verily, when I took hold of the hilt, and pent in my hand; lo! then, I drew out my own true blade and shook it flawless from hilt to point, gleaming white in that mist.

	Therefore it sent a thrill of joy to my heart, to know that there was one friend left me yet: I sheathed it again carefully, and undoing it from my waist, hung it about my neck.

	Then catching up my rags in my arms, I drew them up till my legs and feet were altogether clear from them, afterwards folded my arms over my breast, gave a long leap and ran, looking downward, but not giving heed to my way.

	Once or twice I fell over stumps of trees, and such- like, for it was a cut-down wood that I was in, but I rose always, though bleeding and confused, and went on still; sometimes tearing madly through briars and gorse bushes, so that my blood dropped on the dead leaves as I went.

	I ran in this way for about an hour; then I heard a gurgling and splashing of waters; I gave a great shout and leapt strongly, with shut eyes, and the black water closed over me.

	When I rose again, I saw near me a boat with a man in it; but the shore was far off; I struck out toward the boat, but my clothes which I had knotted and folded about me, weighed me down terribly.

	The man looked at me, and began to paddle toward me with the oar he held in his left hand, having in his right a long, slender spear, barbed like a fish-hook; perhaps, I thought, it is some fishing spear; moreover his raiment was of scarlet, with upright stripes of yellow and black all over it.

	When my eye caught his, a smile widened his mouth as if some one had made a joke; but I was beginning to sink, and indeed my head was almost under water just as he came and stood above me, but before it went quite under, I saw his spear gleam, then felt it in my shoulder, and for the present, felt nothing else.

	When I woke I was on the bank of that river; the flooded waters went hurrying past me; no boat on them now; from the river the ground went up in gentle slopes till it grew a great hill, and there, on that hill-top, Yes, I might forget many things, almost everything, but not that, not the old castle of my fathers up among the hills, its towers blackened now and shattered, yet still no enemy's banner waved from it.

	So I said I would go and die there? and at this thought I drew my sword, which yet hung about my neck, and shook it in the air till the true steel quivered, then began to pace towards the castle. I was quite naked, no rag about me; I took no heed of that only thanking God that my sword was left, and so toiled up the hill. I entered the castle soon by the outer court; I knew the way so well, that I did not lift my eyes from the groimd, but walked on over the lowered drawbridge through the unguarded gates, and stood in the great hall at lastmy father's hall as bare of everything but my sword as when I came into the world fifty years before: I had as little clothes, as little wealth, less memory and thought, I verily believe, than then.

	So I lifted up my eyes and gazed; no glass in the windows, no hangings on the walls; the vaulting yet held good throughout, but seemed to be going; the mortar had fallen out from between the stones, and grass and fern grew in the joints; the marble pavement was in some places gone, and water stood about in puddles, though one scarce knew how it had got there.

	No hangings on the walls- no; yet, strange to say, instead of them, the walls blazed from end to end with scarlet paintings, only striped across with green damp-marks in many places, some falling bodily from the wall, the plaster hanging down with the fading colour on it.

	In all of them, except for the shadows and the faces of the figures, there was scarce any colour but scarlet and yellow. Here and there it seemed the painter, whoever it was, had tried to make his trees or his grass green, but it would not do; some ghastly thoughts must have filled his head, for all the green went presently into yellow, out-sweeping through the picture dismally. But the faces were painted to the very life, or it seemed so; there were only five of them, however, that were very marked or came much in the foreground; and four of these I knew well, though I did not then remember the names of those that had borne them. They were Red Harald, Swanhilda, Amald, and myself. The fifth I did not know; it was a woman's and very beautiful.

	Then I saw that in some parts a small penthouse roof had been built over the paintings, to keep them from the weather. Near one of these stood a man painting, clothed in red, with stripes of yellow and black: Then I knew that it was the same man who had saved me from drowning by spearing me through the shoulder; so I went up to him, and saw furthermore that he was girt with a heavy sword. He turned round when he saw me coming, and asked me fiercely what I did there. I asked why he was painting in my castle.

	Thereupon, with that same grim smile widening his mouth as heretofore, he said, "I paint God's judgments."

	And as he spoke, he rattled the sword in his scabbard; but I said,

	"Well, then, you paint them very badly. Listen; I know God's judgments much better than you do. See now; I will teach you God's judgments, and you shall teach me painting."

	While I spoke he still rattled his sword, and when I had done, shut his right eye tight, screwing his nose on one side; then said:

	"You have got no clothes on, and may go to the devil! What do you know about God's judgments?"

	"Well, they are not all yellow and red, at all events; you ought to know better."

	He screamed out, "0 you fool! Yellow and red! Gold and blood, what do they make?"

	"Well," I said; "what?"

	"HELL!" And, coming close up to me, he struck me with his open hand in the face, so that the colour with which his hand was smeared was dabbed about my face. The blow almost threw me down; and, while I staggered, he rushed at me furiously with his sword. Perhaps it was good for me that I had got no clothes on; for, being utterly unencumbered, I leapt this way and that, and avoided his fierce, eager strokes till I could collect myself somewhat; while he had a heavy scarlet cloak on that trailed on the ground, and which he often trod on, so that he stumbled.

	He very nearly slew me during the first few minutes, for it was not strange that, together with other matters, I should have forgotten the art of fence: but yet, as I went on, and sometimes bounded about the hall under the whizzing of his sword, as he rested sometimes, leaning on it, as the point sometimes touched my head and made my eyes start out, I remembered the old joy that I used to have, and the swy, swy, of the sharp edge, as one gazed between one's horse's ears; moreover, at last, one fierce swift stroke, just touching me below the throat, tore up the skin all down my body, and fell heavy on my thigh, so that I drew my breath in and turned white; then first, as I swung my sword round my head, our blades met, oh! to hear that tchink again! and I felt the notch my sword made in his, and swung out at him; but he guarded it and returned on me; I guarded right and left, and grew warm, and opened my mouth to shout, but knew not what to say; and our sword points fell on the floor together: then, when we had panted awhile, I wiped from my face the blood that had been dashed over it, shook my sword and cut at him, then we spun round and round in a mad waltz to the measured music of our meeting swords, and sometimes either wounded the other somewhat but not much, till I beat down his sword on to his head, that he fell grovelling, but not cut through. Verily, thereupon my lips opened mightily with "Mary rings."

	Then, when he had gotten to his feet, I went at him again, he staggering back, guarding wildly; I cut at his head; he put his sword up confusedly, so I fitted both hands to my hilt, and smote him mightily under the arm: then his shriek mingled with my shout, made a strange sound together; he rolled over and over, dead, as I thought.

	I walked about the hall in great exultation at first, striking my sword point on the floor every now and then, till I grew faint with loss of blood; then I went to my enemy and stripped off some of his clothes to bind up my wounds withal; afterwards I found in a corner bread and wine, and I eat and drank thereof.

	Then I went back to him, and looked, and a thought struck me, and I took some of his paints and brushes, and kneeling down, painted his face thus, with stripes of yellow and red, crossing each other at right angles; and in each of the squares so made I put a spot of black, after the manner of the painted letters in the prayer-books and romances when they are ornamented.

	So I stood back as painters use, folded my arms, and admired my own handiwork. Yet there struck me as being something so utterly doleful in the man's white face, and the blood running all about him, and washing off the stains of paint from his face and hands, and splashed clothes, that my heart mis- gave me, and I hoped that he was not dead; I took some water from a vessel he had been using for his painting, and, kneeling, washed his face.

	Was it some resemblance to my father's dead face, which I had seen when I was young, that made me pity him? I laid my hand upon his heart, and felt it beating feebly; so I lifted him up gently, and carried him towards a heap of straw that he seemed used to lie upon; there I stripped him and looked to his wounds, and used leech-craft, the memory of which God gave me for this purpose, I suppose, and within seven days I found that he would not die.

	Afterwards, as I wandered about the castle, I came to a room in one of the upper storeys, that had still the roof on, and windows in it with painted glass, and there I found green raiment and swords and armour, and I clothed myself.

	So when he got well I asked him what his name was, and he me, and we both of us said, "Truly I know not." Then said I, "but we must call each other some name, even as men call days."

	"Call me Swerker," he said, "some priest I knew once had that name."

	"And me Wulf," said I, "though wherefore I know not."

	Then I tried to learn painting till I thought I should die, but at last learned it through very much pain and grief.

	And, as the years went on and we grew old and grey, we painted purple pictures and green ones instead of the scarlet and yellow, so that the walls looked altered, and always we painted God's judgments.

	And we would sit in the sunset and watch them with the golden light changing them, as we yet hoped God would change both us and our works. Often too we would sit outside the walls and look at the trees and sky, and the ways of the few men and women we saw; therefrom sometimes befell adventures.

	Once there went past a great funeral of some king going to his own country, not as he had hoped to go, but stiff and colourless, spices filling up the place of his heart.

	And first went by very many knights, with long bright hauberks on, that fell down before their knees as they rode, and they all had tilting-helms on with the same crest, so that their faces were quite hidden: and this crest was two hands clasped together tightly as though they were the hands of one praying forgiveness from the one he loves best; and the crest was wrought in gold.

	Moreover, they had on over their hauberks surcoats which were half scarlet and half purple, strewn about with golden stars.

	Also long lances, that had forked knights'-pennons, half purple and half scarlet, strewn with golden stars.

	And these went by with no sound but the fall of their horse-hoofs.

	And they went slowly, so slowly that we counted them all, five thousand five hundred and fifty-five. Then went by many fair maidens whose hair was loose and yellow, and who were all clad in green raiment ungirded, and shod with golden shoes. These also we counted, being five hundred; moreover some of the outermost of them, viz., one maiden to every twenty, had long silver trumpets, which they swung out to right and left, blowing them, and their sound was very sad.

	Then many priests, and bishops, and abbots, who wore white albs and golden copes over them; and they all sang together mournfully, "Propter amnen Babylonis;" and these were three hundred.

	After that came a great knot of the Lords, who were tilting helmets and surcoats emblazoned with each one his own device; only each had in his hand a small staff two feet long whereon was a pennon of scarlet and purple. These also were three hundred.

	And in the midst of these was a great car hung down to the ground with purple, drawn by grey horses whose trappings were half scarlet, half purple. And on this car lay the King, whose head and hands were bare; and he had on him a surcoat, half purple and half scarlet, strewn with golden stars. And his head rested on a tilting helmet, whose crest was the hands of one praying passionately for forgiveness.

	But his own hands lay by his side as if he had just fallen asleep.

	And all about the car were little banners, half purple and half scarlet, strewn with golden stars. Then the King, who counted but as one, went by also.

	And after him came again many maidens clad in ungirt white raiment strewn with scarlet flowers, and their hair was loose and yellow and their feet bare: and, except for the falling of their feet and the rustle of the wind through their raiment, they went past quite silently. These also were five hundred.

	Then lastly came many young knights with long bright hauberks falling over their knees as they rode, and surcoats, half scarlet and half purple, strewn with golden stars; they bore long lances with forked pen- nons which were half purple, half scarlet, strewn with golden stars; their heads and their hands were bare, but they bore shields, each one of them, which were of bright steel wrought cunningly in the midst with that bearing of the two hands of one who prays for forgiveness; which was done in gold. These were but five hundred.

	Then they all went by winding up and up the hill roads, and, when the last of them had departed out of our sight, we put down our heads and wept, and I said, "Sing us one of the songs of the Hollow Land." Then he whom I had called Swerker put his hand into his bosom, and slowly drew out a long, long tress of black hair, and laid it on his knee and smoothed it, weeping on it: So then I left him there and went and armed myself, and brought armour for him.

	And then came back to him and threw the armour down so that it clanged, and said:

	"0 Harald, let us go!"

	He did not seem surprised that I called him by the right name, but rose and armed himself, and then be looked a good knight; so we set forth. And in a turn of the long road we came suddenly upon a most fair woman, clothed in scarlet, who sat and sobbed, holding her face between her bands, and her hair was very black.

	And when Harald saw her, he stood and gazed at her for long through the bars of bis helmet, then suddenly turned, and said:

	"Florian, I must stop here; do you go on to the Hollow Land. Farewell."

	"Farewell." And then I went on, never turning back, and him I never saw more.

	And so I went on, quite lonely, but happy, till I had reached the Hollow Land.

	Into which I let myself down most carefully, by the jutting rocks and bushes and strange trailing flowers, and there lay down and fell asleep.

	FYTTE THE THIRD

	And I was waked by some one singing; I felt very happy; I felt young again; I had fair delicate raiment on, my sword was gone, and my armour; I tried to think where I was, and could not for my happiness; I tried to listen to the words of the song. Nothing, only an old echo in my ears, only all manner of strange scenes from my wretched past life before my eyes in a dim, far-off manner: then at last, slowly, without effort, I heard what she sang.

	"Christ keep the Hollow Land

	All the summer-tide;

	Still we cannot understand

	Where the waters glide;

	Only dimly seeing them

	Coldly slipping through

	Many green-lipp'd cavern mouths.

	Where the hills are blue."

	"Then," she said, "come now and look for it, love, a hollow city in the Hollow Land."

	I kissed Margaret, and we went.

	Through the golden streets under the purple shadows of the houses we went, and the slow fanning backward and forward of the many-coloured banners cooled us: we two alone: there was no one with us. No soul will ever be able to tell what we said, how we looked.

	At last we came to a fair palace, cloistered off in the old time, before the city grew golden from the din and hubbub of traffic; those who dwelt there in the old ungolden times had had their own joys, their own sorrows, apart from the joys and sorrows of the multitude: so, in like manner, was it now cloistered off from the eager leaning and brotherhood of the golden dwellings: so now it had its own gaiety, its own solemnity, apart from theirs; unchanged, and changeable, were its marble walls, whatever else changed about it.

	We stopped before the gates and trembled, and clasped each other closer; for there among the marble leafage and tendrils that were round and under and over the archway that held the golden valves were wrought two figures of a man and woman winged and garlanded, whose raiment flashed with stars; and their faces were like faces we had seen or half seen in some dream long and long and long ago so that we trembled with awe and delight; and turned, and seeing Margaret, saw that her face was that face seen or half seen long and long and long ago; and in the shining of her eyes I saw that other face, seen in that way and no other long and long and long ago - my face.

	And then we walked together toward the golden gates, and opened them, and no man gainsaid us.

	And before us lay a great space of flowers.
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	p. iORIGINAL CAST.

	DRAMATIS PERSONÆ—PART I.

	Mr. La-di-da (found guilty of swindling) . . . H. Bartlett.

	Mr. Justice Nupkins . . . W. Blundell.

	Mr. Hungary, Q.C. (Counsel for the Prosecution) . . . W. H. Utley.

	Sergeant Sticktoit (Witness for Prosecution) . . . James Allman.

	Constable Potlegoff (Witness for Prosecution) . . . H. B. Tarleton.

	Constable Strongithoath (Witness for Prosecution) . . . J. Flockton.

	Mary Pinch (a labourer’s wife, accused of theft) . . . May Morris.

	Foreman of Jury . . . T. Cantwell.

	Jack Freeman (a Socialist, accused of conspiracy, sedition, and obstruction of the highway) . . . H. H. Sparling.

	Archbishop of Canterbury (Witness for Defence) . . . W. Morris.

	Lord Tennyson (Witness for Defence) . . . A. Brookes.

	Professor Tyndall (Witness for Defence) . . . H. Bartlett.

	William Joyce (a Socialist Ensign) . . .  H. A. Barker.

	Usher . . . J. Lane.

	Clerk of the Court . . . J. Turner.

	Jurymen, Interrupters, Revolutionists, etc., etc.

	* * * * *

	DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.—PART II.

	Citizen Nupkins (late Justice)  . . . W. Blundell,

	Mary Pinch . . . May Morris.

	William Joyce (late Socialist Ensign) . . . H. A. Barker.

	Jack Freeman . . . H. H. Sparling.

	1st Neighbour . . . H. B. Tarleton.

	2nd Neighbour . . . J. Lane.

	3rd Neighbour . . . H. Graham.

	Robert Pinch, and other Neighbours, Men and Women.

	p. 1PART I.

	SCENE.—A Court of Justice.

	Usher, Clerk of the Court, Mr. Hungary, Q.C., and others.  Mr. La-di-da, the prisoner, not in the dock, but seated in a chair before it.  [Enter Mr. Justice Nupkins.

	Usher.  Silence!—silence!

	Mr. Justice Nupkins.  Prisoner at the bar, you have been found guilty by a jury, after a very long and careful consideration of your remarkable and strange case, of a very serious offence; an offence which squeamish moralists are apt to call robbing the widow and orphan; a cant phrase also, with which I hesitate to soil my lips, designates this offence as swindling.  You will permit me to remark that the very fact that such nauseous and improper words can be used about the conduct of a gentleman shows how far you have been led astray from the path traced out for the feet of a respectable member of society.  Mr. La-di-da, if you were less self-restrained, less respectful, less refined, less of a gentleman, in short, I might point out to you with more or less severity the disastrous consequences of your conduct; but I cannot doubt, from the manner in which you have borne yourself during the whole of this trial, that you are fully impressed with the seriousness of the occasion.  I shall say no more then, but perform the painful duty which devolves on me of passing sentence on you.  I am compelled in doing so to award you a term of imprisonment; but I shall take care that you shall not be degraded by contamination with thieves and rioters, and other coarse persons, or share the diet and treatment which p. 2is no punishment to persons used to hard living: that would be to inflict a punishment on you not intended by the law, and would cast a stain on your character not easily wiped away.  I wish you to return to that society of which you have up to this untoward event formed an ornament without any such stain.  You will, therefore, be imprisoned as a first-class misdemeanant for the space of one calendar month; and I trust that during the retirement thus enforced upon you, which to a person of your resources should not be very irksome, you will reflect on the rashness, the incaution, the impropriety, in one word, of your conduct, and that you will never be discovered again appropriating to your personal use money which has been entrusted to your care by your friends and relatives.

	Mr. La-di-da.  I thank you, my lord, for your kindness and consideration.  May I be allowed to ask you to add to your kindness by permitting me to return to my home and make some necessary arrangements before submitting myself to the well-merited chastisement which my imprudence has brought upon me?

	Mr. J. N.  Certainly.  I repeat I do not wish to make your sentence any heavier by forcing a hard construction upon it.  I give you a week to make all arrangements necessary for your peace of mind and your bodily comfort.

	Mr. L.  I thank your lordship.  [Exit.

	[The case of Mary Pinch called.]

	Mr. Hungary, Q.C.  I am for the prosecution, my lord, instructed by the Secretary of State for the Home Department.  (Judge bites his pen and nods.)  My lord, and gentlemen of the Jury, although this case may seem to some ill-judging persons a trivial one, I think you will be able to see before it is over that it is really important in its bearing on the welfare of society, the welfare of the public; that is, of the respectable public,—of the respectable public, gentlemen.  For in these days, when the spirit of discontent is so widespread, all illegal actions have, so to say, a political bearing, my lord, and all illegal actions are wicked, gentlemen of the Jury, since they tend towards the insecurity of society, or in other words, are definitely aimed at the very basis of all morality and religion.  Therefore, my lord, I have received instructions from the Home Secretary to prosecute this woman, who, as I shall be able to prove to you, gentlemen of the Jury, by the testimony of three witnesses occupying responsible official positions, has been guilty of a breach at once of the laws of the country and the dictates of morality, and has thereby seriously inconvenienced a very respectable tradesman, nay (looking at his brief) three respectable tradesmen.  I shall be able to show, p. 3gentlemen, that this woman has stolen three loaves of bread: (impressively) not one, gentlemen, but three.

	A Voice.  She’s got three children, you palavering blackguard!

	[Confusion.

	Mr. Justice N. (who has made an elaborate show of composing himself to slumber since the counsel began, here wakes up and cries out) Arrest that man, officer; I will commit him, and give him the heaviest punishment that the law allows of.

	[The Usher dives among the audience amidst great confusion, but comes back empty-handed.

	J. N.  A most dangerous disturbance!  A most dangerous disturbance!

	Mr. H.  Gentlemen of the Jury, in confirmation of my remarks on the spirit that is abroad, I call your attention to the riot which has just taken place, endangering, I doubt not, the life of his lordship, and your own lives, gentlemen, so valuable to—to—to—in short, to yourselves.  Need I point out to you at any length, then, the danger of allowing criminals, offenders against the sacred rights of property, to go at large?  This incident speaks for me, and I have now nothing to do but let the witnesses speak for themselves.  Gentlemen of the Jury, I do not ask you to convict on insufficient evidence; but I do ask you not to be swayed by any false sentiment bearing reference to the so-called smallness of the offence, or the poverty of the offender.  The law is made for the poor as well as for the rich, for the rich as well as for the poor.  The poor man has no more right to shelter himself behind his poverty, than the rich man behind his riches.  In short, gentlemen of the Jury, what I ask you in all confidence to do, is to do justice and fear not.—I call Sergeant Sticktoit.

	[Sergeant Sticktoit sworn.

	Mr. H.  Well, sergeant, you saw this woman steal the loaves?

	Sticktoit.  Yes, sir.

	Mr. H.  All of them?

	St.  Yes, all.

	Mr. H.  From different shops, or from one?

	St.  From three different shops.

	Mr. H.  Yes, just so.  (Aside: Then why the devil did he say from one shop when his evidence was taken before?)  (To St.)  You were an eye-witness of that?  You noticed her take all three loaves?

	St. (Aside: He wants me to say from three different shops; I’m sure I don’t know why.  Anyhow, I’ll say it—and swear it.)  p. 4(To the Court) Yes, I was an eye-witness of the deed; (pompously) I followed her, and then I took her.

	Mr. H.  Yes, then you took her.  Please tell the Court how.

	St. (Aside: Let’s see, what did we agree was the likeliest way?)  (To Court) I saw her take the first loaf and hide it in her shawl; and then the second one; and the second one tumbled down into the mud; and she picked it up again and wiped it with her shawl; and then she took the third; and when she tried to put that with the two others they all three tumbled down; and as she stooped down to pick them up it seemed the best time to take her, as the two constables had come up; so I took her.

	Mr. N.  Yes; you took her.

	St.  And she cried.

	Mr. H.  Ah, she cried.  Well, sergeant, that will do; you may go.  (Aside: The sooner he goes the better.  Wouldn’t I like to have the cross-examining of him if he was called on the other side!)  Constable Potlegoff.

	[Potlegoff sworn.

	Mr. H.  Well, constable, did you see the woman take the loaves?

	Potlegoff.  Yes, sir.

	Mr. H.  How did she take them?

	Pot.  Off the counter, sir.

	Mr. H.  Did she go into the shop to take them?

	Pot.  Yes, sir.  (Aside: I thought I was to say into three shops.)

	Mr. H.  One after another?

	Pot.  Yes, out of one shop one after another.  (Aside: Now it’s right, I hope.)

	Mr. H. (Aside: Confound him, he’s contradicting the other!)  (To Pot.)  Yes, just so; one after the other.  And did you see the second loaf tumble down?

	Pot.  Yes, sir.

	Mr. H.  When was that?

	Pot.  As she took it off the counter.

	Mr. H.  Yes, after she took it off the counter, in the street?

	Pot.  No, sir.  (Catching the Sergeant’s eye.)  I mean yes, sir, and she wiped the mud off them; the sergeant saw her—and I saw her.

	A Voice.  Off it, you liar! ’twas the second loaf, the single loaf, the other liar said!

	[Confusion.  The judge wakes up and splutters, and tries to say something; the Usher goes through the audience, but finds no one; Hungary spreads out his hands to the Jury, appealingly.

	p. 5Mr. H.  Yes, so it was in the street that you saw the loaves fall down?

	Pot.  Yes, sir; it was in the street that I saw it tumble down.

	A Voice.  You mean them, you fool!  You haven’t got the story right yet!

	[Confusion again.  The Judge sits up and stares like a man awaked from a nightmare, then calls out Officer!  Officer! very loud.  The Usher goes his errand again, and comes back bootless.

	Mr. H. (very blandly).  It was in the street that you saw the three loaves fall down?

	Pot.  Yes, it was in the street that I saw the loaf fall down.

	Mr. H.  Yes, in the street; just so, in the street.  You may go (Aside: for a damned fool!).  Constable Strongithoath.

	[Constable Strongithoath sworn,

	Mr. H.  Constable, did you see this robbery?

	Strong.  I saw it.

	Mr. H.  Tell us what you saw.

	Strong, (very slowly and stolidly, and as if repeating a lesson).  I saw her steal them all—all—all from one shop—from three shops—I followed her—I took her.  When she took it up—she let it drop—in the shop—and wiped the street mud off it.  Then she dropped them all three in the shop—and came out—and I took her—with the help—of the two constables—and she cried.

	Mr. H.  You may go (Aside: for a new-caught joskin and a fool!).  I won’t ask him any questions.

	J. N. (waking up, and languid).  Do you call any other witnesses, Mr. Hungary?

	Mr. H.  No, my lord.  (Aside: Not if I know it, considering the quality of the evidence.  Not that it much matters; the Judge is going to get a conviction; the Jury will do as he tells them—always do.)  (To the Court): My lord and gentlemen of the Jury, that’s my case.

	J. N.  Well, my good woman, what have you to say to this?

	Mary Pinch.  Say to it!  What’s the use of saying anything to it?  I’d do to it, if I could.

	J. N.  Woman! what do you mean?  Violence will not do here.  Have you witnesses to call?

	M. P.  Witnesses! how can I call witnesses to swear that I didn’t steal the loaves?

	J. N.  Well, do you wish to question the witnesses?  You have a right to.

	M. P.  Much good that would be!  Would you listen to me p. 6if I did?  I didn’t steal the loaves; but I wanted them, I can tell you that.  But it’s all one; you are going to have it so, and I might as well have stolen a diamond necklace for all the justice I shall get here.  What’s the odds?  It’s of a piece with the rest of my life for the last three years.  My husband was a handsome young countryman once, God help us!  He could live on ten shillings a-week before he married me; let alone that he could pick up things here and there.  Rabbits and hares some of them, as why should he not?  And I could earn a little too; it was not so bad there.  And then and for long the place was a pretty place, the little grey cottage among the trees, if the cupboard hadn’t been so bare; one can’t live on flowers and nightingale’s songs.  Then the children came brisk, and the wages came slack; and the farmer got the new reaping-machine, and my binding came to an end; and topping turnips for a few days in the foggy November mornings don’t bring you in much, even when you havn’t just had a baby.  And the skim milk was long ago gone, and the leasing, and the sack of tail-wheat, and the cheap cheeses almost for nothing, and the hedge-clippings, and it was just the bare ten shillings a-week.  So at last, when we had heard enough of eighteen shillings a-week up in London, and we scarce knew what London meant, though we knew well enough what ten shillings a-week in the country meant, we said we’d go to London and try it there; and it had been a good harvest, quickly saved, which made it bad for us poor folk, as there was the less for us to do; and winter was creeping in on us.  So up to London we came; for says Robert: “They’ll let us starve here, for aught I can see: they’ll do naught for us; let us do something for ourselves.”  So up we came; and when all’s said, we had better have lain down and died in the grey cottage clean and empty.  I dream of it yet at whiles: clean, but no longer empty; the crockery on the dresser, the flitch hanging from the rafters, the pot on the fire, the smell of new bread about; and the children fat and ruddy tumbling about in the sun; and my lad coming in at the door stooping his head a little; for our door is low, and he was a tall handsome chap in those days.—But what’s the use of talking?  I’ve said enough: I didn’t steal the loaves—and if I had a done, where was the harm?

	J. N.  Enough, woman?  Yes, and far more than enough.  You are an undefended prisoner.  You have not the advantage of counsel, or I would not have allowed you to go on so long.  You would have done yourself more good by trying to refute the very serious accusation brought against you, than by rambling into a long statement of your wrongs against society.  We all p. 7have our troubles to bear, and you must bear your share of them without offending against the laws of your country—the equal laws that are made for rich and poor alike.

	A Voice.  You can bear her troubles well enough, can’t you, old fat guts?

	J. N. (scarcely articulate with rage).  Officer! officer! arrest that man, or I will arrest you!

	[Usher again makes a vain attempt to get hold of some one.

	J. N. (puffing and blowing with offended dignity).  Woman, woman, have you anything more to say?

	M. P.  Not a word.  Do what you will with me.  I don’t care.

	J. N. (impressively).  Gentlemen of Jury, simple as this case seems, it is a most important one under the present condition of discontent which afflicts this country, and of which we have had such grievous manifestations in this Court to-day.  This is not a common theft, gentlemen—if indeed a theft has been committed—it is a revolutionary theft, based on the claim on the part of those who happen unfortunately to be starving, to help themselves at the expense of their more fortunate, and probably—I may say certainly—more meritorious countrymen.  I do not indeed go so far as to say that this woman is in collusion with those ferocious ruffians who have made these sacred precincts of justice ring with their ribald and threatening scoff’s.  But the persistence of these riotous interruptions, and the ease with which their perpetrators have evaded arrest, have produced a strange impression in my mind.  (Very impressively.)  However, gentlemen, that impression I do not ask you to share; on the contrary, I warn you against it, just as I warn you against being moved by the false sentiment uttered by this woman, tinged as it was by the most revolutionary—nay, the most bloodthirsty feeling.  Dismiss all these non-essentials from your minds, gentlemen, and consider the evidence only; and show this mistaken woman the true majesty of English Law by acquitting her—if you are not satisfied with the abundant, clear, and obviously unbiassed evidence, put before you with that terseness and simplicity of diction which distinguishes our noble civil force.  The case is so free from intricacy, gentlemen, that I need not call your attention to any of the details of that evidence.  You must either accept it as a whole and bring in a verdict of guilty, or your verdict must be one which would be tantamount to accusing the sergeant and constables of wilful and corrupt perjury; and I may add, wanton perjury; as there could be no possible reason for these officers departing from the strict line of truth.  Gentlemen I leave you to your deliberations.

	p. 8Foreman of Jury.  My lord, we have already made up our minds.  Your lordship need not leave the Court: we find the woman guilty.

	J. N. (gravely nodding his head).  It now remains for me to give sentence.  Prisoner at the bar, you have been convicted by a jury of your countrymen—

	A Voice.  That’s a lie!  You convicted her: you were judge and jury both.

	J. N. (in a fury).  Officer, you are a disgrace to your coat!  Arrest that man, I say.  I would have had the Court cleared long ago, but that I hoped that you would have arrested the ruffian if I gave him a chance of repeating his—his crime.

	[The Usher makes his usual promenade.

	J. N.  You have been convicted by a jury of your countrymen of stealing three loaves of bread; and I do not see how in the face of the evidence they could have come to any other verdict.  Convicted of such a serious offence, this is not the time and place to reproach you with other misconduct; and yet I could almost regret that it is not possible to put you once more in the dock, and try you for conspiracy and incitement to riot; as in my own mind I have no doubt that you are in collusion with the ruffianly revolutionists, who, judging from their accent, are foreigners of a low type, and who, while this case has been proceeding, have been stimulating their bloodstained souls to further horrors by the most indecent verbal violence.  And I must here take the opportunity of remarking that such occurrences could not now be occurring, but for the ill-judged leniency of even a Tory Government in permitting that pest of society the unrespectable foreigner to congregate in this metropolis.

	A Voice.  What do they do with you, you blooming old idiot, when you goes abroad and waddles through the Loover?

	J. N.  Another of them! another of those scarcely articulate foreigners!  This is a most dangerous plot!  Officer, arrest everybody present except the officials.  I will make an example of everybody: I will commit them all.

	Mr. H. (leaning over to Judge).  I don’t see how it can be done, my lord.  Let it alone: there’s a Socialist prisoner coming next; you can make him pay for all.

	J. N.  Oh! there is, is there?  All right—all right.  I’ll go and get a bit of lunch (offering to rise).

	Clerk.  Beg pardon, my lord, but you haven’t sentenced the prisoner.

	J. N.  Oh, ah!  Yes.  Oh, eighteen months’ hard labour.

	M. P.  Six months for each loaf that I didn’t steal!  Well, p. 9God help the poor in a free country!  Won’t you save all further trouble by hanging me, my lord?  Or if you won’t hang me, at least hang my children: they’ll live to be a nuisance to you else.

	J. N.  Remove the woman.  Call the next case.  (Aside: And look sharp: I want to get away.)

	[Case of John or Jack Freeman called.]

	Mr. H.  I am for the prosecution, my lord.

	J. N.  Is the prisoner defended?

	Jack Freeman.  Not I.

	J. N.  Hold your tongue, sir!  I did not ask you.  Now, brother Hungary.

	Mr. H.  Once more, my lord and gentlemen of the Jury, I rise to address you; and, gentlemen, I must congratulate you on having the honour of assisting on two State trials on one day; for again I am instructed by the Secretary of State for the Home Department to prosecute the prisoner.  He is charged with sedition and incitement to riot and murder, and also with obstructing the Queen’s Highway.  I shall bring forward overwhelming evidence to prove the latter offence—which is, indeed, the easiest of all offences to be proved, since the wisdom of the law has ordained that it can be committed without obstructing anything or anybody.  As for the other, and what we may excusably consider the more serious offence, the evidence will, I feel sure, leave no doubt in your minds concerning the guilt of the prisoner.  I must now give you a few facts in explanation of this case.  You may not know, gentlemen of the Jury, that in the midst of the profound peace which this glorious empire now enjoys; in spite of the liberty which is the proud possession of every Briton, whatever his rank or fortune; in spite of the eager competition and steadily and swiftly rising wages for the services of the workmen of all grades, so that such a thing as want of employment is unheard of amongst us; in spite of the fact that the sick, the infirm, the old, the unfortunate, are well clothed and generously fed and housed in noble buildings, miscalled, I am free to confess, workhouses, since the affectionate assiduity of our noble Poor Law takes every care that if the inmates are of no use to themselves they shall at least be of no use to any one else,—in spite of all these and many kindred blessings of civilisation, there are, as you may not know, a set of wicked persons in the country, mostly, it is true, belonging to that class of non-respectable foreigners of whom my lord spoke with such feeling, taste, and judgment, who are plotting, rather with insolent effrontery than crawling secrecy, to overturn the sacred edifice of property, the foundation of our hearths, our p. 10homes, and our altars.  Gentlemen of the Jury, it might be thought that such madmen might well be left to themselves, that no one would listen to their ravings, and that the glorious machinery of Justice need no more be used against them than a crusader’s glittering battle-axe need be brought forward to exterminate the nocturnal pest of our couches.  This indeed has been, I must say unfortunately, the view taken by our rulers till quite recently.  But times have changed, gentlemen; for need I tell you, who in your character of shrewd and successful men of business understand human nature so well, that in this imperfect world we must not reckon on the wisdom, the good sense of those around us.  Therefore you will scarcely be surprised to hear that these monstrous, wicked, and disreputable doctrines are becoming popular; that murder and rapine are eagerly looked forward to under such names as Socialism, revolution, co-operation, profit-sharing, and the like; and that the leaders of the sect are dangerous to the last degree.  Such a leader you now see before you.  Now I must tell you that these Socialist or Co-operationist incendiaries are banded together into three principal societies, and that the prisoner at the bar belongs to one if not two of these, and is striving, hitherto in vain, for admittance into the third and most dangerous.  The Federationist League and the International Federation, to one or both of which this man belongs, are dangerous and malevolent associations; but they do not apply so strict a test of membership as the third body, the Fabian Democratic Parliamentary League, which exacts from every applicant a proof of some special deed of ferocity before admission, the most guilty of their champions veiling their crimes under the specious pretexts of vegetarianism, the scientific investigation of supernatural phenomena, vulgarly called ghost-catching, political economy, and other occult and dull studies.  But though not yet admitted a neophyte of this body, the prisoner has taken one necessary step towards initiation, in learning the special language spoken at all the meetings of these incendiaries: for this body differs from the other two in using a sort of cant language or thieves’ Latin, so as to prevent their deliberations from becoming known outside their unholy brotherhood.  Examples of this will be given you by the witnesses, which I will ask you to note carefully as indications of the dangerous and widespread nature of the conspiracy.  I call Constable Potlegoff.

	[Constable Potlegoff sworn.

	Mr. H.  Have you seen the prisoner before?

	Pot.  Yes.

	Mr. H.  Where?

	p. 11Pot.  At Beadon Road, Hammersmith.

	Mr. H.  What was he doing there?

	Pot.  He was standing on a stool surrounded by a dense crowd.

	Mr. H.  What else?

	Pot.  He was speaking to them in a loud tone of voice.

	Mr. H.  You say it was a dense crowd: how dense?  Would it have been easy for any one to pass through the crowd?

	Pot.  It would have been impossible.  I could not have got anywhere near him without using my truncheon—which I have a right to do.

	Mr. H.  Is Beadon Road a frequented thoroughfare?

	Pot.  Very much so, especially on a Sunday morning.

	Mr. H.  Could you hear what he said?

	Pot.  I could and I did.  I made notes of what he said.

	Mr. H.  Can you repeat anything he said?

	Pot.  I can.  He urged the crowd to disembowel all the inhabitants of London.  (Sensation.)

	Mr. H.  Can you remember the exact words he used?

	Pot.  I can.  He said, “Those of this capital should have no bowels.  You workers must see to having this done.”

	J. N.  Stop a little; it is important that I should get an accurate note of this (writing).  Those who live in this metropolis must have their bowels drawn out—is that right?

	Pot.  This capital, he said, my lord.

	J. N. (writing).  This capital.  Well, well, well!  I cannot guess why the prisoner should be so infuriated against this metropolis.  Go on, Mr. Hungary.

	Mr. H. (to witness).  Can you remember any other words he said?

	Pot.  Yes; later on he said, “I hope to see the last Londoner hung in the guts of the last member of Parliament.”

	J. N.  Londoner, eh?

	Pot.  Yes, my lord; that is, he meant Londoner.

	J. N.  You mustn’t say what he meant, you must say what you heard him say.

	Pot.  Capital, my lord.

	J. N.  I see; (writing).  The last dweller in the metropolis.

	Pot.  Capital, my lord.

	J. N.  Yes, exactly; that’s just what I’ve written—this metropolis.

	Pot.  He said capital, my lord.

	Mr. H.  Capital, the witness says, my lord.

	J. N.  Well, doesn’t that mean the same thing?  I tell you I’ve got it down accurately.

	J. F. (who has been looking from one to the other with an amused p. 12smile, now says as if he were thinking aloud:) Well, I am damned! what a set of fools!

	J. N.  What is that you said, sir?  Have you no sense of decency, sir?  Are you pleading, or are you not pleading?  I have a great mind to have you removed.

	J. F. (laughing).  Oh, by all means remove me!  I didn’t ask to be here.  Only look here, I could set you right in three minutes if you only let me.

	J. N.  Do you want to ask the witness anything?  If not, sir, hold your tongue, sir.  No, sir; don’t speak, sir.  I can see that you are meditating bullying me; let me advise you, sir, not to try it.

	Mr. H. (to Pot.)  Was that the only occasion on which you heard him speaking?

	Pot.  No; I have heard him speaking in Hyde Park and saying much the same thing, and calling Mr. Justice Nupkins a damned old fool!

	J. N. (writing).  “A damned old fool!”  Anything else?

	Pot.  A blasted old cheat!

	J. N. (writing).  “A blasted old cheat!”  (Cheerfully) Go on.

	Pot.  Another time he was talking in a public-house with two men whom I understood to be members of the Fabian League.  He was having words with them, and one of them said, “Ah, but you forget the rent of ability”; and he said, “Damn the rent of ability, I will smash their rents of abilities.”

	Mr. H.  Did you know what that meant?

	Pot.  No; not then.

	Mr. H.  But you do now?

	Pot.  Yes; for I got into conversation with one of them, who told me that it meant the brain, the skull.

	J. N. (writing).  “The rent of ability is a cant phrase in use among these people signifying the head.”

	Mr. H.  Well?

	Pot.  Well, then they laughed and said, Well, as far as he is concerned, smash it when you can catch it.

	Mr. H.  Did you gather whose head it was that they were speaking of?

	Pot.  Yes; his lordship’s.

	Mr. H. (impressively and plaintively).  And why?

	Pot.  Because they said he had jugged their comrades like a damned old smoutch!

	J. N.  Jugged?

	Pot.  Put them in prison, my lord.

	J. N. (Aside: That Norwich affair.)  Wait!  I must write my self down a smoutch—smoutch? no doubt a foreign word.

	p. 13Mr. H.  What else have you heard the prisoner say.

	Pot.  I have heard him threaten to make her Majesty the Queen take in washing.

	J. N.  Plain washing?

	Pot.  Yes, my lord.

	J. N.  Not fancy work?

	Pot.  No, my lord.

	A Juryman.  Have you heard him suggest any means of doing all this?

	Pot.  Yes, sir; for I have attended meetings of his association in disguise, when they were plotting means of exciting the populace.

	Mr. H.  In which he took part?

	Pot.  In which he took part.

	Mr. H.  You heard him arranging with others for a rising of the lower orders?

	Pot.  Yes, sir; and on the occasion, when I met him in the public house, I got into conversation with him, and he told me that his society numbered upwards of two millions.  (J. F. grins.)

	The Juryman (anxiously).  Armed?

	Pot.  He said there were arms in readiness for them.

	Mr. H.  Did you find out where?

	Pot.  Yes; at the premises of the Federationist League, 13 Farringdon Road.

	Mr. H.  Did you search for them there?

	Pot.  Yes.

	Mr. H.  Did you find them?

	Pot.  No; we found nothing but printing-stock and some very shabby furniture, and the office-boy, and three compositors.

	Mr. H.  Did you arrest them?

	Pot.  No; we thought it better not to do so.

	Mr. H.  Did they oppose your search?

	Pot.  No.

	Mr. H.  What did they do?

	Pot.  Well, they took grinders at me and said, “Sold!”

	Mr. H.  Meaning, doubtless, that they had had an inkling of your search and had sold the arms?

	Pot.  So we gathered.

	J. N. (writing).  “They did not find the arms because they had been sold.”

	Mr. H.  Well, Constable, that will do.

	J. N.  Prisoner, do you wish to ask the Constable any questions?

	J. F.  Well, I don’t know.  I strongly suspect that you have made up your mind which way the jury shall make up their p. 14minds, so it isn’t much use.  However, I will ask him three questions.  Constable Potlegoff, at how many do you estimate the dense crowd at Beadon Road, when I obstructed?

	Pot.  Upwards of a thousand.

	J. F.  H’m; a good meeting!  How many were present at that meeting of the Socialist League where we were plotting to make the Queen take in washing?

	Pot.  Upwards of two hundred.

	J. F.  Lastly, when I told you in the public-house that we were two millions strong, were you drunk or sober?

	Pot.  Sober.

	J. F.  H’m!  It’s a matter of opinion perhaps as to when a man is drunk.  Was I sober?

	Pot.  No; drunk.

	J. F.  H’m!  So I should think.  That’ll do, Mr. Potlegoff; I won’t muddle your “Rent-of-Ability” any more.  Good bye.

	[Sergeant Sticktoit called.

	Mr. H.  Have you heard the prisoner speaking?

	St.  Yes.

	Mr. H.  Where?

	St.  At Beadon Road amongst other places: that’s where I took him.

	
Mr. H.  What was he doing?

	St.  Standing on a stool, speaking

	Mr. H.  Yes; speaking: to how many people?

	St.  About a thousand.

	Mr. H.  Could you get near him?

	St.  Nowhere near.

	Mr. H.  Well, can you tell me what he was saying?

	St.  Well, he said that all the rich people and all the shopkeepers (glancing at the Jury) should be disemboweled and flayed alive, and that all arrangements had been made for doing it, if only the workingmen would combine.  He then went into details as to where various detachments were to meet in order to take the Bank of England and capture the Queen.  He also threatened to smash Mr. Justice Nupkins’ “Rent-of-Ability,” by which I understood him to mean his skull.

	J. N.  His—my brains, you mean!

	St.  No, my lord; for he said that you—that he—hadn’t any brains.

	Mr. H.  Did you find any documents or papers on him when he was arrested?

	St.  Yes; he had a bundle of papers with him.

	Mr. H.  Like this? (showing a number of “Commonweal”)

	St.  Yes.

	p. 15J. F. (Aside: Two quires that I couldn’t sell, damn it!)

	Mr. H.  We put this paper in, my lord.  Your lordship will notice the vileness of the incendiarism contained in it.  I specially draw your attention to this article by one Bax, who as you will see, is familiar with the use of dynamite to a fearful extent.  (J. N. reads, muttering “Curse of Civilisation.”)  Gentlemen of the Jury that is our case.

	J. N. (looking up from “Commonweal”).  Prisoner at the bar, what have you to say?  Do you call witnesses?

	J. F.  Yes, I call witnesses, but I haven’t much to say.  I am accused of obstruction, but I shan’t argue that point, as I know that I should do myself no good by proving that I had not obstructed.  I am accused of being a Socialist and a revolutionist.  Well, if you, my lord, and you, gentlemen of the Jury, and the classes to which you belong, knew what Socialism means—and I fear you take some pains not to—you would also know what the condition of things is now, and how necessary revolution is.  So if it is a crime to be a Socialist and a revolutionist, I have committed that crime; but the charge against me is that I am a criminal fool, which I am not.  And my witnesses will show you, gentlemen of the Jury, that the evidence brought against me is a mass of lies of the silliest concoction.  That is, they will show it you if you are sensible men and understand your position as jurymen, which I almost fear you do not.  Well, it will not be the first time that the judge has usurped the function of the jury, and I would go to prison cheerfully enough if I could hope it would be the last.

	[He pauses as if to listen.  Confused noises and the sound of the “Marseillaise” a long way off.  (Aside: What is it, I wonder?—No; it’s nothing.)

	J. N.  Prisoner, what is the matter with you?  You seem to be intoxicated; and indeed I hope you are, for nothing else could excuse the brutality of your language.

	J. F.  Oh, don’t put yourself out, my lord.  You’ve got the whip-hand of me, you know.  I thought I heard an echo; that’s all.  Well, I will say no more, but call the Archbishop of Canterbury.

	[Enter the Archbishop, who is received with much reverence and attention.  He is sworn.

	J. F.  Your Grace, were you present at the meeting at Beadon Road where I was arrested?

	Arch.  Yes—yes, I was there.  Strange to say, it was on a Sunday morning.  I needed some little refreshment from the toils of ecclesiastical office.  So I took a cab, I admit under the p. 16pretext of paying a visit to my brother of London; and having heard the fame of these Socialist meetings, I betook me to one of them for my instruction and profit: for I hold that in these days even those that are highest in the Church should interest themselves in social matters.

	J. F.  Well, my lord, were you pleased with what you saw and heard?

	Arch.  I confess, sir, that I was disappointed.

	J. F.  Why, my lord?

	Arch.  Because of the extreme paucity of the audience.

	J. F.  Were there a thousand persons present?

	Arch. (severely).  I must ask you not to jest with me in the sacredly respectable precincts of a Court of Justice.  To the best of my remembrance, there were present at the commencement of your discourse but three persons exclusive of yourself.  That fact is impressed on my mind from the rude and coarse words which you said when you mounted your stool or rostrum to the friend who accompanied you and had under his arm a bundle of a very reprehensible and ribald print called the Commonweal, one of which he, I may say, forced me to purchase.

	J. F.  Well, what did I say?

	Arch.  You said, “I say, Bill! damned hard lines to have to speak to a lamp-post, a kid, and an old buffer”—by the latter vulgarity indicating myself, as I understand.

	J. F.  Yes, my lord, so it is.  Now let me ask you, if that matters, is Beadon Road a thronged thoroughfare?

	Arch.  On the contrary; at least on the morning on which I was there, there was a kind of Sabbath rest about it, scarcely broken by the harangue of yourself, sir.

	J. F.  You heard what I said, my lord?

	Arch.  I did, and was much shocked at it.

	J. F.  Well, did I say anything about bowels?

	Arch.  I regret to say that you did.

	J. F.  Do you remember the words I used?

	Arch.  Only too well.  You said, but at great length, and with much embroidery of language more than questionable, that capital had no bowels for the worker, nor owners of capital either; and that since no one else would be kind to them, the workers must be kind to themselves and take the matter into their own hands.

	J. N. (making notes).  Owners of the capital; workman must take the matter—take the matter—into their own hands.

	J. F.  Well, I have no more questions to ask your Grace.

	Mr. H.  With many excuses, your Grace, I will ask you a question.

	p. 17Arch.  Certainly, Mr Hungary.

	Mr. H.  You say that the audience was very small; that was at first; but did it not increase as time went on?

	Arch.  Yes; an itinerant vendor of ices drew up his stall there, and two policemen—these gentlemen—strolled in, and some ten or more others stood round us before the orator had finished.

	Mr. H. (Aside: H’m! old beggar will be so very specific.  Let’s try him as to the sedition.)  (To Arch.)  My lord, you said that you were shocked at what the prisoner said: what was the nature of his discourse?

	Arch.  I regret to have to say that it was a mass of the most frightful incendiarism, delivered with an occasional air of jocularity and dry humour that made my flesh creep.  Amidst the persistent attacks on property he did not spare other sacred things.  He even made an attack on my position, stating (wrongly) the amount of my moderate stipend.  Indeed, I think he recognised me, although I was partially disguised.

	J. F. (Aside: True for you, old Benson, or else how could I have subpœnaed you?)

	Mr. H.  I thank your Grace: that will do.

	J. F.  I now call Lord Tennyson.

	[Lord Tennyson sworn.

	J. F.  My lord, have you been present, in disguise, at a meeting of the Socialist League in 13 Farringdon Road?

	Lord T.  What’s that to you?  What do you want to know for?  Yes, I have, if it comes to that.

	J. F.  Who brought you there?

	Lord T.  A policeman: one Potlegoff.  I thought he was a Russian by his name, but it seems he is an Englishman—and a liar.  He said it would be exciting: so I went.

	J. F.  And was it exciting?

	Lord T.  NO: it was dull.

	J. F.  How many were present?

	Lord T.  Seventeen: I counted them, because I hadn’t got anything else to do.

	J. F.  Did they plot anything dreadful?

	Lord T.  Not that I could hear.  They sat and smoked; and one fool was in the chair, and another fool read letters; and then they worried till I was sick of it as to where such and such fools should go to spout folly the next week; and now and then an old bald-headed fool and a stumpy little fool in blue made jokes, at which they laughed a good deal; but I couldn’t understand the jokes—and I came away.

	J. F.  Thank you, my lord.

	p. 18Mr. H.  My lord Tennyson, I wish to ask you a question.  You say that you couldn’t understand their jokes: but could you understand them when they were in earnest?

	Lord T.  No, I couldn’t: I can’t say I tried.  I don’t want to understand Socialism: it doesn’t belong to my time.  [Exit.

	J. F.  I call Professor Tyndall.

	[Professor Tyndall sworn.

	J. F.  Professor Tyndall, have you seen me before?

	Pro. T.  Yes; I have seen you in a public-house, where I went to collect the opinions of the lower orders against Mr. Gladstone.

	J. F.  Who was I with?

	Pro. T.  You were with a man whom I was told was a policeman in plain clothes, and with some others that I assume to have been friends of yours, as you winked at them and you and they were laughing together as you talked to the policeman.

	J. F.  Do you see the policeman in Court?

	Pro. T.  Yes; there he is.

	J. F.  Was he drunk or sober?

	Pro. T.  What, now?

	J. F.  No—then.

	Pro. T. (with decision).  Drunk.

	J. F.  Was I drunk?

	Pro. T.  What, now?

	J. F.  No—then; though you may tell me whether I’m drunk or not now, if you like, and define drunkenness scientifically.

	Pro. T.  Well, you were so, so.

	J. F.  Thank you, Professor.

	Mr. H.  One question, Professor Tyndall.  Did you hear what the prisoner was saying to the policeman—who, by the way, was, I suspect, only shamming drunkenness?

	J. F. (Aside: He could carry a good deal, then.)

	Pro. T.  Yes, I heard him.  He was boasting of the extent and power of the Socialist organisation.

	Mr. H.  And did you believe it? did it surprise you?

	Pro. T.  It did not in the least surprise me: it seemed to me the natural consequences of Gladstone’s Home Rule Bill.  As to believing it, I knew he was jesting; but I thought that his jesting concealed very serious earnest.  He seemed to me a determined, cunning, and most dangerous person.

	Mr. H.  I thank you, professor.  [Exit Pro. T.

	J. N.  Prisoner, do you want to re-examine the witnesses?  What’s that noise outside?  They ought to be arrested.

	[“Marseillaise” again without, and tumult nearer.  Freeman listens intently, without heeding the Judge.

	p. 19J. N.  Prisoner, why don’t you answer?  Your insolence won’t serve you here, I can tell you.

	J. F.  I was listening, Judge; I thought I heard that echo again.

	J. N.  Echo again!  What does the fellow mean?  It’s my belief you’re drunk, sir: that you have stimulated your courage by liquor.

	A Voice.  Look out for your courage, old cockywax; you may have something to try it presently!

	J. N.  Officer, arrest that pernicious foreigner.

	[Usher promenades once more.

	J. N. (Aside: I don’t like it: I’m afraid there is something going to happen.)  (To Court) Mr. Hungary.

	Mr. H.  My lord and gentlemen of the Jury, the prisoner’s mingled levity and bitterness leaves me little to answer to.  I can only say, gentlemen of the Jury, that I am convinced that you will do your duty.  As to the evidence, I need make no lengthened comments on it, because I am sure his lordship will save me the trouble.  (Aside: Trust him!)  It is his habit—his laudable habit—to lead juries through the intricacies which beset unprofessional minds in dealing with evidence.  For the rest, there is little need to point out the weight of the irrefragible testimony of the sergeant and constable,—men trained to bring forward those portions of the facts which come under their notice which are weighty.  I will not insult you, my lord, by pointing out to intelligent gentlemen in your presence how the evidence of the distinguished and illustrious personages so vexatiously called by the prisoner, so far from shaking the official evidence, really confirms it.  (Aside: I wonder what all that row is about?  I wish I were out of this and at home.)  Gentlemen of the Jury, I repeat that I expect you to do your duty and defend yourselves from the bloodthirsty designs of the dangerous revolutionist now before you.  (Aside: Well, now I’m off, and the sooner the better; there’s a row on somewhere.)  [Exit.

	J. N.  Gentlemen of the Jury, I need not expatiate to you on the importance of the case before you.  There are two charges brought against the prisoner, but one so transcends the other in importance—nay, I may say swallows it up—that I imagine your attention will be almost wholly fixed on that—the charge of conspiring and inciting to riot.  Besides, on the lesser charge the evidence is so simple and crystal-clear that I need but allude to it.  I will only remark on the law of the case, that committing an obstruction is a peculiar offence, since it is committed by everyone who, being in a public thoroughfare, does not walk briskly through the streets from his starting-place to his goal.  p. 20There is no need to show that some other person is hindered by him in his loitering, since obviously that might be the case; and besides, his loitering might hinder another from forming in his mind a legitimate wish to be there, and so might do him a very special and peculiar injury.  In fact, gentlemen, it has been doubted whether this grave offence of obstruction is not always being committed by everybody, as a corollary to the well-known axiom in physics that two bodies cannot occupy the same space at one and the same time.  So much, gentlemen, for the lesser accusation.  As to the far more serious one, I scarcely know in what words to impress upon you the gravity of the accusation.  The crime is an attack on the public safety, gentlemen; if it has been committed, gentlemen—if it has been committed.  On that point you are bound by your oaths to decide according to the evidence; and I must tell you that the learned counsel was in error when he told you that I should direct your views as to that evidence.  It is for you to say whether you believe that the witnesses were speaking what was consonant with truth.  But I am bound to point out to you that whereas the evidence for the prosecution was clear, definite, and consecutive, that for the defence had no such pretensions.  Indeed, gentlemen, I am at a loss to discover why the prisoner put those illustrious and respectable personages to so much trouble and inconvenience merely to confirm in a remarkable way the evidence of the sergeant and the constable.  His Grace the Archbishop said that there were but three persons present when the prisoner began speaking; but he has told us very clearly that before the end of the discourse there were ten, or more.  You must look at those latter words, or more, as a key to reconcile the apparent discrepancy between his Grace’s evidence and that of constable Potlegoff.  This, however, is a matter of little importance, after what I have told you about the law in the case of obstruction.  His Grace’s clear remembrance of the horrible language of the prisoner, and the shuddering disgust that it produced on him, is a very different matter.  Although his remembrance of the ipsissima verba does not quite tally with that of the constable, it is clear that both the Archbishop and the policeman have noted the real significance of what was said: The owners of this capital, said the prisoner—

	J. F.  I said nothing of the kind.

	J. N.  Yes you did, sir.  Those were the very words you said: I have got it down in my notes of his Grace’s evidence.  What is the use of your denying it, when your own witness gives evidence of it?  Hold your tongue, sir.—And the workingmen, says the prisoner, must take the matter into their own hands.  Take it p. 21into their own hands, gentlemen, and take the matter into their hands.  What matter are they to take into their hands?  Are we justified in thinking that the prisoner was speaking metaphorically?  Gentlemen, I must tell you that the maxim that in weighing evidence you need not go beyond the most direct explanation guides us here; forbids us to think that the prisoner was speaking metaphorically, and compels us to suppose that the matter which is to be in the hands of the workmen, their very hands, gentlemen, is—what?  Why, (in an awe-struck whisper) the bowels of the owners of the capital, that is of this metropolis—London!  Nor, gentlemen, are the means whereby those respectable persons, the owners of house property in London, to be disembowelled left doubtful: the raising of armed men by the million, concealed weapons, and an organisation capable of frustrating the search for them.  Nay, an article in the paper which impudently calls itself (reading the “Commonweal”) the official journal of the Socialist League, written by one Bax, who ought to be standing in the same dock with the prisoner—an article in which he attacks the sacredness of civilisation—is murky with the word dynamic or dynamite.  And you must not forget, gentlemen, that the prisoner accepts his responsibility for all these words and deeds.  With the utmost effrontery having pleaded “Not Guilty,” he says, “I am a Socialist and a Revolutionist”!—Thus much, gentlemen, my duty compels me to lay before you as to the legal character of the evidence.  But you must clearly understand that it rests with you and not with me to decide as to whether the evidence shows this man to be guilty.  It is you, gentlemen of the Jury, who are responsible for the verdict, whatever it may be; and I must be permitted to add that letting this man loose upon society will be a very heavy responsibility for you to accept.

	[The Jury consult: the noise outside increases.

	J. F. (Aside; Hilloa! what is going on?  I begin to think there’s a row up!)

	Foreman of the Jury.  My lord, we are agreed upon our verdict.

	J. N.  Do you find the prisoner at the bar “Guilty” or “Not Guilty”?

	F. of J.  Guilty, my lord.

	J. F.  Just so.

	J. N.  Prisoner at the bar, you have been fairly tried and found guilty by a jury of your fellow-countrymen of two most serious offences—crimes, I should say.  If I had not to pronounce sentence upon one whose conscience is seared and case-hardened to an unexampled degree, I might have some words to say to you.  p. 22(Aside: And also if I didn’t want to get out of this as quick as I can; for I’m sure there is some row going on.)  As it is, I will add no words to my sentence.  (Aside: I wish I were off, but let’s give it him hot and heavy!)  I sentence you to six years’ penal servitude and to pay a fine of £100.

	J. F.  Well, its pretty much what I expected of you.  As to the £100, don’t you wish you may get it; and as to the six years—

	[Great noise; “Marseillaise” sung quite close; hammering on the doors.

	J. F.  Hark! what’s that?

	J. N. (in a quavering voice).  Remove the prisoner!

	[Enter a Socialist ensign with a red flag in his hand.

	S. E.  Remove the prisoner!  Yes, that’s just what I’ve come to do, my lord.  The Tables are Turned now!

	J. N. (rising and prepared to go).  Arrest that man!

	S. E.  Yes, do—if you can.

	J. F.  What does it all mean, Bill?

	S. E.  The very beginning of it, Jack.  It seems we have not been sanguine enough.  The Revolution we were all looking forward to had been going on all along, and now the last act has begun.  The reactionists are fighting, and pretty badly too, for the soldiers are beginning to remember that they too belong to the “lower classes”—the lower classes—hurrah!  You must come along at once, Freeman; we shall want you in our quarter.  Don’t waste another minute with these fools.

	J. N. (screaming).  Help, help!  Murder, murder!

	S. E.  Murder!—murder a louse!  Who’s hurting you, old gentleman?  Don’t make such a noise.  We’ll try and make some use of you when we have time, but we must bustle now.  Come on, Jack.  Stop a bit, though; where’s the Clerk of the Court?  Oh, there!  Clerk, we shall want this Court-house almost directly to use for a free market for this district.  There have been too many people starving and half-starving this long time; and the first thing that we’ve got to see to is that every one has enough to eat, drink, and wear, and a proper roof over his head.

	J. N.  Murder! thieves! fire!

	S. E.  There, there!  Don’t make such a row, old fellow!  Get out of this, and bellow in the fields with the horned cattle, if you must bellow.  Perhaps they’ll want Courts of Justice now, as we don’t.  And as for you, good fellows, all give a cheer for the Social Revolution which has Turned the Tables; and so—to work—to work!

	[Judge screams and faints, and Curtain falls.

	p. 23PART II.

	SCENE.—The Fields near a Country Village; a Copse close by.  Time—After the Revolution.

	[Enter Citizen (late Justice) Nupkins.  He looks cautiously about to right and left, then sits down on the ground.]

	C. N.  Now I think I may safely take a little rest: all is quiet here.  Yet there are houses in the distance, and wherever there are houses now, there are enemies of law and order.  Well, at least, here is a good thick copse for me to hide in in case anybody comes.  What am I to do?  I shall be hunted down at last.  It’s true that those last people gave me a good belly-full, and asked me no questions; but they looked at me very hard.  One of these times they will bring me before a magistrate, and then it will be all over with me.  I shall be charged as a rogue and a vagabond, and made to give an account of myself; and then they will find out who I am, and then I shall be hanged—I shall be hanged—I, Justice Nupkins!  Ah, the happy days when I used to sentence people to be hanged!  How easy life was then, and now how hard!  [Hides his face in his hands and weeps.

	[Enter Mary Pinch, prettily dressed.]

	M. P.  How pleasant it is this morning!  These hot late summer mornings, when the first pears are ripening, and the wheat is nearly ready for cutting, and the river is low and weedy, remind me most of the times when I was a little freckle-faced child, when I was happy in spite of everything, though it was hard lines enough sometimes.  Well, well, I can think of those times with pleasure now; it’s like living the best of the early days over again, now we are so happy, and the children like to grow up straight and comely, and not having their poor little faces all creased into anxious lines.  Yes, I am my old self come to life again; it’s all like a pretty picture of the past days.  They were brave men. and good fellows who helped to bring it about: I feel almost like saying my prayers to them.  And yet there were people—yes, and poor people too—who couldn’t bear the idea of it.  I wonder what they think of it now.  I wish, sometimes, I could make people understand how I felt when they came to me in prison, where all things were so miserable that, heaven be praised! I can’t remember its misery now, and they brought Robert to me, and he hugged me and kissed me, and said, when he stood away from me a little, “Come, Mary, we are going home, and we’re going to be happy; for the rich people are gone, and p. 24there’s no more starving or stealing.”  And I didn’t know what he meant, but I saw such a look in his eyes and in the eyes of those who were with him, that my feet seemed scarcely on the ground; as if I were going to fly.  And how tired out I was with happiness before the day was done!  Just to think that my last-born child will not know what to be poor meant; and nobody will ever be able to make him understand it.  [Nupkins groans.]  Hilloa!  What’s the matter?  Why, there’s a man ill or in trouble; an oldish man, too.  Poor old fellow!  Citizen, what’s the matter?  How can I help you?

	C. N. (jumping up with a howl).  Ah, they are upon me!  That dreadful word “citizen”!  (Looks at M. P. and staggers back).  Oh, Lord! is it?  Yes, it is—the woman that I sentenced on that horrible morning, the last morning I adorned the judicial bench.

	M. P.  What is the matter?  And how badly you’re dressed; and you seem afraid.  What can you be afraid of?  If I am not afraid of the cows, I am sure you needn’t be—with your great thick stick, too.  (She looks at him and laughs, and says aside, Why to be sure, if it isn’t that silly, spiteful old man that sentenced me on the last of the bad days before we all got so happy together!)  (To N.)  Why, Mr. Nupkins—citizen—I remember you; you are an old acquaintance: I’ll go and call my husband.

	C. N.  Oh, no! no! don’t! please don’t!—(Aside: There, there, I’m done for—can I run away?—No use—perhaps I might soften her.  I used to be called eloquent—by the penny-a-liners.  I’ve made a jury cry—I think—let me try it.  Gentlemen of the Jury, remember the sad change in my client’s position! remember.—Oh, I’m going mad, I think—she remembers me)  (Kneels before her) Oh, woman, woman, spare me!  Let me crawl into the copse and die quietly there!

	M. P.  Spare you, citizen?  Well, I could have spared you once, well enough, and so could many another poor devil have done.  But as to dying in the copse, no, I really can’t let you do that.  You must come home to our house, and we’ll see what can be done with you.  It’s our old house, but really nice enough, now; all that pretty picture of plenty that I told you about on that day when you were so hard upon me has come to pass, and more.

	C. N.  Oh, no!  I can’t come!

	M. P.  Oh, yes; you can get as far as that, and we’ll give you something to eat and drink, and then you’ll be stronger.  It will really please me, if you’ll come; I’m like a child with a new toy, these days, and want to show new-comers all that’s going on.  Come along, and I’ll show you the pretty new hall they are building for our parish; it’s such a pleasure to stand and watch the p. 25lads at work there, as merry as grigs.  Hark! you may hear their trowels clinking from here.  And, Mr. Nupkins, you mustn’t think I stole those loaves; I really didn’t.

	C. N.  Oh, dear me!  Oh, dear me!  She wants to get me away and murder me!  I won’t go.

	M. P.  How can you talk such nonsense?  Why, on earth, should I murder you?

	C. N. (sobbing).  Judicially, judicially!

	M. P.  How silly you are!  I really don’t know what you mean.  Well, if you won’t come with me, I’m off; but you know where to go when you want your dinner.  But if you still owe me a grudge, which would be very silly of you, any of the people in the houses yonder will give you your food.  [Exit.

	C. N.  There!  She’s going to fetch some ferocious revolutionaries to make an end of me.  It’s no use trying to stop her now.  I will flee in another direction; perhaps I shan’t always meet people I’ve sentenced.

	[As he is going he runs up against William Joyce, once Socialist Ensign, entering from the other side.

	William Joyce.  Hilloa, citizen! look out! (looking at him)  But I say, what’s the matter with you?  You are queerly rigged.  Why, I haven’t seen a man in such a condition for many a long day.  You’re like an ancient ruin, a dream of past times.  No, really I don’t mean to hurt your feelings.  Can I do anything to help you?

	[C. N. covers his face with his hands and moans.

	W. J.  Hilloa!  Why, I’m blessed if it isn’t the old bird who was on the bench that morning, sentencing comrade Jack!  What’s he been doing, I wonder?  I say, don’t you remember me, citizen?  I’m the character who came in with the red flag that morning when you were playing the last of your queer games up yonder.  Cheer up, man! we’ll find something for you to do, though you have been so badly educated.

	C. N.  Spare me, I entreat you!  Don’t let it be known who I am, pray don’t, or I shall certainly be hanged.  Don’t hang me; give me hard labour for life, but don’t hang me!  Yes, I confess I was Judge Nupkins; but don’t give me up!  I’ll be your servant, your slave all my life; only don’t bring me before a magistrate.  They are so unfair, and so hard!

	W. J.  Well, what do you think of a judge, old fellow?

	C. N.  That’s nearly as bad, but not quite; because sometimes there’s a cantankerous blackguard on the jury who won’t convict, and insists on letting a man off.  But, please, pray think better p. 26of it, and let it be a private matter, if you must needs punish me.  I won’t bring an action against you, whatever you do.  Don’t make it a judicial matter!  Look here, I’ll sign a bond to be your servant for ever without wages if you will but feed me.  I suffer so from not having my meals regularly.  If you only knew how bad it is to be hungry and not to be sure of getting a meal.

	W. J.  Yes, Nupkins; but you see, I do know only too well—but that’s all gone by.  Yet, if you had only known that some time ago, or let’s say, guessed at it, it might have been the better for you now.

	C. N. (aside; Oh, how jeering and hard he looks!)  Oh, spare me, and don’t send me to the workhouse!  You’ve no idea how they bully people there.  I didn’t mean to be a bad or hard man; I didn’t indeed.

	W. J.  Well, I must say if you meant to be anything else, you botched the job!  But I suppose, in fact, you didn’t mean anything at all.—So much the worse for you.  (Aside: I must do a little cat and mouse with him).

	C. N.  Oh, spare me, spare me!  I’ll work so hard for you.  Keep it dark as to who I am.  It will be such an advantage you’re having me all to yourself.

	W. J.  Would it, indeed?  Well, I doubt that.

	C. N.  Oh, I think so.  I really am a good lawyer.

	W. J.  H’m, that would be rather less useful than a dead jackass—unless one came to the conclusion of making cat’s meat of you.

	C. N. (aside, Oh, I’m sick at heart at his hinted threats).  Mr. Socialist, don’t you see I could put you up to all sorts of dodges by which you could get hold of odds and ends of property—as I suppose you have some sort of property still—and the titles of the land must be very shaky just after a revolution?  I tell you I could put you up to things which would make you a person of great importance; as good as what a lord used to be.

	W. J. (aside, Oh, you old blackguard!  What’s bred in the bone won’t come out of the flesh.  I really must frighten the old coward a little; besides, the council has got to settle what’s to be done with him, or the old idiot will put us to shame by dying on our hands of fright and stupidity.)  (To N.)  Nupkins, I really don’t know what to do with you as a slave; I’m afraid that you would corrupt the morals of my children; that you would set them quarrelling and tell them lies.  There’s nothing for it but you must come before the Council of our Commune: they’ll meet presently under yonder tree this fine day.

	C. N.  No, no, don’t!  Pray let me go and drag out the remainder of a miserable existence without being brought before p. 27a magistrate and sent to prison!  You don’t know what a dreadful thing it is.

	W. J.  You’re wrong again, Nupkins.  I know all about it.  The stupid red tape that hinders the Court from getting at the truth; the impossibility of making your stupid judge understand the real state of the case, because he is not thinking of you and your life as a man, but of a set of rules drawn up to allow men to make money of other people’s misfortunes; and then to prison with you; and your miserable helplessness in the narrow cell, and the feeling as if you must be stifled; and not even a pencil to write with, or knife to whittle with, or even a pocket to put anything in.  I don’t say anything about the starvation diet, because other people besides prisoners were starved or half-starved.  Oh, Nupkins, Nupkins! it’s a pity you couldn’t have thought of all this before.

	C. N. (aside: Oh, what terrible revenge is he devising for me?) (to W. J.)  Sir, sir, let me slip away before the Court meets.  (Aside: A pretty Court, out in the open-air!  Much they’ll know about law!)

	W. J.  Citizen Nupkins, don’t you stir from here!  You’ll see another old acquaintance presently—Jack Freeman, whom you were sending off to six years of it when the red flag came in that day.—And in good time here he is.

	[Enter Jack Freeman, sauntering in dressed in a blouse, smoking, a billycock on his head, and his hands in his pockets.

	W. J.  There’s your judge, Citizen Nupkins!  No, Jack, you needn’t take your hands out of your pockets to shake hands with me; I know your ways and your manners.  But look here! (pointing to Nupkins).

	J. F.  Why, what next?  There’s no mistaking him, it’s my old acquaintance Mr. Justice Nupkins.  Why you seem down on your luck, neighbour.  What can I do to help you?

	[Nupkins moans.

	W. J. (winking at Freeman).  You’ve got to try him, Jack.

	J. F.  Why, what has he been doing?  (Aside, I say, old fellow, what game are you up to now?)

	W. J.  Doing? why nothing.  That’s just it; something must be done with him.  He must come before the council: but I’m afraid he’s not of much use to anyone.  (Aside, I say, Jack, he is a mere jelly of fear: thinks that we are going to kill him and eat him, I believe.  I must carry it on a little longer; don’t spoil all my fun.)

	p. 28J. F. (Aside, to W. J.)  Well, certainly he deserves it, but take care that he doesn’t die of fear on your hands, Bill.  (Aloud) Well, the council will meet in a minute or two, and then we will take his case.

	C. N. (to J. F.)  Oh, sir, sir, spare me and don’t judge me!  I’ll be servant to you all my life!

	W. J.  Why Nupkins, what’s this?  You promised to be a servant to me!

	J. F.  Citizen Nupkins, I really must say thank-you for nothing.  What the deuce could I do with a servant?  Now don’t you trouble yourself; the council will see to your affairs.  And in good time here come the neighbours.

	[Enter the Neighbours, Robert Pinch, Mart Pinch, and others.

	W. J.  Now for it, Nupkins!  Bear your own troubles as well as you used to bear other peoples’, and then you’ll do very well.

	Jack Freeman takes his seat on the ground under the tree, the others standing and sitting about him: William Joyce makes a show of guarding Nupkins, at which the neighbours look rather astonished; but he nods and winks to them, and they see there is some joke toward and say nothing.

	J. F.  Well, neighbours, what’s the business to-day?

	1st Neighbour.  I have to report that three loads of that oak for the hall-roof have come to hand; it’s well-seasoned good timber, so there need be no hitch in the building now.

	2nd Neighbour.  Well, chairman, we sent off the wool to the north-country communes last week, and they are quite satisfied with it.  Their cloth has come to hand rather better than worse than the old sample.

	3rd Neighbour.  I have to report that the new wheel at the silk mill is going now, and makes a very great improvement.  It gives us quite enough power even when the water is small; so we shan’t want a steam-engine after all.

	J. F.  When do we begin wheat harvest?

	3rd Neighbour.  Next Thursday in the ten-acre; the crop is heavy and the weather looks quite settled; so we shall have a jolly time of it.

	J. F.  Well, I’m glad I know in good time; for I never like to miss seeing the first row of reapers going into the corn.  Is there anything else?

	W. J.  Well, there’s one troublesome business, chairman (looks p. 29at C. N., who trembles and moans).  There’s that dog we caught, that thief, that useless beast.  What is to be done with him?

	C. N. (Aside, That’s me! that’s me!  To think that a justice should be spoken of in such language!  What am I to do?  What am I to do?)

	2nd Neighbour.  Well, chairman, I think we must shoot him.  Once a thief always a thief, you see, with that kind of brute.  I’m sorry, because he has been so badly brought up; and though he is an ugly dog, he is big and burly; but I must say that I think it must be done, and as soon as possible.  He’ll be after the girls if we don’t do it at once!

	C. N. (Aside: What! have they got hold of that story, then?)

	J. F.  Well, neighbours, what’s to be said? anybody against it?  Is this unpleasant business agreed to?

	All.  Agreed, agreed.

	J. F.  Well, then, let the dog be shot.  Bill, it’s your turn for an ugly job this time: you must do it.

	W. J.  Well, if it must be, it must.  I’ll go and get a gun in a minute.

	C. N.  Oh, God! to think of their disposing of a fellow-man’s life with so little ceremony!  And probably they will go and eat their dinners afterwards and think nothing of it.  (Throwing himself on his knees before Jack Freeman.)  Oh, your Socialist worship!  Oh, citizen my lord! spare me, spare me!  Send me to prison, load me with chains, but spare my life!

	J. F.  Why, what ails the man?  Chains! we don’t use chains for that sort of thing.  They’re good to fasten up boats with, and for carts, and such like; so why should we waste them by ornamenting you with them?  And as to prison, we can’t send you to prison, because we haven’t got one.  How could we have one? who would be the jailer?  No, no; we can’t be bothered with you in prison.  You must learn to behave decently.

	C. N.  What! have you no punishment but death, then?  O! what am I to do? what am I to do?

	1st Neighbour.  Do?  Why, behave decently.

	C. N.  But how can I behave decently when I’m dead?  (Moans.)

	2nd Neighbour.  But, neighbour, you must die some time or another, you know.  Make the most of your time while you are alive.

	C. N.  Have you the heart to say such things to a man whom you are going to shoot in a few minutes?  How horrible!  Oh, look here! if you haven’t got a prison, build one for me! or make one out of a cellar, and lock me up in it; but don’t shoot me—don’t!

	p. 30W. J.  Well, old acquaintance, to want a prison all to your own cheek!  This is individualism, with a vengeance!  It beats Auberon Herbert.  But who is going to shoot you?

	C. N.  Why, you.  He said shoot the dog (weeping).

	W. J.  Well, citizen, I must say that either your estimate of yourself is modest, or your conscience is bad, that you must take that title to yourself!  No; it is a bad business, but not so bad as that.  It’s not you that we’re going to shoot, but a poor devil of a dog—a real dog, with a tail, you know—who has taken to killing sheep.  And I’m sorry to say that social ethics have given me the job of shooting him.  But come, now, you shall do it for me: you used to be a great upholder of capital punishment.

	C. N.  But what are you going to do with me, then?  How are you going to punish me?

	J. F.  Punish you? how can we punish you? who do you think is going to do such work as that!  People punish others because they like to; and we don’t like to.  Once more, learn to live decently.

	G. N.  But how am I to live?

	J. F.  You must work a little.

	C. N.  But what at, since you object to lawyers?

	J. F.  Look round you, friend, at the fields all yellowing for harvest,—we will find you work to do.

	C. N. (Aside: Ah, I see.  This means hard labour for life, after all.  Well, I must submit.  Unhappy Nupkins!  To Freeman)  But who is to employ me?  You will have to find me a master; and perhaps he won’t like to employ me.

	J. F.  My friend, we no more have masters than we have prisons: the first make the second.  You must employ yourself: and you must also employ something else.

	C. N.  What?  I don’t understand.

	J. F.  Mother Earth, and the traditions and devices of all the generations of men whom she has nourished.  All that is for you, Nupkins, if you only knew it.

	C. N.  I still do not comprehend your apologue.

	J. F.  No?  Well, we must put aside abstractions and get to the concrete.  What’s this, citizen? (showing a spade.)

	C. N.  That is an instrument for effodiation.

	J. F.  Otherwise called a spade.  Well, to use your old jargon, citizen, the sentence of this court is that you do take this instrument of effodiation, commonly called a spade, and that you do effodiate your livelihood therewith; in other words, that you do dig potatoes and other roots and worts during the pleasure of this court.  And, to drop jargon, since you are so badly educated p. 31our friend Robert Pinch—Mary’s husband—will show you how to do it.  Is that agreed to, neighbours?

	All.  Agreed, agreed.

	W. J. (rather surlily).  I don’t think he will get on well.  Now he knows we are not going to serve him out, he is beginning to look sour on us for being happy.  You see, he will be trying some of his old lawyers’ tricks again.

	J. F.  Well, Bill, it won’t much matter.  He can’t hurt us; so we will hope the best for him.

	M. P.  Should we hurt his feelings by being a little merry in his presence now?

	J. F.  Well, I think we may risk it.  Let those of you who are not too lazy to dance, as I am, do so to the tune that sprang up at the dawn of freedom in the days of our great-grandfathers.

	[They dance round Citizen Nupkins, singing the following words to the tune of the “Carmagnole”:

	What’s this that the days and the days have done?

	Man’s lordship over man hath gone.

	How fares it, then, with high and low?

	Equal on earth, they thrive and grow.

	Bright is the sun for everyone;

	Dance we, dance we the Carmagnole.

	How deal ye, then, with pleasure and pain?

	Alike we share and bear the twain.

	And what’s the craft whereby ye live?

	Earth and man’s work to all men give.

	How crown ye excellence of worth?

	With leave to serve all men on earth.

	What gain that lordship’s past and done?

	World’s wealth for all and every one.

	[Freeman and Nupkins come to the front.

	* * * * *

	J. F.  Well, Nupkins, you see you have got the better of us damned Socialists after all.  For in times past you used to bully us and send us to prison and hang us, and we had to put up with p. 32it; and now you and yours are no longer masters, there are no masters, and there is nobody to bully you.  How do you like it, old fellow? (clapping him on the shoulder.)

	C. N. (bursting into tears).  A world without lawyers!—oh, dear! oh, dear!  To think that I should have to dig potatoes and see everybody happy!

	J. F.  Well, Nupkins, you must bear it.  And for my part, I can’t be very sorry that you feel it so keenly.  When scoundrels lament that they can no longer be scoundrels for lack of opportunity, it is certain that the tables are turned.

	THE END.
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	BOOK ONE

	The Road Unto Love

	 

	CHAPTER 1

	The Sundering of the Ways

	Long ago there was a little land, over which ruled a regulus or kinglet, who was called King Peter, though his kingdom was but little. He had four sons whose names were Blaise, Hugh, Gregory and Ralph: of these Ralph was the youngest, whereas he was but of twenty winters and one; and Blaise was the oldest and had seen thirty winters.

	Now it came to this at last, that to these young men the kingdom of their father seemed strait; and they longed to see the ways of other men, and to strive for life. For though they were king's sons, they had but little world's wealth; save and except good meat and drink, and enough or too much thereof; house-room of the best; friends to be merry with, and maidens to kiss, and these also as good as might be; freedom withal to come and go as they would; the heavens above them, the earth to bear them up, and the meadows and acres, the woods and fair streams, and the little hills of Upmeads, for that was the name of their country and the kingdom of King Peter.

	So having nought but this little they longed for much; and that the more because, king's sons as they were, they had but scant dominion save over their horses and dogs: for the men of that country were stubborn and sturdy vavassors, and might not away with masterful doings, but were like to pay back a blow with a blow, and a foul word with a buffet. So that, all things considered, it was little wonder if King Peter's sons found themselves straitened in their little land: wherein was no great merchant city; no mighty castle, or noble abbey of monks: nought but fair little halls of yeomen, with here and there a franklin's court or a shield-knight's manor-house; with many a goodly church, and whiles a house of good canons, who knew not the road to Rome, nor how to find the door of the Chancellor's house.

	So these young men wearied their father and mother a long while with telling them of their weariness, and their longing to be gone: till at last on a fair and hot afternoon of June King Peter rose up from the carpet which the Prior of St. John's by the Bridge had given him (for he had been sleeping thereon amidst the grass of his orchard after his dinner) and he went into the hall of his house, which was called the High House of Upmeads, and sent for his four sons to come to him. And they came and stood before his high-seat and he said:

	"Sons, ye have long wearied me with words concerning your longing for travel on the roads; now if ye verily wish to be gone, tell me when would ye take your departure if ye had your choice?"

	They looked at one another, and the three younger ones nodded at Blaise the eldest: so he began, and said: "Saving the love and honour that we have for thee, and also for our mother, we would be gone at once, even with the noon's meat still in our bellies. But thou art the lord in this land, and thou must rule. Have I said well, brethren?" And they all said "Yea, yea." Then said the king; "Good! now is the sun high and hot; yet if ye ride softly ye may come to some good harbour before nightfall without foundering your horses. So come ye in an hour's space to the Four-want-way, and there and then will I order your departure."

	The young men were full of joy when they heard his word; and they departed and went this way and that, gathering such small matters as each deemed that he needed, and which he might lightly carry with him; then they armed themselves, and would bid the squires bring them their horses; but men told them that the said squires had gone their ways already to the Want-way by the king's commandment: so thither they went at once a-foot all four in company, laughing and talking together merrily.

	It must be told that this Want-way aforesaid was but four furlongs from the House, which lay in an ingle of the river called Upmeads Water amongst very fair meadows at the end of the upland tillage; and the land sloped gently up toward the hill-country and the unseen mountains on the north; but to the south was a low ridge which ran along the water, as it wound along from west to east. Beyond the said ridge, at a place whence you could see the higher hills to the south, that stretched mainly east and west also, there was presently an end of the Kingdom of Upmeads, though the neighbours on that side were peaceable and friendly, and were wont to send gifts to King Peter. But toward the north beyond the Want-way King Peter was lord over a good stretch of land, and that of the best; yet was he never a rich man, for he had no freedom to tax and tail his folk, nor forsooth would he have used it if he had; for he was no ill man, but kindly and of measure. On these northern marches there was war at whiles, whereas they ended in a great forest well furnished of trees; and this wood was debateable, and King Peter and his sons rode therein at their peril: but great plenty was therein of all wild deer, as hart, and buck, and roe, and swine, and bears and wolves withal. The lord on the other side thereof was a mightier man than King Peter, albeit he was a bishop, and a baron of Holy Church. To say sooth he was a close-fist and a manslayer; though he did his manslaying through his vicars, the knights and men-at-arms who held their manors of him, or whom he waged.

	In that forest had King Peter's father died in battle, and his eldest son also; therefore, being a man of peace, he rode therein but seldom, though his sons, the three eldest of them, had both ridden therein and ran therefrom valiantly. As for Ralph the youngest, his father would not have him ride the Wood Debateable as yet.

	So came those young men to the Want-ways, and found their father sitting there on a heap of stones, and over against him eight horses, four destriers, and four hackneys, and four squires withal. So they came and stood before their father, waiting for his word, and wondering what it would be.

	Now spake King Peter: "Fair sons, ye would go on all adventure to seek a wider land, and a more stirring life than ye may get of me at home: so be it! But I have bethought me, that, since I am growing old and past the age of getting children, one of you, my sons, must abide at home to cherish me and your mother, and to lead our carles in war if trouble falleth upon us. Now I know not how to choose by mine own wit which of you shall ride and which abide. For so it is that ye are diverse of your conditions; but the evil conditions which one of you lacks the other hath, and the valiancy which one hath, the other lacks. Blaise is wise and prudent, but no great man of his hands. Hugh is a stout rider and lifter, but headstrong and foolhardy, and over bounteous a skinker; and Gregory is courteous and many worded, but sluggish in deed; though I will not call him a dastard. As for Ralph, he is fair to look on, and peradventure he may be as wise as Blaise, as valiant as Hugh, and as smooth-tongued as Gregory; but of all this we know little or nothing, whereas he is but young and untried. Yet may he do better than you others, and I deem that he will do so. All things considered, then, I say, I know not how to choose between you, my sons; so let luck choose for me, and ye shall draw cuts for your roads; and he that draweth longest shall go north, and the next longest shall go east, and the third straw shall send the drawer west; but as to him who draweth the shortest cut, he shall go no whither but back again to my house, there to abide with me the chances and changes of life; and it is most like that this one shall sit in my chair when I am gone, and be called King of Upmeads.

	"Now, my sons, doth this ordinance please you? For if so be it doth not, then may ye all abide at home, and eat of my meat, and drink of my cup, but little chided either for sloth or misdoing, even as it hath been aforetime."

	The young men looked at one another, and Blaise answered and said: "Sir, as for me I say we will do after your commandment, to take what road luck may show us, or to turn back home again." They all yeasaid this one after the other; and then King Peter said: "Now before I draw the cuts, I shall tell you that I have appointed the squires to go with each one of you. Richard the Red shall go with Blaise; for though he be somewhat stricken in years, and wise, yet is he a fierce carle and a doughty, and knoweth well all feats of arms.

	"Lancelot Longtongue shall be squire to Hugh; for he is good of seeming and can compass all courtesy, and knoweth logic (though it be of the law and not of the schools), yet is he a proper man of his hands; as needs must he be who followeth Hugh; for where is Hugh, there is trouble and debate.

	"Clement the Black shall serve Gregory: for he is a careful carle, and speaketh one word to every ten deeds that he doeth; whether they be done with point and edge, or with the hammer in the smithy.

	"Lastly, I have none left to follow thee, Ralph, save Nicholas Longshanks; but though he hath more words than I have, yet hath he more wisdom, and is a man lettered and far-travelled, and loveth our house right well.

	"How say ye, sons, is this to your liking?"

	They all said "yea." Then quoth the king; "Nicholas, bring hither the straws ready dight, and I will give them my sons to draw."

	So each young man came up in turn and drew; and King Peter laid the straws together and looked at them, and said:

	"Thus it is, Hugh goeth north with Lancelot, Gregory westward with Clement." He stayed a moment and then said: "Blaise fareth eastward and Richard with him. As for thee, Ralph my dear son, thou shalt back with me and abide in my house and I shall see thee day by day; and thou shalt help me to live my last years happily in all honour; and thy love shall be my hope, and thy valiancy my stay."

	Therewith he arose and threw his arm about the young man's neck; but he shrank away a little from his father, and his face grew troubled; and King Peter noted that, and his countenance fell, and he said:

	"Nay nay, my son; grudge not thy brethren the chances of the road, and the ill-hap of the battle. Here at least for thee is the bounteous board and the full cup, and the love of kindred and well-willers, and the fellowship of the folk. O well is thee, my son, and happy shalt thou be!"

	But the young man knit his brows and said no word in answer.

	Then came forward those three brethren who were to fare at all adventure, and they stood before the old man saying nought. Then he laughed and said: "O ho, my sons! Here in Upmeads have ye all ye need without money, but when ye fare in the outlands ye need money; is it not a lack of yours that your pouches be bare? Abide, for I have seen to it."

	Therewith he drew out of his pouch three little bags, and said; "Take ye each one of these; for therein is all that my treasury may shed as now. In each of these is there coined money, both white and red, and some deal of gold uncoined, and of rings and brooches a few, and by estimation there is in each bag the same value reckoned in lawful silver of Upmeads and the Wolds and the Overhill-Countries. Take up each what there is, and do the best ye may therewith."

	Then each took his bag, and kissed and embraced his father; and they kissed Ralph and each other, and so got to horse and departed with their squires, going softly because of the hot sun. But Nicholas slowly mounted his hackney and led Ralph's war-horse with him home again to King Peter's House.

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 2

	Ralph Goeth Back Home to the High House

	Ralph and King Peter walked slowly home together, and as they went King Peter fell to telling of how in his young days he rode in the Wood Debateable, and was belated there all alone, and happed upon men who were outlaws and wolfheads, and feared for his life; but they treated him kindly, and honoured him, and saw him safe on his way in the morning. So that never thereafter would he be art and part with those who hunted outlaws to slay them. "For," said he, "it is with these men as with others, that they make prey of folk; yet these for the more part prey on the rich, and the lawful prey on the poor. Otherwise it is with these wolfheads as with lords and knights and franklins, that as there be bad amongst them, so also there be good; and the good ones I happed on, and so may another man."

	Hereto paid Ralph little heed at that time, since he had heard the tale and its morality before, and that more than once; and moreover his mind was set upon his own matters and these was he pondering. Albeit perchance the words abode with him. So came they to the House, and Ralph's mother, who was a noble dame, and well-liking as for her years, which were but little over fifty, stood in the hall-door to see which of her sons should come back to her, and when she saw them coming together, she went up to them, and cast her arms about Ralph and kissed him and caressed him—being exceeding glad that it was he and not one of the others who had returned to dwell with them; for he was her best-beloved, as was little marvel, seeing that he was by far the fairest and the most loving. But Ralph's face grew troubled again in his mother's arms, for he loved her exceeding well; and forsooth he loved the whole house and all that dwelt there, down to the turnspit dogs in the chimney ingle, and the swallows that nested in the earthen bottles, which when he was little he had seen his mother put up in the eaves of the out-bowers: but now, love or no love, the spur was in his side, and he must needs hasten as fate would have him. However, when he had disentangled himself from his mother's caresses, he enforced himself to keep a cheerful countenance, and upheld it the whole evening through, and was by seeming merry at supper, and went to bed singing.

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 3

	Ralph Cometh to the Cheaping-Town

	He slept in an upper chamber in a turret of the House, which chamber was his own, and none might meddle with it. There the next day he awoke in the dawning, and arose and clad himself, and took his wargear and his sword and spear, and bore all away without doors to the side of the Ford in that ingle of the river, and laid it for a while in a little willow copse, so that no chance-comer might see it; then he went back to the stable of the House and took his destrier from the stall (it was a dapple-grey horse called Falcon, and was right good,) and brought him down to the said willow copse, and tied him to a tree till he had armed himself amongst the willows, whence he came forth presently as brisk-looking and likely a man-at-arms as you might see on a summer day. Then he clomb up into the saddle, and went his ways splashing across the ford, before the sun had arisen, while the throstle-cocks were yet amidst their first song.

	Then he rode on a little trot south away; and by then the sun was up he was without the bounds of Upmeads; albeit in the land thereabout dwelt none who were not friends to King Peter and his sons: and that was well, for now were folk stirring and were abroad in the fields; as a band of carles going with their scythes to the hay-field; or a maiden with her milking-pails going to her kine, barefoot through the seeding grass; or a company of noisy little lads on their way to the nearest pool of the stream that they might bathe in the warm morning after the warm night. All these and more knew him and his armour and Falcon his horse, and gave him the sele of the day, and he was nowise troubled at meeting them; for besides that they thought it no wonder to meet one of the lords of Upmeads going armed about his errands, their own errands were close at home, and it was little likely that they should go that day so far as to Upmeads Water, seeing that it ran through the meadows a half-score miles to the north-ward.

	So Ralph rode on, and came into the high road, that led one way back again into Upmeads, and crossed the Water by a fair bridge late builded between King Peter and a house of Canons on the north side, and the other way into a good cheaping-town hight Wulstead, beyond which Ralph knew little of the world which lay to the south, and seemed to him a wondrous place, full of fair things and marvellous adventures.

	So he rode till he came into the town when the fair morning was still young, the first mass over, and maids gathered about the fountain amidst the market-place, and two or three dames sitting under the buttercross. Ralph rode straight up to the house of a man whom he knew, and had often given him guesting there, and he himself was not seldom seen in the High House of Upmeads. This man was a merchant, who went and came betwixt men's houses, and bought and sold many things needful and pleasant to folk, and King Peter dealt with him much and often. Now he stood in the door of his house, which was new and goodly, sniffing the sweet scents which the morning wind bore into the town; he was clad in a goodly long gown of grey welted with silver, of thin cloth meet for the summer-tide: for little he wrought with his hands, but much with his tongue; he was a man of forty summers, ruddy-faced and black-bearded, and he was called Clement Chapman.

	When he saw Ralph he smiled kindly on him, and came and held his stirrup as he lighted down, and said: "Welcome, lord! Art thou come to give me a message, and eat and drink in a poor huckster's house, and thou armed so gallantly?"

	Ralph laughed merrily, for he was hungry, and he said: "Yea, I will eat and drink with thee and kiss my gossip, and go my ways."

	Therewith the carle led him into the house; and if it were goodly without, within it was better. For there was a fair chamber panelled with wainscot well carven, and a cupboard of no sorry vessels of silver and latten: the chairs and stools as fair as might be; no king's might be better: the windows were glazed, and there were flowers and knots and posies in them; and the bed was hung with goodly web from over sea such as the soldan useth. Also, whereas the chapman's ware-bowers were hard by the chamber, there was a pleasant mingled smell therefrom floating about. The table was set with meat and drink and vessel of pewter and earth, all fair and good; and thereby stood the chapman's wife, a very goodly woman of two-score years, who had held Ralph at the font when she was a slim damsel new wedded; for she was come of no mean kindred of the Kingdom of Upmeads: her name was Dame Katherine.

	Now she kissed Ralph's cheek friendly, and said: "Welcome, gossip! thou art here in good time to break thy fast; and we will give thee a trim dinner thereafter, when thou hast been here and there in the town and done thine errand; and then shalt thou drink a cup and sing me a song, and so home again in the cool of the evening."

	Ralph seemed a little troubled at her word, and he said: "Nay, gossip, though I thank thee for all these good things as though I had them, yet must I ride away south straightway after I have breakfasted, and said one word to the goodman. Goodman, how call ye the next town southward, and how far is it thither?"

	Quoth Clement: "My son, what hast thou to do with riding south? As thou wottest, going hence south ye must presently ride the hill-country; and that is no safe journey for a lonely man, even if he be a doughty knight like to thee, lord."

	Said Ralph, reddening withal: "I have an errand that way."

	"An errand of King Peter's or thine own?" said Clement.

	"Of King Peter's, if ye must wot," said Ralph.

	Clement were no chapman had he not seen that the lad was lying; so he said:

	"Fair lord, saving your worship, how would it be as to the speeding of King Peter's errand, if I brought thee before our mayor, and swore the peace against thee; so that I might keep thee in courteous prison till I had sent to thy father of thy whereabouts?"

	The young man turned red with anger; but ere he could speak Dame Katherine said sharply: "Hold thy peace, Clement! What hast thou to meddle or make in the matter? If our young lord hath will to ride out and see the world, why should we let him? Yea, why should his father let him, if it come to that? Take my word for it that my gossip shall go through the world and come back to those that love him, as goodly as he went forth. And hold! here is for a token thereof."

	Therewith she went to an ark that stood in the corner, and groped in the till thereof and brought out a little necklace of blue and green stones with gold knobs betwixt, like a pair of beads; albeit neither pope nor priest had blessed them; and tied to the necklace was a little box of gold with something hidden therein. This gaud she gave to Ralph, and said to him: "Gossip, wear this about thy neck, and let no man take it from thee, and I think it will be salvation to thee in peril, and good luck to thee in the time of questing; so that it shall be to thee as if thou hadst drunk of the WELL AT THE WORLD'S END."

	"What is that water?" said Ralph, "and how may I find it?"

	"I know not rightly," she said, "but if a body might come by it, I hear say it saveth from weariness and wounding and sickness; and it winneth love from all, and maybe life everlasting. Hast thou not heard tell of it, my husband?"

	"Yea," said the chapman, "many times; and how that whoso hath drunk thereof hath the tongue that none may withstand, whether in buying or selling, or prevailing over the hearts of men in any wise. But as for its wherabouts, ye shall not find it in these parts. Men say that it is beyond the Dry Tree; and that is afar, God wot! But now, lord Ralph, I rede thee go back again this evening with Andrew, my nephew, for company: forsooth, he will do little less gainful than riding with thee to Upmeads than if he abide in Wulstead; for he is idle. But, my lord, take it not amiss that I spake about the mayor and the tipstaves; for it was but a jest, as thou mayest well wot."

	Ralph's face cleared at that word, and he stood smiling, weighing the chaplet in his hand; but Dame Katherine said:

	"Dear gossip, do it on speedily; for it is a gift from me unto thee: and from a gossip even king's sons may take a gift."

	Quoth Ralph: "But is it lawful to wear it? is there no wizardry within it?"

	"Hearken to him!" she said, "and how like unto a man he speaketh; if there were a brawl in the street, he would strike in and ask no word thereof, not even which were the better side: whereas here is my falcon-chick frighted at a little gold box and a pair of Saracen beads."

	"Well," quoth Ralph, "the first holy man I meet shall bless them for me."

	"That shall he not," said the dame, "that shall he not. Who wotteth what shall betide to thee or me if he do so? Come, do them on, and then to table! For seest thou not that the goodman is wearying for meat? and even thine eyes will shine the brighter for a mouthful, king's son and gossip."

	She took him by the hand and did the beads on his neck and kissed and fondled him before he sat down, while the goodman looked on, grinning rather sheepishly, but said nought to them; and only called on his boy to lead the destrier to stable. So when they were set down, the chapman took up the word where it had been dropped, and said: "So, Lord Ralph, thou must needs take to adventures, being, as thou deemest, full grown. That is all one as the duck taketh to water despite of the hen that hath hatched her. Well, it was not to be thought that Upmeads would hold you lords much longer. Or what is gone with my lords your brethren?"

	Said Ralph: "They have departed at all adventure, north, east, and west, each bearing our father's blessing and a bag of pennies. And to speak the truth, goodman, for I perceive I am no doctor at lying, my father and mother would have me stay at home when my brethren were gone, and that liketh me not; therefore am I come out to seek my luck in the world: for Upmeads is good for a star-gazer, maybe, or a simpler, or a priest, or a worthy good carle of the fields, but not for a king's son with the blood running hot in his veins. Or what sayest thou, gossip?"

	Quoth the dame: "I could weep for thy mother; but for thee nought at all. It is good that thou shouldest do thy will in the season of youth and the days of thy pleasure. Yea, and I deem that thou shalt come back again great and worshipful; and I am called somewhat foreseeing. Only look to it that thou keep the pretty thing that I have just given thee."

	"Well," said the chapman, "this is fine talk about pleasure and the doing of one's will; nevertheless a whole skin is good wares, though it be not to be cheapened in any market of the world. Now, lord, go thou where thou wilt, whether I say go or abide; and forsooth I am no man of King Peter's, that I should stay thee. As for the name of the next town, it is called Higham-on-the-Way, and is a big town plenteous of victuals, with strong walls and a castle, and a very rich abbey of monks: and there is peace within its walls, because the father abbot wages a many men to guard him and his, and to uphold his rights against all comers; wherein he doth wisely, and also well. For much folk flocketh to his town and live well therein; and there is great recourse of chapmen thither. No better market is there betwixt this and Babylon. Well, Sir Ralph, I rede thee if thou comest unhurt to Higham-on-the-Way, go no further for this time, but take service with the lord abbot, and be one of his men of war; thou may'st then become his captain if thou shouldest live; which would be no bad adventure for one who cometh from Upmeads."

	Ralph looked no brighter for this word, and he answered nought to it: but said presently:

	"And what is to be looked for beyond Higham if one goeth further? Dost thou know the land any further?"

	The carle smiled: "Yea forsooth, and down to the Wood Perilous, and beyond it, and the lands beyond the Wood; and far away through them. I say not that I have been to the Dry Tree; but I have spoken to one who hath heard of him who hath seen it; though he might not come by a draught of the Well at the World's End."

	Ralph's eyes flashed, and his cheeks reddened as he listened hereto; but he spake quietly:

	"Master Clement, how far dost thou make it to Higham-on-the-Way?"

	"A matter of forty miles," said the Chapman; "because, as thou wottest, if ye ride south from hence, ye shall presently bring your nose up against the big downs, and must needs climb them at once; and when ye are at the top of Bear Hill, and look south away ye shall see nought but downs on downs with never a road to call a road, and never a castle, or church, or homestead: nought but some shepherd's hut; or at the most the little house of a holy man with a little chapel thereby in some swelly of the chalk, where the water hath trickled into a pool; for otherwise the place is waterless." Therewith he took a long pull at the tankard by his side, and went on:

	"Higham is beyond all that, and out into the fertile plain; and a little river hight Coldlake windeth about the meadows there; and it is a fair land; though look you the wool of the downs is good, good, good! I have foison of this year's fleeces with me. Ye shall raise none such in Upmeads."

	Ralph sat silent a little, as if pondering, and then he started up and said: "Good master Clement, we have eaten thy meat and thank thee for that and other matters. Wilt thou now be kinder, and bid thy boy bring round Falcon our horse; for we have far to go, and must begone straight-away."

	"Yea, lord," said Clement, "even so will I do." And he muttered under his breath; "Thou talkest big, my lad, with thy 'we'; but thou art pressed lest Nicholas be here presently to fetch thee back; and to say sooth I would his hand were on thy shoulder even now."

	Then he spake aloud again, and said:

	"I must now begone to my lads, and I will send one round with thy war-horse. But take my rede, my lord, and become the man of the Abbot of St. Mary's of Higham, and all will be well."

	Therewith he edged himself out of the chamber, and the dame fell to making a mighty clatter with the vessel and trenchers and cups on the board, while Ralph walked up and down the chamber his war-gear jingling upon him. Presently the dame left her table-clatter and came up to Ralph and looked kindly into his face and said: "Gossip, hast thou perchance any money?"

	He flushed up red, and then his face fell; yet he spake gaily: "Yea, gossip, I have both white and red: there are three golden crowns in my pouch, and a little flock of silver pennies: forsooth I say not as many as would reach from here to Upmeads, if they were laid one after the other."

	She smiled and patted his cheek, and said:

	"Thou art no very prudent child, king's son. But it comes into my mind that my master did not mean thee to go away empty-handed; else had he not departed and left us twain together."

	Therewith she went to the credence that stood in a corner, and opened a drawer therein and took out a little bag, and gave it into Ralph's hand, and said: "This is the gift of the gossip; and thou mayst take it without shame; all the more because if thy father had been a worser man, and a harder lord he would have had more to give thee. But now thou hast as much or more as any one of thy brethren."

	He took the bag smiling and shame-faced, but she looked on him fondly and said:

	"Now I know not whether I shall lay old Nicholas on thine heels when he cometh after thee, as come he will full surely; or whether I shall suffer the old sleuth-hound nose out thy slot of himself, as full surely he will set on to it."

	"Thou mightest tell him," said Ralph, "that I am gone to take service with the Abbot of St. Mary's of Higham: hah?"

	She laughed and said: "Wilt thou do so, lord, and follow the rede of that goodman of mine, who thinketh himself as wise as Solomon?"

	Ralph smiled and answered her nothing.

	"Well," she said, "I shall say what likes me when the hour is at hand. Lo, here! thine horse. Abide yet a moment of time, and then go whither thou needs must, like the wind of the summer day."

	Therewith she went out of the chamber and came back again with a scrip which she gave to Ralph and said: "Herein is a flask of drink for the waterless country, and a little meat for the way. Fare thee well, gossip! Little did I look for it when I rose up this morning and nothing irked me save the dulness of our town, and the littleness of men's doings therein, that I should have to cut off a piece of my life from me this morning, and say, farewell gossip, as now again I do."

	Therewith she kissed him on either cheek and embraced him; and it might be said of her and him that she let him go thereafter; for though as aforesaid he loved her, and praised her kindness, he scarce understood the eagerness of her love for him; whereas moreover she saw him not so often betwixt Upmeads and Wulstead: and belike she herself scarce understood it. Albeit she was a childless woman.

	So when he had got to horse, she watched him riding a moment, and saw how he waved his hand to her as he turned the corner of the market-place, and how a knot of lads and lasses stood staring on him after she lost sight of him. Then she turned her back into the chamber and laid her head on the table and wept. Then came in the goodman quietly and stood by her and she heeded him not. He stood grinning curiously on her awhile, and then laid his hand on her shoulder, and said as she raised her face to him:

	"Sweetheart, it availeth nought; when thou wert young and exceeding fair, he was but a little babe, and thou wert looking in those days to have babes of thine own; and then it was too soon: and now that he is such a beauteous young man, and a king's son withal, and thou art wedded to a careful carle of no weak heart, and thou thyself art more than two-score years old, it is too late. Yet thou didst well to give our lord the money. Lo! here is wherewithal to fill up the lack in thy chest; and here is a toy for thee in place of the pair of beads thou gavest him; and I bid thee look on it as if I had given him my share of the money and the beads."

	She turned to Clement, and took the bag of money, and the chaplet which he held out to her, and she said: "God wot thou art no ill man, my husband, but would God I had a son like to him!"

	She still wept somewhat; but the chapman said: "Let it rest there, sweetheart! let it rest there! It may be a year or twain before thou seest him again: and then belike he shall be come back with some woman whom he loves better than any other; and who knows but in a way he may deem himself our son. Meanwhile thou hast done well, sweetheart, so be glad."

	Therewith he kissed her and went his ways to his merchandize, and she to the ordering of her house, grieved but not unhappy.

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 4

	Ralph Rideth the Downs

	As for Ralph, he rode on with a merry heart, and presently came to an end of the plain country, and the great downs rose up before him with a white road winding up to the top of them. Just before the slopes began to rise was a little thorp beside a stream, and thereby a fair church and a little house of Canons: so Ralph rode toward the church to see if therein were an altar of St. Nicholas, who was his good lord and patron, that he might ask of him a blessing on his journey. But as he came up to the churchyard-gate he saw a great black horse tied thereto as if abiding some one; and as he lighted down from his saddle he saw a man coming hastily from out the church-door and striding swiftly toward the said gate. He was a big man, and armed; for he had a bright steel sallet on his head, which covered his face all save the end of his chin; and plates he had on his legs and arms. He wore a green coat over his armour, and thereon was wrought in gold an image of a tree leafless: he had a little steel axe about his neck, and a great sword hung by his side. Ralph stood looking on him with his hand on the latch of the gate, but when the man came thereto he tore it open roughly and shoved through at once, driving Ralph back, so that he well-nigh overset him, and so sprang to his horse and swung himself into the saddle, just as Ralph steadied himself and ruffled up to him, half drawing his sword from the scabbard the while. But the man-at-arms cried out, "Put it back, put it back! If thou must needs deal with every man that shoveth thee in his haste, thy life is like to be but short."

	He was settling himself in his saddle as he spoke, and now he shook his rein, and rode off speedily toward the hill-road. But when he was so far off that Ralph might but see his face but as a piece of reddish colour, he reined up for a moment of time, and turning round in his saddle lifted up his sallet and left his face bare, and cried out as if to Ralph, "The first time!" And then let the head-piece fall again, and set spurs to his horse and gallopped away.

	Ralph stood looking at him as he got smaller on the long white road, and wondering what this might mean, and how the unknown man should know him, if he did know him. But presently he let his wonder run off him, and went his ways into the church, wherein he found his good lord and friend St. Nicholas, and so said a paternoster before his altar, and besought his help, and made his offering; and then departed and gat to horse again, and rode softly the way to the downs, for the day was hot.

	The way was steep and winding, with a hollow cup of the hills below it, and above it a bent so steep that Ralph could see but a few yards of it on his left hand; but when he came to the hill's brow and could look down on the said bent, he saw strange figures on the face thereof, done by cutting away the turf so that the chalk might show clear. A tree with leaves was done on that hill-side, and on either hand of it a beast like a bear ramping up against the tree; and these signs were very ancient. This hill-side carving could not be seen from the thorp beneath, which was called Netherton, because the bent looked westward down into the hollow of the hill abovesaid; but from nigher to Wulstead they were clear to see, and Ralph had often beheld them, but never so nigh: and that hill was called after them Bear Hill. At the top of it was an earth-work of the ancient folk, which also was called Bear Castle. And now Ralph rode over the hill's brow into it; for the walls had been beaten down in places long and long ago.

	Now he rode up the wall, and at the topmost of it turned and looked aback on the blue country which he had ridden through stretching many a league below, and tried if he could pick out Upmeads from amongst the diverse wealth of the summer land: but Upmeads Water was hidden, and he could see nothing to be sure of to tell him whereabouts the High House stood; yet he deemed that he could make out the Debateable Wood and the hills behind it well enough. Then he turned his horse about, and had the down-country before him; long lines of hills to wit, one rising behind the other like the waves of a somewhat quiet sea: no trees thereon, nor houses that he might see thence: nought but a green road that went waving up and down before him greener than the main face of the slopes.

	He looked at it all for a minute or two as the south-west wind went past his ears, and played a strange tune on the innumerable stems of the bents and the hard-stalked blossoms, to which the bees sang counterpoint. Then the heart arose within him, and he drew the sword from the scabbard, and waved it about his head, and shook it toward the south, and cried out, "Now, welcome world, and be thou blessed from one end to the other, from the ocean sea to the uttermost mountains!"

	A while he held the white steel in his fist, and then sheathed the blade, and rode down soberly over the turf bridge across the ancient fosse, and so came on to the green road made many ages before by an ancient people, and so trotted south along fair and softly.

	Little is to be told of his journey through the downs: as he topped a low hill whereon were seven grave-mounds of the ancient folk in a row, he came on a shepherd lying amidst of his sheep: the man sprang to his feet when he heard horse-hoofs anigh him and saw the glint of steel, and he set his hand to a short spear which lay by him; but when he saw nought but Ralph, and heard how he gave him the sele of the day, he nodded his head in a friendly way, though he said nought in salutation; for the loneliness of the downs made the speech slow within him.

	Again some two miles further on Ralph met a flock of sheep coming down a bent which the road climbed, and with them were three men, their drovers, and they drew nigh him as he was amidst of the sheep, so that he could scarce see the way. Each of these three had a weapon; one a pole-axe, another a long spear, and the third a flail jointed and bound with iron, and an anlace hanging at his girdle. So they stood in the way and hailed him when the sheep were gone past; and the man with the spear asked him whither away. "I am turned toward Higham-on-the-Way," quoth he; "and how many miles shall I ride ere I get there?"

	Said one of them: "Little less than twenty, lord." Now it was past noon two hours, and the day was hot; so whereas the faces of the men looked kind and friendly, albeit somewhat rugged, he lighted down from his horse and sat down by the way-side, and drew his bottle of good wine from out of his wallet, and asked the men if they were in haste. "Nay, master," said he of the pole-axe, while all eyes turned to the bottle, "HE has gone by too long; and will neither meddle with us, nor may we deal with him."

	"Well then," quoth Ralph, "there is time for bever. Have ye ought of a cup, that we may drink to each other?"

	"Yea," said the carle with the anlace, "that have I." Therewith he drew from his pouch a ram's horn rimmed with silver, and held it up, and said as if he were speaking to it: "Now, Thirly, rejoice! for ye shall have lord's wine poured into thy maw."

	Therewith he held it out toward Ralph, who laughed and filled it up, and filled for himself a little silver cup which he carried, and said: "To you, shepherds! Much wool and little cry!" And he drank withal.

	"And I," quoth the man with the horn, "call this health; Much cry and little wool!"

	"Well, well, how mean ye by that, Greasy Wat?" said the man with the spear, taking the horn as he spake; "that is but a poor wish for a lord that drinketh out of our cup."

	Said Wat: "Why, neighbour, why! thy wit is none too hasty. The wool that a knight sheareth is war and battle; that is wounding and death; but the cry is the talk and boasting and minstrelsy that goeth before all this. Which is the best wish to wish him? the wounds and the death, or the fore-rumour and stir thereof which hurteth no man?"

	Ralph laughed thereat, and was merry and blithe with them; but the spearman, who was an old man, said:

	"For all Wat sayeth, lord, and his japes, ye must not misdeem of us that we shepherds of the Downs can do nought but run to ales and feasts, and that we are but pot-valiant: maybe thou thyself mayst live to see things go otherwise: and in that day may we have such as thee for captain. Now, fair lord, I drink to thy crown of valour, and thy good luck; and we thank thee for the wine and yet more for the blithe fellowship."

	So Ralph filled up the ram's horn till Dame Katherine's good island wine was well-nigh spent; and at last he said:

	"Now, my masters, I must to horse; but I pray you tell or we depart, what did ye mean when ye said that HE had gone past? Who is HE?"

	The merry faces of the men changed at his word, and they looked in each other's faces, till at last the old spearman answered him:

	"Fair lord, these things we have little will to talk about: for we be poor men with no master to fleece us, and no lord to help us: also we be folk unlearned and unlettered, and from our way of life, whereas we dwell in the wilderness, we seldom come within the doors of a church. But whereas we have drunk with thee, who seemest to be a man of lineage, and thou hast been blithe with us, we will tell thee that we have seen one riding south along the Greenway, clad in a coat as green as the way, with the leafless tree done on his breast. So nigh to him we were that we heard his cry as he sped along, as ye may hear the lapwing whining; for he said: 'POINT AND EDGE, POINT AND EDGE! THE RED WATER AMIDST OF THE HILLS!' In my lifetime such a man hath, to my knowledge, been seen thrice before; and after each sight of him followed evil days and the death of men. Moreover this is the Eve of St. John, and we deem the token the worse therefor. Or how deemest thou?"

	Ralph stood silent awhile; for he was thinking of the big man whom he had met at the churchyard gate, and all this tale seemed wonderful to him. But at last he said:

	"I cannot tell what there is in it; herein am I no help to you. To-day I am but little; though I may one day be great. Yet this may I do for you; tomorrow will I let sing a mass in St. Mary's Church on your behoof. And hereafter, if I wax as my will is, and I come to be lord in these lands, I will look to it to do what a good lord should do for the shepherds of the Downs, so that they may live well, and die in good hope. So may the Mother of God help me at need!"

	Said the old shepherd: "Thou hast sworn an oath, and it is a good oath, and well sworn. Now if thou dost as thou swearest, words can but little thanks, yet deeds may. Wherefore if ever thou comest back hither, and art in such need that a throng of men may help thee therein; then let light a great fire upon each corner of the topmost wall of Bear Castle, and call to mind this watch-word: 'SMITE ASIDE THE AXE, O BEAR-FATHER,' and then shalt thou see what shall betide thee for thy good-hap: farewell now, with the saints to aid!"

	Ralph bade them live well and hail, and mounted his horse and rode off down the Greenway, and as he rode the shepherds waved their weapons to him in token of good-will.

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 5

	Ralph Cometh to Higham-on-the-Way

	Nought more befell Ralph to tell of till he came to the end of the Downs and saw Higham lying below him overlooked by a white castle on a knoll, and with a river lapping it about and winding on through its fair green meadows even as Clement had told. From amidst its houses rose up three towers of churches above their leaden roofs, and high above all, long and great, the Abbey Church; and now was the low sun glittering on its gilded vanes and the wings of the angels high upon the battlements.

	So Ralph rode down the slopes and was brisk about it, for it was drawing toward sunset, and he knew not at what hour they shut their gates. The road was steep and winding, and it was the more part of an hour ere he came to the gate, which was open, and like to be yet, for many folk were thronging in, which throng also had hindered him soon after he came into the plain country. The gate was fair and strong, but Ralph saw no men-at-arms about it that evening. He rode into the street unquestioned, and therein was the throng great of people clad in fair and gay attire; and presently Ralph called to mind that this was St. John's Eve, so that he knew that there was some feast toward.

	At last the throng was so thick that he was stayed by it; and therewithal a religious who was beside him and thrust up against his horse, turned to him and gave him good even, and said: "By thy weapons and gear thou art a stranger here in our burg, Sir Knight?"

	"So it is," said Ralph.

	"And whither away?" said the monk; "hast thou some kinsman or friend in the town?"

	"Nay," said Ralph, "I seek a good hostelry where I may abide the night for my money."

	The monk shook his head and said: "See ye the folk? It is holiday time, and midsummer after haysel. Ye shall scarce get lodging outside our house. But what then? Come thou thither straightway and have harbour of the best, and see our prior, who loveth young and brisk men-at-arms like to thee. Lo now! the throng openeth a little; I will walk by thy bridle and lead thee the shortest road thither."

	Ralph gainsaid him not, and they bored through the throng of the street till they came into the market-square, which was very great and clean, paved with stones all over: tall and fair houses rose up on three sides of it, and on the fourth was the Great Church which made those houses seem but low: most of it was new-built; for the lord Abbot that then was, though he had not begun it, had taken the work up from his forerunner and had pushed it forward all he might; for he was very rich, and an open-handed man. Like dark gold it showed under the evening sun, and the painted and gilded imagery shone like jewels upon it.

	"Yea," said the monk, as he noted Ralph's wonder at this wonder; "a most goodly house it is, and happy shall they be that dwell there."

	Therewith he led Ralph on, turning aside through the great square. Ralph saw that there were many folk therein, though it was too big to be thronged thick with them. Amidst of it was now a great pile of wood hung about with flowers, and hard by it a stage built up with hangings of rich cloth on one side thereof. He asked the monk what this might mean, and he told him the wood was for the Midsummer bale-fire, and the stage for the show that should come thereafter. So the brother led Ralph down a lane to the south of the great west door, and along the side of the minster and so came to the Abbey gate, and there was Ralph well greeted, and had all things given him which were due to a good knight; and then was he brought into the Guest-hall, a very fair chamber, which was now full of men of all degrees. He was shown to a seat on the dais within two of the subprior's, and beside him sat an honourable lord, a vassal of St. Mary's. So was supper served well and abundantly: the meat and drink was of the best, and the vessel and all the plenishing was as good as might be; and the walls of that chamber were hung with noble arras-cloth picturing the Pilgrimage of the Soul of Man.

	Every man there who spoke with Ralph, and they were many, was exceeding courteous to him; and he heard much talk about him of the wealth of the lands of St. Mary's at Higham, and how it was flourishing; and of the Abbot how mighty he was, so that he might do what he would, and that his will was to help and to give, and be blithe with all men: and folk told of turmoil and war in other lands, and praised the peace of Higham-on-the-Way.

	Ralph listened to all this, and smiled, and said to himself that to another man this might well be the end of his journey for that time; but for him all this peace and well-being was not enough; for though it were a richer land than Upmeads, yet to the peace and the quiet he was well used, and he had come forth not for the winning of fatter peace, but to try what new thing his youth and his might and his high hope and his good hap might accomplish.

	So when the supper was over, and the wine and spices had been brought, the Guest-hall began to thin somewhat, and the brother who had brought Ralph thither came to him and said:

	"Fair lord, it were nowise ill if ye went forth, as others of our guests have done, to see the deeds of Midsummer Eve that shall be done in the great square in honour of Holy John; for our manner therein at Higham has been much thought of. Look my son!"

	He pointed to the windows of the hall therewith, and lo! they grew yellow and bright with some fire without, as if a new fiery day had been born out of the dusk of the summer night; for the light that shone through the windows out-did the candle-light in the hall. Ralph started thereat and laid his right hand to the place of his sword, which indeed he had left with the chamberlain; but the monk laughed and said: "Fear nothing, lord; there is no foeman in Higham: come now, lest thou be belated of the show."

	So he led Ralph forth, and into the square, where there was a space appointed for the brethren and their guests to see the plays; and the square was now so full of folk that it seemed like as if that there were no one man in the streets which were erewhile so thronged.

	There were rows of men-at-arms in bright armour also to keep the folk in their places, like as hurdles pen the sheep up; howbeit they were nowise rough with folk, but humble and courteous. Many and many were the torches and cressets burning steadily in the calm air, so that, as aforesaid, night was turned into day. But on the scaffold aforesaid were standing bright and gay figures, whose names or what they were Ralph had no time to ask.

	Now the bells began to clash from the great tower of the minster, and in a little while they had clashed themselves into order and rang clear and tuneably for a space; and while they were ringing, lo! those gay-clad people departed from the scaffold, and a canvas painted like a mountain-side, rocky and with caves therein, was drawn up at the back of it. Then came thereon one clad like a king holding a fair maiden by the hand, and with him was a dame richly clad and with a crown on her head. So these two kissed the maiden, and lamented over her, and went their ways, and the maiden left alone sat down upon a rock and covered up her face and wept; and while Ralph wondered what this might mean, or what grieved the maiden, there came creeping, as it were from out of a cranny of the rocks, a worm huge-headed and covered over with scales that glittered in the torch-light. Then Ralph sprang up in his place, for he feared for the maiden that the worm would devour her: but the monk who sat by him pulled him down by the skirt, and laughed and said: "Sit still, lord! for the champion also has been provided."

	Then Ralph sat down again somewhat abashed and looked on; yet was his heart in his mouth the while. And so while the maiden stood as one astonied before the worm, who gaped upon her with wide open mouth, there came forth from a cleft in the rocks a goodly knight who bore silver, a red cross; and he had his sword in his hand, and he fell upon the worm to smite him; and the worm ramped up against him, and there was battle betwixt them, while the maiden knelt anigh with her hands clasped together.

	Then Ralph knew that this was a play of the fight of St. George with the worm; so he sat silent till the champion had smitten off the worm's head and had come to the maiden and kissed and embraced her, and shown her the grisly head. Then presently came many folk on to the scaffold, to wit, the king and queen who were the father and mother of the maiden, and a bishop clad in very fair vestments, and knights withal; and they stood about St. George and the maiden, and with them were minstrels who fell to playing upon harps and fiddles; while other some fell to singing a sweet song in honour of St. George, and the maiden delivered.

	So when it was all done, the monk said: "This play is set forth by the men-at-arms of our lord Abbot, who have great devotion toward St. George, and he is their friend and their good lord. But hereafter will be other plays, of wild men and their feasting in the woods in the Golden Age of the world; and that is done by the scribes and the limners. And after that will be a pageant of St. Agnes ordered by the clothiers and the webbers, which be both many and deft in this good town. Albeit thou art a young man and hast ridden far to-day belike, and mayhappen thou wilt not be able to endure it: so it may be well to bring thee out of this throng straightway. Moreover I have bethought me, that there is much of what is presently to come which we shall see better from the minster roof, or even it may be from the tower: wilt thou come then?"

	Ralph had liefer have sat there and seen all the plays to the end, for they seemed to him exceeding fair, and like to ravish the soul from the body; howbeit, being shamefaced, he knew not how to gainsay the brother, who took him by the hand, and led him through the press to the west front of the minster, where on the north side was a little door in a nook. So they went up a stair therein a good way till they came into a gallery over the western door; and looking forth thence Ralph deemed that he could have seen a long way had daylight been, for it was higher than the tops of the highest houses.

	So there they abode a space looking down on the square and its throng, and the bells, which had been ringing when they came up, now ceased a while. But presently there arose great shouts and clamour amongst the folk below, and they could see men with torches drawing near to the pile of wood, and then all of a sudden shot up from it a great spiring flame, and all the people shouted together, while the bells broke out again over their heads.

	Then the brother pointed aloof with his finger and said: "Lo you! fair lord, how bale speaks to bale all along the headlands of the down-country, and below there in the thorps by the river!"

	Forsooth Ralph saw fire after fire break out to the westward; and the brother said: "And if we stood over the high altar and looked east, ye would see more of such fires and many more; and all these bales are piled up and lighted by vassals and villeins of my lord Abbot: now to-night they are but mere Midsummer bale-fires; but doubt ye not that if there came war into the land each one of these bales would mean at least a half-score of stout men, archers and men-at-arms, all ready to serve their lord at all adventure. All this the tyrants round about, that hate holy Church and oppress the poor, know full well; therefore we live in peace in these lands."

	Ralph hearkened, but said nought; for amidst all this flashing of fire and flame, and the crying out of folk, and the measured clash of the bells so near him, his thought was confused, and he had no words ready to hand. But the monk turned from the parapet and looked him full in the face and said to him:

	"Thou art a fair young man, and strong, and of gentle blood as I deem; and thou seemest to me to have the lucky look in thine eyes: now I tell thee that if thou wert to take service with my lord thou shouldest never rue it. Yea, why shouldest thou not wax in his service, and become his Captain of Captains, which is an office meet for kings?"

	Ralph looked on him, but answered nought, for he could not gather his thoughts for an answer; and the brother said: "Think of it, I bid thee, fair young lord; and be sure that nowhere shalt thou have a better livelihood, not even wert thou a king's son; for the children of my lord Abbot are such that none dareth to do them any displeasure; neither is any overlord as good as is Holy Church."

	"Yea," said Ralph, "doubtless thou sayest sooth; yet I wot not that I am come forth to seek a master."

	Said the brother: "Nay, do but see the lord Abbot, as thou mayst do to-morrow, if thou wilt."

	"I would have his blessing," said Ralph.

	"No less shalt thou have," said the brother; "but look you down yonder; for I can see tokens that my lord is even now coming forth."

	Ralph looked down and beheld the folk parting to right and left, and a lane made amidst the throng, guarded by men-at-arms mingled with the cross-bearers and brethren; and the sound of trumpets blared forth over the noises of the throng.

	"If the lord Abbot cometh," said Ralph, "I were fain of his blessing to-night before I sleep: so go we down straightway that I may kneel before him with the rest."

	"What!" said the monk, "Wilt thou, my lord, kneel amongst all these burgesses and vavassors when thou mightest see the Abbot in his own chamber face to face alone with him?"

	"Father," said Ralph, "I am no great man, and I must needs depart betimes to-morrow; for I perceive that here are things too mighty and over-mastering for such as I be."

	"Well," said the monk, "yet mayst thou come back again; so at present I will make no more words about it."

	So they went down, and came out amidst the throng, above which the bale still flared high, making the summer night as light as day. The brother made way for Ralph, so that they stood in the front row of folk: they had not been there one minute ere they heard the sound of the brethren singing, and the Abbot came forth out of the lane that went down to the gate. Then all folk went down upon their knees, and thus abode him. Right so Ralph deemed that he felt some one pull his sleeve, but in such a throng that was nought of a wonder; howbeit, he turned and looked to his left, whence came the tug, and saw kneeling beside him a tall man-at-arms, who bore a sallet on his head in such wise that it covered all his face save the point of his chin. Then Ralph bethought him of the man of the leafless tree, and he looked to see what armoury the man bore on his coat; but he had nothing save a loose frock of white linen over his hauberk. Nevertheless, he heard a voice in his ear, which said, "The second time!" whereon he deemed that it was verily that same man: yet had he nought to do to lay hold on him, and he might not speak with him, for even therewith came the Abbot in garments all of gold, going a-foot under a canopy of baudekyn, with the precious mitre on his head, and the crozier borne before him, as if he had been a patriarch: for he was an exceeding mighty lord.

	Ralph looked hard on him as he passed by, blessing the folk with upraised hand; and he saw that he was a tall spare man, clean-shaven, and thin-faced; but no old man, belike scarce of fifty winters. Ralph caught his eye, and he smiled on the goodly young man so kindly, that for a moment Ralph deemed that he would dwell in St. Mary's House for a little while; for, thought he, if my father, or Nicholas, hear of me therein, they must even let me alone to abide here.

	Therewith the Abbot went forth to his place, and sat him down under a goodly cloth of estate, and folk stood up again; but when Ralph looked for the man in the sallet he could see nought of him. Now when the Abbot was set down, men made a clear ring round about the bale, and there came into the said ring twelve young men, each clad in nought save a goat-skin, and with garlands of leaves and flowers about their middles: they had with them a wheel done about with straw and hemp payed with pitch and brimstone. They set fire to the same, and then trundled it blazing round about the bale twelve times. Then came to them twelve damsels clad in such-like guise as the young men: then both bands, the young men and the maidens, drew near to the bale, which was now burning low, and stood about it, and joined hands, and so danced round it a while, and meantime the fiddles played an uncouth tune merrily: then they sundered, and each couple of men and maids leapt backward and forward over the fire; and when they had all leapt, came forward men with buckets of water which they cast over the dancers till it ran down them in streams. Then was all the throng mingled together, and folk trod the embers of the bale under foot, and scattered them hither and thither all over the square.

	All this while men were going about with pitchers of wine and ale, and other good drinks; and every man drank freely what he would, and there was the greatest game and joyance.

	But now was Ralph exceeding weary, and he said: "Father, mightest thou lead me out of this throng, and show me some lair where I may sleep in peace, I would thank thee blithely."

	As he spake there sounded a great horn over the square, and the Abbot rose in his place and blessed all the people once more. Then said the monk:

	"Come then, fair field-lord, now shalt thou have thy will of bed." And he laughed therewith, and drew Ralph out of the throng and brought him into the Abbey, and into a fair little chamber, on the wall whereof was pictured St. Christopher, and St. Julian the lord and friend of wayfarers. Then he brought Ralph the wine and spices, and gave him good-night, and went his ways.

	As Ralph put the raiment from off him he said to himself a long day forsooth, so long that I should have thought no day could have held all that has befallen me. So many strange things have I seen, that surely my dreams shall be full of them; for even now I seem to see them, though I waken.

	So he lay down in his bed and slept, and dreamed that he was fishing with an angle in a deep of Upmeads Water; and he caught many fish; but after a while whatsoever he caught was but of gilded paper stuffed with wool, and at last the water itself was gone, and he was casting his angle on to a dry road. Therewith he awoke and saw that day was dawning, and heard the minster clock strike three, and heard the thrushes singing their first song in the Prior's garden. Then he turned about and slept, and dreamed no more till he woke up in the bright sunny morning.

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 6

	Ralph Goeth His Ways From the Abbey of St. Mary at Higham

	It was the monk who had been his guide the day before who had now waked him, and he stood by the bedside holding a great bowl of milk in his hand, and as Ralph sat up, and rubbed his eyes, with all his youthful sloth upon him, the monk laughed and said:

	"That is well, lord, that is well! I love to see a young man so sleepy in the morning; it is a sign of thriving; and I see thou art thriving heartily for the time when thou shalt come back to us to lead my lord's host in battle."

	"Where be the bale-fires?" said Ralph, not yet fully awake.

	"Where be they!" said the brother, "where be they! They be sunken to cold coals long ago, like many a man's desires and hopes, who hath not yet laid his head on the bosom of the mother, that is Holy Church. Come, my lord, arise, and drink the monk's wine of morning, and then if ye must need ride, ride betimes, and ride hard; for the Wood Perilous beginneth presently as ye wend your ways; and it were well for thee to reach the Burg of the Four Friths ere thou be benighted. For, son, there be untoward things in the wood; and though some of them be of those for whom Christ's Cross was shapen, yet have they forgotten hell, and hope not for heaven, and their by-word is, 'Thou shalt lack ere I lack.' Furthermore there are worse wights in the wood than they be— God save us!—but against them have I a good hauberk, a neck-guard which I will give thee, son, in token that I look to see thee again at the lovely house of Mary our Mother."

	Ralph had taken the bowl and was drinking, but he looked over the brim, and saw how the monk drew from his frock a pair of beads, as like to Dame Katherine's gift as one pea to another, save that at the end thereof was a little box shapen crosswise. Ralph emptied the bowl hastily, got out of bed, and sat on the bed naked, save that on his neck was Dame Katherine's gift. He reached out his hand and took the beads from the monk and reddened therewith, as was his wont when he had to begin a contest in words: but he said:

	"I thank thee, father; yet God wot if these beads will lie sweetly alongside the collar which I bear on my neck as now, which is the gift of a dear friend."

	The monk made up a solemn countenance and said: "Thou sayest sooth, my son; it is most like that my chaplet, which hath been blessed time was by the holy Richard, is no meet fellow for the gift of some light love of thine: or even," quoth he, noting Ralph's flush deepen, and his brow knit, "or even if it were the gift of a well-willer, yet belike it is a worldly gift; therefore, since thy journey is with peril, thou wert best do it off and let me keep it for thee till thou comest again."

	Now as he spake he looked anxiously, nay, it may be said greedily, at the young man. But Ralph said nought; for in his heart he was determined not to chaffer away his gossip's gift for any shaveling's token. Yet he knew not how to set his youthful words against the father's wisdom; so he stood up, and got his shirt into his hand, and as he did it over his head he fell to singing to himself a song of eventide of the High House of Upmeads, the words whereof were somewhat like to these:

	 

	Art thou man, art thou maid, through the long grass a-going?

	For short shirt thou bearest, and no beard I see,

	And the last wind ere moonrise about thee is blowing.

	Would'st thou meet with thy maiden or look'st thou for me?

	Bright shineth the moon now, I see thy gown longer;

	And down by the hazels Joan meeteth her lad:

	But hard is thy palm, lass, and scarcely were stronger

	Wat's grip than thine hand-kiss that maketh me glad.

	And now as the candles shine on us and over,

	Full shapely thy feet are, but brown on the floor,

	As the bare-footed mowers amidst of the clover

	When the gowk's note is broken and mid-June is o'er.

	O hard are mine hand-palms because on the ridges

	I carried the reap-hook and smote for thy sake;

	And in the hot noon-tide I beat off the midges

	As thou slep'st 'neath the linden o'er-loathe to awake.

	And brown are my feet now because the sun burneth

	High up on the down-side amidst of the sheep,

	And there in the hollow wherefrom the wind turneth,

	Thou lay'st in my lap while I sung thee to sleep.

	O friend of the earth, O come nigher and nigher,

	Thou art sweet with the sun's kiss as meads of the May,

	O'er the rocks of the waste, o'er the water and fire,

	Will I follow thee, love, till earth waneth away.

	 

	The monk hearkened to him with knitted brow, and as one that liketh not the speech of his fellow, though it be not wise to question it: then he went out of the chamber, but left the pair of beads lying in the window. But Ralph clad himself in haste, and when he was fully clad, went up to the window and took the beads in his hand, and looked into them curiously and turned them over, but left them lying there. Then he went forth also, and came into the forecourt of the house, and found there a squire of the men-at-arms with his weapons and horse, who helped him to do on his war-gear.

	So then, just as he was setting his foot in the stirrup, came the Brother again, with his face once more grown smiling and happy; and in his left hand he held the chaplet, but did not offer it to Ralph again, but nodded his head to him kindly, and said: "Now, lord, I can see by thy face that thou art set on beholding the fashion of this world, and most like it will give thee the rue."

	Then came a word into Ralph's mouth, and he said: "Wilt thou tell me, father, whose work was the world's fashion?"

	The monk reddened, but answered nought, and Ralph spake again:

	"Forsooth, did the craftsman of it fumble over his work?"

	Then the monk scowled, but presently he enforced himself to speak blithely, and said: "Such matters are over high for my speech or thine, lord; but I tell thee, who knoweth, that there are men in this House who have tried the world and found it wanting."

	Ralph smiled, and said stammering:

	"Father, did the world try them, and find them wanting perchance?"

	Then he reddened, and said: "Are ye verily all such as this in this House? Who then is it who hath made so fair a lordship, and so goodly a governance for so many people? Know ye not at all of the world's ways!"

	"Fair sir," said the monk sternly, "they that work for us work for the Lord and all his servants."

	"Yea," said Ralph, "so it is; and will the Lord be content with the service of him whom the devil hath cast out because he hath found him a dastard?"

	The monk frowned, yet smiled somewhat withal, and said: "Sir, thou art young, but thy wits are over old for me; but there are they in this House who may answer thee featly; men who have read the books of the wise men of the heathen, and the doctors of Holy Church, and are even now making books for the scribes to copy." Then his voice softened, and he said: "Dear lord, we should be right fain of thee here, but since thou must needs go, go with my blessing, and double blessing shalt thou have when thou comest back to us." Then Ralph remembered his promise to the shepherds and took a gold crown from his pouch, and said: "Father, I pray thee say a mass for the shepherd downsmen; and this is for the offering."

	The monk praised the gift and the bidding, and kissed Ralph, who clomb into his saddle; and the brother hospitalier brought him his wallet with good meat and drink therein for the way. Then Ralph shook his rein, and rode out of the abbey-gate, smiling at the lay-brethren and the men-at-arms who hung about there.

	But he sighed for pleasure when he found himself in the street again, and looked on the shops of the chapmen and the booths of the petty craftsmen, as shoe-smiths and glovers, and tinsmiths and coppersmiths, and horners and the like; and the folk that he met as he rode toward the southern gate seemed to him merry and in good case, and goodly to look on. And he thought it pleasant to gaze on the damsels in the street, who were fair and well clad: and there were a many of them about his way now, especially as he drew nigh the gate before the streets branched off: for folk were coming in from the countryside with victual and other wares for the town and the Abbey; and surely as he looked on some of the maidens he deemed that Hall-song of Upmeads a good one.

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 7

	The Maiden of Bourton Abbas

	So went he through the gate, and many, both of men and maids gazed at him, for he was fair to look on, but none meddled with him.

	There was a goodly fauburg outside the gate, and therein were fair houses, not a few, with gardens and orchards about them; and when these were past he rode through very excellent meadows lying along the water, which he crossed thrice, once by a goodly stone bridge and twice by fords; for the road was straight, and the river wound about much.

	After a little while the road led him off the plain meads into a country of little hills and dales, the hill-sides covered with vineyards and orchards, and the dales plenteous of corn-fields; and now amongst these dales Higham was hidden from him.

	Through this tillage and vine-land he rode a good while, and thought he had never seen a goodlier land; and as he went he came on husbandmen and women of the country going about their business: yet were they not too busy to gaze on him, and most greeted him; and with some he gave and took a little speech.

	These people also he deemed well before the world, for they were well clad and buxom, and made no great haste as they went, but looked about them as though they deemed the world worth looking at, and as if they had no fear either of a blow or a hard word for loitering.

	So he rode till it was noon, and he was amidst a little thorp of grey stone houses, trim enough, in a valley wherein there was more of wild-wood trees and less of fruit-bearers than those behind him. In the thorp was a tavern with the sign of the Nicholas, so Ralph deemed it but right to enter a house which was under the guard of his master and friend; therefore he lighted down and went in. Therein he found a lad of fifteen winters, and a maiden spinning, they two alone, who hailed him and asked his pleasure, and he bade them bring him meat and drink, and look to his horse, for that he had a mind to rest a while. So they brought him bread and flesh, and good wine of the hill-side, in a little hall well arrayed as of its kind; and he sat down and the damsel served him at table, but the lad, who had gone to see to his horse, did not come back.

	So when he had eaten and drunk, and the damsel was still there, he looked on her and saw that she was sad and drooping of aspect; and whereas she was a fair maiden, Ralph, now that he was full, fell to pitying her, and asked her what was amiss. "For," said he, "thou art fair and ailest nought; that is clear to see; neither dwellest thou in penury, but by seeming hast enough and to spare. Or art thou a servant in this house, and hath any one misused thee?"

	She wept at his words, for indeed he spoke softly to her; then she said: "Young lord, thou art kind, and it is thy kindness that draweth the tears from me; else it were not well to weep before a young man: therefore I pray thee pardon me. As for me, I am no servant, nor has any one misused me: the folk round about are good and neighbourly; and this house and the croft, and a vineyard hard by, all that is mine own and my brother's; that is the lad who hath gone to tend thine horse. Yea, and we live in peace here for the most part; for this thorp, which is called Bourton Abbas, is a land of the Abbey of Higham; though it be the outermost of its lands and the Abbot is a good lord and a defence against tyrants. All is well with me if one thing were not."

	"What is thy need then?" said Ralph, "if perchance I might amend it." And as he looked on her he deemed her yet fairer than he had done at first. But she stayed her weeping and sobbing and said: "Sir, I fear me that I have lost a dear friend." "How then," said he, "why fearest thou, and knowest not? doth thy friend lie sick between life and death?" "O Sir," she said, "it is the Wood which is the evil and disease."

	"What wood is that?" said he.

	She said: "The Wood Perilous, that lieth betwixt us and the Burg of the Four Friths, and all about the Burg. And, Sir, if ye be minded to ride to the Burg to-day, do it not, for through the wood must thou wend thereto; and ye are young and lovely. Therefore take my rede, and abide till the Chapmen wend thither from Higham, who ride many in company. For, look you, fair lord, ye have asked of my grief, and this it is and nought else; that my very earthly love and speech-friend rode five days ago toward the Burg of the Four Friths all alone through the Wood Perilous, and he has not come back, though we looked to see him in three days' wearing: but his horse has come back, and the reins and the saddle all bloody."

	And she fell a-weeping with the telling of the tale. But Ralph said (for he knew not what to say): "Keep a good heart, maiden; maybe he is safe and sound; oft are young men fond to wander wide, even as I myself."

	She looked at him hard and said: "If thou hast stolen thyself away from them that love thee, thou hast done amiss. Though thou art a lord, and so fair as I see thee, yet will I tell thee so much."

	Ralph reddened and answered nought; but deemed the maiden both fair and sweet. But she said: "Whether thou hast done well or ill, do no worse; but abide till the Chapmen come from Higham, on their way to the Burg of the Four Friths. Here mayst thou lodge well and safely if thou wilt. Or if our hall be not dainty enough for thee, then go back to Higham: I warrant me the monks will give thee good guesting as long as thou wilt."

	"Thou art kind, maiden," said Ralph, "but why should I tarry for an host? and what should I fear in the Wood, as evil as it may be? One man journeying with little wealth, and unknown, and he no weakling, but bearing good weapons, hath nought to dread of strong-thieves, who ever rob where it is easiest and gainfullest. And what worse may I meet than strong-thieves?"

	"But thou mayest meet worse," she said; and therewith fell a-weeping again, and said amidst her tears: "O weary on my life! And why should I heed thee when nought heedeth me, neither the Saints of God's House, nor the Master of it; nor the father and the mother that were once so piteous kind to me? O if I might but drink a draught from the WELL AT THE WORLD'S END!"

	He turned about on her hastily at that word; for he had risen to depart; being grieved at her grief and wishful to be away from it, since he might not amend it. But now he said eagerly:

	"Where then is that Well? Know ye of it in this land?"

	"At least I know the hearsay thereof," she said; "but as now thou shalt know no more from me thereof; lest thou wander the wider in seeking it. I would not have thy life spilt."

	Ever as he looked on her he thought her still fairer; and now he looked long on her, saying nought, and she on him in likewise, and the blood rose to her cheeks and her brow, but she would not turn her from his gaze. At last he said: "Well then, I must depart, no more learned than I came: but yet am I less hungry and thirsty than I came; and have thou thanks therefor."

	Therewith he took from his pouch a gold piece of Upmeads, which was good, and of the touch of the Easterlings, and held it out to her. And she put out her open hand and he put the money in it; but thought it good to hold her hand a while, and she gainsayed him not.

	Then he said: "Well then, I must needs depart with things left as they are: wilt thou bid thy brother bring hither my horse, for time presses."

	"Yea," she said (and her hand was still in his), "Yet do thine utmost, yet shalt thou not get to the Burg before nightfall. O wilt thou not tarry?"

	"Nay," he said, "my heart will not suffer it; lest I deem myself a dastard."

	Then she reddened again, but as if she were wroth; and she drew her hand away from his and smote her palms together thrice and cried out: "Ho Hugh! bring hither the Knight's horse and be speedy!"

	And she went hither and thither about the hall and into the buttery and back, putting away the victual and vessels from the board and making as if she heeded him not: and Ralph looked on her, and deemed that each way she moved was better than the last, so shapely of fashion she was; and again he bethought him of the Even-song of the High House at Upmeads, and how it befitted her; for she went barefoot after the manner of maidens who work afield, and her feet were tanned with the sun of hay harvest, but as shapely as might be; but she was clad goodly withal, in a green gown wrought with flowers.

	So he watched her going to and fro; and at last he said: "Maiden, wilt thou come hither a little, before I depart?"

	"Yea," she said; and came and stood before him: and he deemed that she was scarce so sad as she had been; and she stood with her hands joined and her eyes downcast. Then he said:

	"Now I depart. Yet I would say this, that I am sorry of thy sorrow: and now since I shall never see thee more, small would be the harm if I were to kiss thy lips and thy face."

	And therewith he took her hands in his and drew her to him, and put his arms about her and kissed her many times, and she nothing lothe by seeming; and he found her as sweet as May blossom.

	Thereafter she smiled on him, yet scarce for gladness, and said: "It is not all so sure that I shall not see thee again; yet shall I do to thee as thou hast done to me."

	Therewith she took his face between her hands, and kissed him well-favouredly; so that the hour seemed good to him.

	Then she took him by the hand and led him out-a-doors to his horse, whereby the lad had been standing a good while; and he when he saw his sister come out with the fair knight he scowled on them, and handled a knife which hung at his girdle; but Ralph heeded him nought. As for the damsel, she put her brother aside, and held the stirrup for Ralph; and when he was in the saddle she said to him:

	"All luck go with thee! Forsooth I deem thee safer in the Wood than my words said. Verily I deem that if thou wert to meet a company of foemen, thou wouldest compel them to do thy bidding."

	"Farewell to thee maiden," said Ralph, "and mayst thou find thy beloved whole and well, and that speedily. Fare-well!"

	She said no more; so he shook his rein and rode his ways; but looked over his shoulder presently and saw her standing yet barefoot on the dusty highway shading her eyes from the afternoon sun and looking after him, and he waved his hand to her and so went his ways between the houses of the Thorp.

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 8

	Ralph Cometh to the Wood Perilous. An Adventure Therein

	Now when he was clear of the Thorp the road took him out of the dale; and when he was on the hill's brow he saw that the land was of other fashion from that which lay behind him. For the road went straight through a rough waste, no pasture, save for mountain sheep or goats, with a few bushes scattered about it; and beyond this the land rose into a long ridge; and on the ridge was a wood thick with trees, and no break in them. So on he rode, and soon passed that waste, which was dry and parched, and the afternoon sun was hot on it; so he deemed it good to come under the shadow of the thick trees (which at the first were wholly beech trees), for it was now the hottest of the day. There was still a beaten way between the tree-boles, though not overwide, albeit, a highway, since it pierced the wood. So thereby he went at a soft pace for the saving of his horse, and thought but little of all he had been told of the perils of the way, and not a little of the fair maid whom he had left behind at the Thorp.

	After a while the thick beech-wood gave out, and he came into a place where great oaks grew, fair and stately, as though some lord's wood-reeve had taken care that they should not grow over close together, and betwixt them the greensward was fine, unbroken, and flowery. Thereby as he rode he beheld deer, both buck and hart and roe, and other wild things, but for a long while no man.

	The afternoon wore and still he rode the oak wood, and deemed it a goodly forest for the greatest king on earth. At last he came to where another road crossed the way he followed, and about the crossway was the ground clearer of trees, while beyond it the trees grew thicker, and there was some underwood of holly and thorn as the ground fell off as towards a little dale.

	There Ralph drew rein, because he doubted in his mind which was his right road toward the Burg of the Four Friths; so he got off his horse and abode a little, if perchance any might come by; he looked about him, and noted on the road that crossed his, and the sward about it, the sign of many horses having gone by, and deemed that they had passed but a little while. So he lay on the ground to rest him and let his horse stray about and bite the grass; for the beast loved him and would come at his call or his whistle.

	Ralph was drowsy when he lay down, and though he said to himself that he would nowise go to sleep, yet as oft happens, he had no defence to make against sleepiness, and presently his hands relaxed, his head fell aside, and he slept quietly. When he woke up in a little space of time, he knew at once that something had awaked him and that he had not had his sleep out; for in his ears was the trampling of horse-hoofs and the clashing of weapons and loud speech of men. So he leapt up hastily, and while he was yet scarce awake, took to whistling on his horse; but even therewith those men were upon him, and two came up to him and laid hold of him; and when he asked them what they would, they bade him hold his peace.

	Now his eyes cleared, and he saw that those men were in goodly war-gear, and bore coats of plate, and cuir-bouilly, or of bright steel; they held long spears and were girt with good swords; there was a pennon with them, green, whereon was done a golden tower, embattled, amidst of four white ways; and the same token bore many of the men on their coats and sleeves. Unto this same pennon he was brought by the two men who had taken him, and under it, on a white horse, sat a Knight bravely armed at all points with the Tower and Four Ways on his green surcoat; and beside him was an ancient man-at-arms, with nought but an oak wreath on his bare head, and his white beard falling low over his coat: but behind these twain a tall young man, also on a white horse and very gaily clad, upheld the pennon. On one side of these three were five men, unarmed, clad in green coats, with a leafless tree done on them in gold: they were stout carles, bearded and fierce-faced: their hands were bound behind their backs and their feet tied together under their horses' bellies. The company of those about the Knight, Ralph deemed, would number ten score men.

	So when those twain stayed Ralph before the Knight, he turned to the old man and said:

	"It is of no avail asking this lither lad if he be of them or no: for no will be his answer. But what sayest thou, Oliver?"

	The ancient man drew closer to Ralph and looked at him up and down and all about; for those two turned him about as if he had been a joint of flesh on the roasting-jack; and at last he said:

	"His beard is sprouting, else might ye have taken him for a maid of theirs, one of those of whom we wot. But to say sooth I seem to know the fashion of his gear, even as Duke Jacob knew Joseph's tabard. So ask him whence he is, lord, and if he lie, then I bid bind him and lead him away, that we may have a true tale out of him; otherwise let him go and take his chance; for we will not waste the bread of the Good Town on him."

	The Knight looked hard on Ralph, and spake to him somewhat courteously:

	"Whence art thou, fair Sir, and what is thy name? for we have many foes in the wildwood."

	Ralph reddened as he answered: "I am of Upmeads beyond the down country; and I pray thee let me be gone on mine errands. It is meet that thou deal with thine own robbers and reivers, but not with me."

	Then cried out one of the bounden men: "Thou liest, lad, we be no robbers." But he of the Knight's company who stood by him smote the man on the mouth and said: "Hold thy peace, runagate! Thou shalt give tongue to-morrow when the hangman hath thee under his hands."

	The Knight took no heed of this; but turned to the ancient warrior and said: "Hath he spoken truth so far?"

	"Yea, Sir Aymer," quoth Oliver; "And now meseems I know him better than he knoweth me."

	Therewith he turned to Ralph and said: "How fareth Long Nicholas, my lord?"

	Ralph reddened again: "He is well," said he.

	Then said the Knight: "Is the young man of a worthy house, Oliver?"

	But ere the elder could speak, Ralph brake in and said: "Old warrior, I bid thee not to tell out my name, as thou lovest Nicholas."

	Old Oliver laughed and said: "Well, Nicholas and I have been friends in a way, as well as foes; and for the sake of the old days his name shall help thee, young lord." Then he said to his Knight: "Yea, Sir Aymer, he is of a goodly house and an ancient; but thou hearest how he adjureth me. Ye shall let his name alone."

	The Knight looked silently on Ralph for a while; then he said: "Wilt thou wend with us to the Burg of the Four Friths, fair Sir? Wert thou not faring thither? Or what else dost thou in the Wood Perilous?"

	Ralph turned it over in his mind; and though he saw no cause why he should not join himself to their company, yet something in his heart forbade him to rise to the fly too eagerly; so he did but say: "I am seeking adventures, fair lord."

	The Knight smiled: "Then mayst thou fill thy budget with them if thou goest with us," quoth he. Now Ralph did not know how he might gainsay so many men at arms in the long run, though he were scarce willing to go; so he made no haste to answer; and even therewith came a man running, through the wood up from the dale; a long, lean carle, meet for running, with brogues on his feet, and nought else but a shirt; the company parted before him to right and left to let him come to the Knight, as though he had been looked for; and when he was beside him, the Knight leaned down while the carle spake softly to him and all men drew out of ear-shot. And when the carle had given his message the Knight drew himself straight up in his saddle again and lifted up his hand and cried out:

	"Oliver! Oliver! lead on the way thou wottest! Spur! spur, all men!"

	Therewith he blew one blast from a horn which hung at his saddle-bow; the runner leapt up behind old Oliver, and the whole company went off at a smart trot somewhat south-east, slantwise of the cross-roads, where the wood was nought cumbered with undergrowth; and presently they were all gone to the last horse-tail, and no man took any more note of Ralph.

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 9

	Another Adventure in the Wood Perilous

	Ralph left alone pondered a little; and thought that he would by no means go hastily to the Burg of the Four Friths. Said he to himself; This want-way is all unlike to the one near our house at home: for belike adventures shall befall here: I will even abide here for an hour or two; but will have my horse by me and keep awake, lest something hap to me unawares.

	Therewith he whistled for Falcon his horse, and the beast came to him, and whinnied for love of him, and Ralph smiled and tied him to a sapling anigh, and himself sat down on the grass, and pondered many things; as to what folk were about at Upmeads, and how his brethren were faring; and it was now about five hours after noon, and the sun's rays fell aslant through the boughs of the noble oaks, and the scent of the grass and bracken trodden by the horse-hoofs of that company went up into the warm summer air. A while he sat musing but awake, though the faint sound of a little stream in the dale below mingled with all the lesser noises of the forest did its best to soothe him to sleep again: and presently had its way with him; for he leaned his head back on the bracken, and in a minute or two was sleeping once more and dreaming some dream made up of masterless memories of past days.

	When he awoke again he lay still a little while, wondering where in the world he was, but as the drowsiness left him, he arose and looked about, and saw that the sun was sinking low and gilding the oakboles red. He stood awhile and watched the gambols of three hares, who had drawn nigh him while he slept, and now noted him not; and a little way he saw through the trees a hart and two hinds going slowly from grass to grass, feeding in the cool eventide; but presently he saw them raise their heads and amble off down the slope of the little dale, and therewith he himself turned his face sharply toward the north-west, for he was fine-eared as well as sharp-eyed, and on a little wind which had just arisen came down to him the sound of horse-hoofs once more.

	So he went up to Falcon and loosed him, and stood by him bridle in hand, and looked to it that his sword was handy to him: and he hearkened, and the sound drew nigher and nigher to him. Then lightly he got into the saddle and gathered the reins into his left hand, and sat peering up the trodden wood-glades, lest he should have to ride for his life suddenly. Therewith he heard voices talking roughly and a man whistling, and athwart the glade of the wood from the northwest, or thereabout, came new folk; and he saw at once that there went two men a-horseback and armed; so he drew his sword and abode them close to the want-ways. Presently they saw the shine of his war-gear, and then they came but a little nigher ere they drew rein, and sat on their horses looking toward him. Then Ralph saw that they were armed and clad as those of the company which had gone before. One of the armed men rode a horse-length after his fellow, and bore a long spear over his shoulder. But the other who rode first was girt with a sword, and had a little axe hanging about his neck, and with his right hand he seemed to be leading something, Ralph could not see what at first, as his left side was turned toward Ralph and the want-way.

	Now, as Ralph looked, he saw that at the spearman's saddle-bow was hung a man's head, red-haired and red-bearded; for this man now drew a little nigher, and cried out to Ralph in a loud and merry voice: "Hail, knight! whither away now, that thou ridest the green-wood sword in hand?"

	Ralph was just about to answer somewhat, when the first man moved a little nigher, and as he did so he turned so that Ralph could see what betid on his right hand; and lo! he was leading a woman by a rope tied about her neck (though her hands were loose), as though he were bringing a cow to market. When the man stayed his horse she came forward and stood within the slack of the rope by the horse's head, and Ralph could see her well, that though she was not to say naked, her raiment was but scanty, for she had nought to cover her save one short and strait little coat of linen, and shoes on her feet. Yet Ralph deemed her to be of some degree, whereas he caught the gleam of gold and gems on her hands, and there was a golden chaplet on her head. She stood now by the horse's head with her hands folded, looking on, as if what was tiding and to betide, were but a play done for her pleasure.

	So when Ralph looked on her, he was silent a while; and the spearman cried out again: "Ho, young man, wilt thou speak, or art thou dumb-foundered for fear of us?"

	But Ralph knit his brows, and was first red and then pale; for he was both wroth, and doubtful how to go to work; but he said:

	"I ride to seek adventures; and here meseemeth is one come to hand. Or what will ye with the woman?"

	Said the man who had the woman in tow: "Trouble not thine head therewith; we lead her to her due doom. As for thee, be glad that thou art not her fellow; since forsooth thou seemest not to be one of them; so go thy ways in peace."

	"No foot further will I go," said Ralph, "till ye loose the woman and let her go; or else tell me what her worst deed is."

	The man laughed, and said: "That were a long tale to tell; and it is little like that thou shalt live to hear the ending thereof."

	Therewith he wagged his head at the spearman, who suddenly let his spear fall into the rest, and spurred, and drave on at Ralph all he might. There and then had the tale ended, but Ralph, who was wary, though he were young, and had Falcon well in hand, turned his wrist and made the horse swerve, so that the man-at-arms missed his attaint, but could not draw rein speedily enough to stay his horse; and as he passed by all bowed over his horse's neck, Ralph gat his sword two-handed and rose in his stirrups and smote his mightiest; and the sword caught the foeman on the neck betwixt sallet and jack, and nought held before it, neither leather nor ring-mail, so that the man's head was nigh smitten off, and he fell clattering from his saddle: yet his stirrups held him, so that his horse went dragging him on earth as he gallopped over rough and smooth betwixt the trees of the forest. Then Ralph turned about to deal with his fellow, and even through the wrath and fury of the slaying saw him clear and bright against the trees as he sat handling his axe doubtfully, but the woman was fallen back again somewhat.

	But even as Ralph raised his sword and pricked forward, the woman sprang as light as a leopard on to the saddle behind the foeman, and wound her arms about him and dragged him back just as he was raising his axe to smite her, and as Ralph rode forward she cried out to him, "Smite him, smite! O lovely creature of God!"

	Therewith was Ralph beside them, and though he were loth to slay a man held in the arms of a woman, yet he feared lest the man should slay her with some knife-stroke unless he made haste; so he thrust his sword through him, and the man died at once, and fell headlong off his horse, dragging down the woman with him.

	Then Ralph lighted down from his horse, and the woman rose up to him, her white smock all bloody with the slain man. Nevertheless was she as calm and stately before him, as if she were sitting on the dais of a fair hall; so she said to him:

	"Young warrior, thou hast done well and knightly, and I shall look to it that thou have thy reward. And now I rede thee go not to the Burg of the Four Friths; for this tale of thee shall get about and they shall take thee, if it were out of the very Frith-stool, and there for thee should be the scourge and the gibbet; for they of that Burg be robbers and murderers merciless. Yet well it were that thou ride hence presently; for those be behind my tormentors whom thou hast slain, who will be as an host to thee, and thou mayst not deal with them. If thou follow my rede, thou wilt take the way that goeth hence east away, and then shalt thou come to Hampton under Scaur, where the folk are peaceable and friendly."

	He looked at her hard as she spake, and noted that she spake but slowly, and turned red and white and red again as she looked at him. But whatever she did, and in spite of her poor attire, he deemed he had never seen woman so fair. Her hair was dark red, but her eyes grey, and light at whiles and yet at whiles deep; her lips betwixt thin and full, but yet when she spoke or smiled clad with all enticements; her chin round and so wrought as none was ever better wrought; her body strong and well-knit; tall she was, with fair and large arms, and limbs most goodly of fashion, of which but little was hidden, since her coat was but thin and scanty. But whatever may be said of her, no man would have deemed her aught save most lovely. Now her face grew calm and stately again as it was at the first, and she laid a hand on Ralph's shoulder, and smiled in his face and said:

	"Surely thou art fair, though thy strokes be not light." Then she took his hand and caressed it, and said again: "Dost thou deem that thou hast done great things, fair child? Maybe. Yet some will say that thou hast but slain two butchers: and if thou wilt say that thou hast delivered me; yet it may be that I should have delivered myself ere long. Nevertheless hold up thine heart, for I think that greater things await thee."

	Then she turned about, and saw the dead man, how his feet yet hung in the stirrups as his fellow's had done, save that the horse of this one stood nigh still, only reaching his head down to crop a mouthful of grass; so she said: "Take him away, that I may mount on his horse."

	So he drew the dead man's feet out of the stirrups, and dragged him away to where the bracken grew deep, and laid him down there, so to say hidden. Then he turned back to the lady, who was pacing up and down near the horse as the beast fed quietly on the cool grass. When Ralph came back she took the reins in her hand and put one foot in the stirrup as if she would mount at once; but suddenly lighted down again, and turning to Ralph, cast her arms about him, and kissed his face many times, blushing red as a rose meantime. Then lightly she gat her up into the saddle, and bestrode the beast, and smote his flanks with her heels, and went her ways riding speedily toward the south-east, so that she was soon out of sight.

	But Ralph stood still looking the way she had gone and wondering at the adventure; and he pondered her words and held debate with himself whether he should take the road she bade him. And he said within himself: "Hitherto have I been safe and have got no scratch of a weapon upon me, and this is a place by seeming for all adventures; and little way moreover shall I make in the night if I must needs go to Hampton under Scaur, where dwell those peaceable people; and it is now growing dusk already. So I will abide the morning hereby; but I will be wary and let the wood cover me if I may."

	Therewith he went and drew the body of the slain man down into a little hollow where the bracken was high and the brambles grew strong, so that it might not be lightly seen. Then he called to him Falcon, his horse, and looked about for cover anigh the want-way, and found a little thin coppice of hazel and sweet chestnut, just where two great oaks had been felled a half score years ago; and looking through the leaves thence, he could see the four ways clearly enough, though it would not be easy for anyone to see him thence.

	Thither he betook him, and he did the rein off Falcon, but tethered him by a halter in the thickest of the copse, and sat down himself nigher to the outside thereof; he did off his helm and drew what meat he had from out his wallet and ate and drank in the beginning of the summer night; and then sat pondering awhile on what had befallen on this second day of his wandering. The moon shone out presently, little clouded, but he saw her not, for though he strove to wake awhile, slumber soon overcame him, and nothing waked him till the night was passing, nor did he see aught of that company of which the lady had spoken, and which in sooth came not.

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 10

	A Meeting and a Parting in the Wood Perilous

	When the first glimmer of dawn was in the sky he awoke in the fresh morning, and sat up and hearkened, for even as he woke he had heard something, since wariness had made him wakeful. Now he hears the sound of horse-hoofs on the hard road, and riseth to his feet and goeth to the very edge of the copse; looking thence he saw a rider who was just come to the very crossing of the roads. The new comer was much muffled in a wide cloak, but he seemed to be a man low of stature. He peered all round about him as if to see if the way were clear, and then alighted down from horseback and let the hood fall off his head, and seemed pondering which way were the best to take. By this time it was grown somewhat lighter and Ralph, looking hard, deemed that the rider was a woman; so he stepped forward lightly, and as he came on to the open sward about the way, the new comer saw him and put a foot into the stirrup to mount, but yet looked at him over the shoulder, and then presently left the saddle and came forward a few steps as if to meet Ralph, having cast the cloak to the ground.

	Then Ralph saw that it was none other than the damsel of the hostelry of Bourton Abbas, and he came up to her and reached out his hand to her, and she took it in both hers and held it and said, smiling: "It is nought save mountains that shall never meet. Here have I followed on thy footsteps; yet knew I not where thou wouldst be in the forest. And now I am glad to have fallen in with thee; for I am going a long way."

	Ralph looked on her and himseemed some pain or shame touched his heart, and he said: "I am a knight adventurous; I have nought to do save to seek adventures. Why should I not go with thee?"

	She looked at him earnestly awhile and said: "Nay, it may not be; thou art a lord's son, and I a yeoman's daughter." She stopped, and he said nothing in answer.

	"Furthermore," said she, "it is a long way, and I know not how long." Again he made no answer, and she said: "I am going to seek the WELL AT THE WORLD'S END, and to find it and live, or to find it not, and die."

	He spake after a while: "Why should I not come with thee?"

	It was growing light now, and he could see that she reddened and then turned pale and set her lips close.

	Then she said: "Because thou willest it not: because thou hadst liefer make that journey with some one else."

	He reddened in his turn, and said: "I know of no one else who shall go with me."

	"Well," she said, "it is all one, I will not have thee go with me." "Yea, and why not?" said he. She said: "Wilt thou swear to me that nought hath happed to thee to change thee betwixt this and Bourton? If thou wilt, then come with me; if thou wilt not, then refrain thee. And this I say because I see and feel that there is some change in thee since yesterday, so that thou wouldst scarce be dealing truly in being my fellow in this quest: for they that take it up must be single-hearted, and think of nought save the quest and the fellow that is with them."

	She looked on him sadly, and his many thoughts tongue-tied him a while; but at last he said: "Must thou verily go on this quest?" "Ah," she said, "now since I have seen thee and spoken with thee again, all need there is that I should follow it at once."

	Then they both kept silence, and when she spoke again her voice was as if she were gay against her will. She said: "Here am I come to these want-ways, and there are three roads besides the one I came by, and I wot that this that goeth south will bring me to the Burg of the Four Friths; and so much I know of the folk of the said Burg that they would mock at me if I asked them of the way to the Well at the World's End. And as for the western way I deem that that will lead me back again to the peopled parts whereof I know; therefore I am minded to take the eastern way. What sayest thou, fair lord?"

	Said Ralph: "I have heard of late that it leadeth presently to Hampton under the Scaur, where dwelleth a people of goodwill."

	"Who told thee this tale?" said she. Ralph answered, reddening again, "I was told by one who seemed to know both of that folk, and of the Burg of the Four Friths, and she said that the folk of Hampton were a good folk, and that they of the Burg were evil."

	The damsel smiled sadly when she heard him say 'She,' and when he had done she said: "And I have heard, and not from yesterday, that at Hampton dwelleth the Fellowship of the Dry Tree, and that those of the fellowship are robbers and reivers. Nevertheless they will perchance be little worse than the others; and the tale tells that the way to the Well at the World's End is by the Dry Tree; so thither will I at all adventure. And now will I say farewell to thee, for it is most like that I shall not see thee again."

	"O, maiden!" said Ralph, "why wilt thou not go back to Bourton Abbas? There I might soon meet thee again, and yet, indeed, I also am like to go to Hampton. Shall I not see thee there?"

	She shook her head and said: "Nay, since I must go so far, I shall not tarry; and, sooth to say, if I saw thee coming in at one gate I should go out by the other, for why should I dally with a grief that may not be amended. For indeed I wot that thou shalt soon forget to wish to see me, either at Bourton Abbas or elsewhere; so I will say no more than once again farewell."

	Then she came close to him and put her hands on his shoulders and kissed his mouth; and then she turned away swiftly, caught up her cloak, and gat lightly into the saddle, and so shook her reins and rode away east toward Hampton, and left Ralph standing there downcast and pondering many things. It was still so early in the summer morning, and he knew so little what to do, that presently he turned and walked back to his lair amongst the hazels, and there he lay down, and his thoughts by then were all gone back again to the lovely lady whom he had delivered, and he wondered if he should ever see her again, and, sooth to say, he sorely desired to see her. Amidst such thoughts he fell asleep again, for the night yet owed him something of rest, so young as he was and so hard as he had toiled, both body and mind, during the past day.

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 11

	Now Must Ralph Ride For It

	When he awoke again the sun was shining through the hazel leaves, though it was yet early; he arose and looked to his horse, and led him out of the hazel copse and stood and looked about him; and lo! a man coming slowly through the wood on Ralph's right hand, and making as it seemed for the want-way; he saw Ralph presently, and stopped, and bent a bow which he held in his hand, and then came towards him warily, with the arrow nocked. But Ralph went to meet him with his sword in his sheath, and leading Falcon by the rein, and the man stopped and took the shaft from the string: he had no armour, but there was a little axe and a wood-knife in his girdle; he was clad in homespun, and looked like a carle of the country-side. Now he greeted Ralph, and Ralph gave him the sele of the day, and saw that the new-comer was both tall and strong, dark of skin and black-haired, but of a cheerful countenance. He spake frank and free to Ralph, and said: "Whither away, lord, out of the woodland hall, and the dwelling of deer and strong-thieves? I would that the deer would choose them a captain, and gather head and destroy the thieves—and some few others with them."

	Said Ralph: "I may scarce tell thee till I know myself. Awhile ago I was minded for the Burg of the Four Friths; but now I am for Hampton under Scaur."

	"Yea?" said the carle, "when the Devil drives, to hell must we."

	"What meanest thou, good fellow?" said Ralph, "Is Hampton then so evil an abode?" And indeed it was in his mind that the adventure of the lady led captive bore some evil with it.

	Said the carle: "If thou wert not a stranger in these parts I need not to answer thy question; but I will answer it presently, yet not till we have eaten, for I hunger, and have in this wallet both bread and cheese, and thou art welcome to a share thereof, if thou hungerest also, as is most like, whereas thou art young and fresh coloured."

	"So it is," said Ralph, laughing, "and I also may help to spread this table in the wilderness, since there are yet some crumbs in my wallet. Let us sit down and fall to at once."

	"By your leave, Sir Gentleman," said the carle, "we will go a few yards further on, where there is a woodland brook, whereof we may drink when my bottle faileth."

	"Nay, I may better that," said Ralph, "for I have wherewithal." "Nevertheless," said the carle, "we will go thither, for here is it too open for so small a company as ours, since this want-way hath an ill name, and I shall lead thee whereas we shall be somewhat out of the way of murder-carles. So come on, if thou trusteth in me."

	Ralph yeasaid him, and they went together a furlong from the want-way into a little hollow place wherethrough ran a clear stream betwixt thick-leaved alders. The carle led Ralph to the very lip of the water so that the bushes covered them; there they sat down and drew what they had from their wallets, and so fell to meat; and amidst of the meat the carle said:

	"Fair Knight, as I suppose thou art one, I will ask thee if any need draweth thee to Hampton?"

	Said Ralph: "The need of giving the go-by to the Burg of the Four Friths, since I hear tell that the folk thereof be robbers and murderers."

	"Thou shalt find that out better, lord, by going thither; but I shall tell thee, that though men may slay and steal there time and time about, yet in regard to Hampton under Scaur, it is Heaven, wherein men sin not. And I am one who should know, for I have been long dwelling in Hell, that is Hampton; and now am I escaped thence, and am minded for the Burg, if perchance I may be deemed there a man good enough to ride in their host, whereby I might avenge me somewhat on them that have undone me: some of whom meseemeth must have put in thy mouth that word against the Burg. Is it not so?"

	"Maybe," said Ralph, "for thou seemest to be a true man." No more he spake though he had half a mind to tell the carle all the tale of that adventure; but something held him back when he thought of that lady and her fairness. Yet again his heart misgave him of what might betide that other maiden at Hampton, and he was unquiet, deeming that he must needs follow her thither. The carle looked on him curiously and somewhat anxiously, but Ralph's eyes were set on something that was not there; or else maybe had he looked closely on the carle he might have deemed that longing to avenge him whereof he spoke did not change his face much; for in truth there was little wrath in it.

	Now the carle said: "Thou hast a tale which thou deemest unmeet for my ears, as it well may be. Well, thou must speak, or refrain from speaking, what thou wilt; but thou art so fair a young knight, and so blithe with a poor man, and withal I deem that thou mayest help me to some gain and good, that I will tell thee a true tale: and first that the Burg is a good town under a good lord, who is no tyrant nor oppressor of peaceful men; and that thou mayest dwell there in peace as to the folk thereof, who be good folk, albeit they be no dastards to let themselves be cowed by murder-carles. And next I will tell thee that the folk of the town of Hampton be verily as harmless and innocent as sheep; but that they be under evil lords who are not their true lords, who lay heavy burdens on them and torment them even to the destroying of their lives: and lastly I will tell thee that I was one of those poor people, though not so much a sheep as the more part of them, therefore have these tyrants robbed me of my croft, and set another man in my house; and me they would have slain had I not fled to the wood that it might cover me. And happy it was for me that I had neither wife, nor chick, nor child, else had they done as they did with my brother, whose wife was too fair for him, since he dwelt at Hampton; so that they took her away from him to make sport for them of the Dry Tree, who dwell in the Castle of the Scaur, who shall be thy masters if thou goest thither.

	"This is my tale, and thine, I say, I ask not; but I deem that thou shalt do ill if thou go not to the Burg either with me or by thyself alone; either as a guest, or as a good knight to take service in their host."

	Now so it was that Ralph was wary; and this time he looked closely at the carle, and found that he spake coldly for a man with so much wrath in his heart; therefore he was in doubt about the thing; moreover he called to mind the words of the lady whom he had delivered, and her loveliness, and the kisses she had given him, and he was loth to find her a liar; and he was loth also to think that the maiden of Bourton had betaken her to so evil a dwelling. So he said:

	"Friend, I know not that I must needs be a partaker in the strife betwixt Hampton and the Burg, or go either to one or the other of these strongholds. Is there no other way out of this wood save by Hampton or the Burg? or no other place anigh, where I may rest in peace awhile, and then go on mine own errands?"

	Said the Carle: "There is a thorp that lieth somewhat west of the Burg, which is called Apthorp; but it is an open place, not fenced, and is debateable ground, whiles held by them of the Burg, whiles by the Dry Tree; and if thou tarry there, and they of the Dry Tree take thee, soon is thine errand sped; and if they of the Burg take thee, then shalt thou be led into the Burg in worse case than thou wouldest be if thou go thereto uncompelled. What sayest thou, therefore? Who shall hurt thee in the Burg, a town which is under good and strong law, if thou be a true man, as thou seemest to be? And if thou art seeking adventures, as may well be, thou shalt soon find them there ready to hand. I rede thee come with me to the Burg; for, to say sooth, I shall find it somewhat easier to enter therein if I be in the company of thee, a knight and a lord."

	So Ralph considered and thought that there lay indeed but little peril to him in the Burg, whereas both those men with whom he had striven were hushed for ever, and there was none else to tell the tale of the battle, save the lady, whose peril from them of the Burg was much greater than his; and also he thought that if anything untoward befel, he had some one to fall back on in old Oliver: yet on the other hand he had a hankering after Hampton under Scaur, where, to say sooth, he doubted not to see the lady again.

	So betwixt one thing and the other, speech hung on his lips awhile, when suddenly the carle said: "Hist! thou hast left thy horse without the bushes, and he is whinnying" (which indeed he was), "there is now no time to lose. To horse straightway, for certainly there are folk at hand, and they may be foemen, and are most like to be."

	Therewith they both arose and hastened to where Falcon stood just outside the alder bushes, and Ralph leapt a-horseback without more ado, and the carle waited no bidding to leap up behind him, and pointing to a glade of the wood which led toward the highway, cried out, "Spur that way, thither! they of the Dry Tree are abroad this morning. Spur! 'tis for life or death!"

	Ralph shook the rein and Falcon leapt away without waiting for the spur, while the carle looked over his shoulder and said, "Yonder they come! they are three; and ever they ride well horsed. Nay, nay! They are four," quoth he, as a shout sounded behind them. "Spur, young lord! spur! And thine horse is a mettlesome beast. Yea, it will do, it will do."

	Therewith came to Ralph's ears the sound of their horse-hoofs beating the turf, and he spurred indeed, and Falcon flew forth.

	"Ah," cried the carle! "but take heed, for they see that thy horse is good, and one of them, the last, hath a bent Turk bow in his hand, and is laying an arrow on it; as ever their wont is to shoot a-horseback: a turn of thy rein, as if thine horse were shying at a weasel on the road!"

	Ralph stooped his head and made Falcon swerve, and heard therewith the twang of the bowstring and straightway the shaft flew past his ears. Falcon galloped on, and the carle cried out: "There is the highway toward the Burg! Do thy best, do thy best! Lo you again!"

	For the second shaft flew from the Turkish bow, and the noise of the chase was loud behind them. Once again twanged the bow-string, but this time the arrow fell short, and the woodland man, turning himself about as well as he might, shook his clenched fist at the chase, crying out in a voice broken by the gallop: "Ha, thieves! I am Roger of the Rope-walk, I go to twist a rope for the necks of you!"

	Then he spake to Ralph: "They are turning back: they are beaten, and withal they love not the open road: yet slacken not yet, young knight, unless thou lovest thine horse more than thy life; for they will follow on through the thicket on the way-side to see whether thou wert born a fool and hast learned nothing later."

	"Yea," said Ralph, "and now I deem thou wilt tell me that to the Burg I needs must."

	"Yea, forsooth," said the carle, "nor shall we be long, riding thus, ere we come to the Burg Gate."

	"Yea, or even slower," said Ralph, drawing rein somewhat, "for now I deem the chase done: and after all is said, I have no will to slay Falcon, who is one of my friends, as thou perchance mayest come to be another."

	Thereafter he went a hand-gallop till the wood began to thin, and there were fields of tillage about the highway; and presently Roger said: "Thou mayst breathe thy nag now, and ride single, for we are amidst friends; not even a score of the Dry Tree dare ride so nigh the Burg save by night and cloud."

	So Ralph stayed his horse, and he and Roger lighted down, and Ralph looked about him and saw a stone tower builded on a little knoll amidst a wheatfield, and below it some simple houses thatched with straw; there were folk moreover working, or coming and going about the fields, who took little heed of the two when they saw them standing quiet by the horse's head; but each and all of these folk, so far as could be seen, had some weapon.

	Then said Ralph: "Good fellow, is this the Burg of the Four Friths?" The carle laughed, and said: "Simple is the question, Sir Knight: yonder is a watch-tower of the Burg, whereunder husbandmen can live, because there be men-at-arms therein. And all round the outskirts of the Frank of the Burg are there such-like towers to the number of twenty-seven. For that, say folk, was the tale of the winters of the Fair Lady who erewhile began the building of the Burg, when she was first wedded to the Forest Lord, who before that building had dwelt, he and his fathers, in thatched halls of timber here and there about the clearings of the wild-wood. But now, knight, if thou wilt, thou mayest go on softly toward the Gate of the Burg, and if thou wilt I will walk beside thy rein, which fellowship, as aforesaid, shall be a gain to me."

	Said Ralph: "I pray thee come with me, good fellow, and show me how easiest to enter this stronghold." So, when Falcon was well breathed, they went on, passing through goodly acres and wide meadows, with here and there a homestead on them, and here and there a carle's cot. Then came they to a thorp of the smallest on a rising ground, from the further end of which they could see the walls and towers of the Burg. Thereafter right up to the walls were no more houses or cornfields, nought but reaches of green meadows plenteously stored with sheep and kine, and with a little stream winding about them.

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 12

	Ralph Entereth Into the Burg of the Four Friths

	When they came up to the wall they saw that it was well builded of good ashlar, and so high that they might not see the roofs of the town because of it; but there were tall towers on it, a many of them, strong and white. The road led up straight to the master-gate of the Burg, and there was a bailey before it strongly walled, and manned with weaponed men, and a captain going about amongst them. But they entered it along with men bringing wares into the town, and none heeded them much, till they came to the very gate, on the further side of a moat that was both deep and clean; but as now the bridge was down and the portcullis up, so that the market-people might pass in easily, for it was yet early in the day. But before the door on either side stood men-at-arms well weaponed, and on the right side was their captain, a tall man with bare grizzled head, but otherwise all-armed, who stopped every one whom he knew not, and asked their business.

	As Ralph came riding up with Roger beside him, one of the guard laid his spear across and bade them stand, and the captain spake in a dry cold voice: "Whence comest thou, man-at-arms?" "From the Abbey of St. Mary at Higham," said Ralph. "Yea," said the captain, smiling grimly, "even so I might have deemed: thou wilt be one of the Lord Abbot's lily lads." "No I am not," quoth Ralph angrily. "Well, well," said the captain, "what is thy name?"

	"Ralph Motherson," quoth Ralph, knitting his brow. Said the captain "And whither wilt thou?" Said Ralph, "On mine own errands." "Thou answerest not over freely," quoth the captain. Said Ralph, "Then is it even; for thou askest freely enough." "Well, well," said the captain, grinning in no unfriendly wise, "thou seemest a stout lad enough; and as to my asking, it is my craft as captain of the North Gate: but now tell me friendly, goest thou to any kinsman or friend in the Burg?"

	Then Ralph's brow cleared and he said, "Nay, fair sir." "Well then," said the captain, "art thou but riding straight through to another gate, and so away again?" "Nay," said Ralph, "if I may, I would abide here the night over, or may-happen longer." "Therein thou shalt do well, young man," said the captain; "then I suppose thou wilt to some hostelry? tell me which one."

	Said Ralph, "Nay, I wot not to which one, knowing not the town." But Roger close by him spake and said: "My lord shall go to the Flower de Luce, which is in the big square."

	"Truly," said the captain, "he goes to a good harbour; and moreover, fair sir, to-morrow thou shalt see a goodly sight from thine inn; thou mayst do no better, lord. But thou, carle, who art thou, who knowest the inside of our Burg so well, though I know thee not, for as well as I know our craftsmen and vavassors?"

	Then Roger's words hung on his lips awhile, and the knight bent his brow on him, till at last he said, "Sir Captain, I was minded to lie, and say that I am this young knight's serving-man." The captain broke in on him grimly, "Thou wert best not lie."

	"Yea, sir," quoth Roger, "I deemed, as it was on my tongue's end, that thou wouldst find me out, so I have nought to do but tell thee the very sooth: this it is: I am a man made masterless by the thieves of the Dry Tree. From my land at Hampton under Scaur have I been driven, my chattels have been lifted, and my friends slain; and therefore by your leave would I ride in the host of the Burg, that I may pay back the harm which I had, according to the saw, 'better bale by breeding bale.' So, lord, I ask thee wilt thou lend me the sword and give me the loaf, that I may help both thee, and the Burg, and me?"

	The captain looked at him closely and sharply, while the carle faced him with open simple eyes, and at last he said: "Well, carle, thou wert about to name thyself this young knight's serving-man; be thou even so whiles he abideth in the Burg; and when he leaveth the Burg then come back to me here any day before noon, and may be I shall then put a sword in thy fist and horse between thy thighs. But," (and he wagged his head threateningly at Roger) "see that thou art at the Flower de Luce when thou art called for."

	Roger held his peace and seemed somewhat abashed at this word, and the captain turned to Ralph and said courteously: "Young knight, if thou art seeking adventures, thou shalt find them in our host; and if thou be but half as wise as thou seemest bold, thou wilt not fail to gain honour and wealth both, in the service of the Burg; for we be overmuch beset with foemen that we should not welcome any wight and wary warrior, though he be an alien of blood and land. If thou thinkest well of this, then send me thy man here and give me word of thy mind, and I shall lead thee to the chiefs of the Port, and make the way easy for thee."

	Ralph thanked him and rode through the gate into the street, and Roger still went beside his stirrup.

	Presently Ralph turned to Roger and spake to him somewhat sourly, and said: "Thou hadst one lie in thy mouth and didst swallow it; but how shall I know that another did not come out thence? Withal thou must needs be my fellow here, will I, nill I; for thou it was that didst put that word into the captain's mouth that thou shouldst serve me while I abide in the Burg. So I will say here and now, that my mind misgives me concerning thee, whether thou be not of those very thieves and tyrants whom thou didst mis-say but a little while ago."

	"Yea," said Roger, "thou art wise indeed to set me down as one of the Dry Tree; doubtless that is why I delivered thee from their ambush even now. And as for my service, thou mayst need it; for indeed I deem thee not so safe as thou deemest thyself in this Burg."

	"What!" said Ralph, "Dost thou blow hot and cold? why even now, when we were in the wood, thou wert telling me that I had nought at all to fear in the Burg of the Four Friths, and that all was done there by reason and with justice. What is this new thing then which thou hast found out, or what is that I have to fear?"

	Roger changed countenance thereat and seemed somewhat confused, as one who has been caught unawares; but he gat his own face presently, and said: "Nay, Sir Knight, I will tell thee the truth right out. In the wood yonder thy danger was great that thou mightest run into the hands of them of the Dry Tree; therefore true it is that I spake somewhat beyond my warrant concerning the life of the folk of the Burg, as how could I help it? But surely whatever thy peril may be here, it is nought to that which awaited thee at Hampton."

	"Nay, but what is the peril?" said Ralph. Quoth Roger, "If thou wilt become their man and enter into their host, there is none; for they will ask few questions of so good a man-at-arms, when they know that thou art theirs; but if thou naysay that, it may well be that they will be for turning the key on thee till thou tellest them what and whence thou art." Ralph answered nought, thinking in his mind that this was like enough; so he rode on soberly, till Roger said:

	"Anyhow, thou mayst turn the cold shoulder on me if thou wilt. Yet were I thee, I would not, for so it is, both that I can help thee, as I deem, in time to come, and that I have helped thee somewhat in time past."

	Now Ralph was young and could not abide the blame of thanklessness; so he said, "Nay, nay, fellow, go we on together to the Flower de Luce."

	Roger nodded his head and grumbled somewhat, and they made no stay except that now and again Ralph drew rein to look at goodly things in the street, for there were many open booths therein, so that the whole street looked like a market. The houses were goodly of building, but not very tall, the ways wide and well-paved. Many folk were in the street, going up and down on their errands, and both men and women of them seemed to Ralph stout and strong, but not very fair of favour. Withal they seemed intent on their business, and payed little heed to Ralph and his fellow, though he was by his attire plainly a stranger.

	Now Ralph sees a house more gaily adorned than most, and a sign hung out from it whereon was done an image of St. Loy, and underneath the same a booth on which was set out weapons and war-gear exceeding goodly; and two knaves of the armourer were standing by to serve folk, and crying their wares with "what d'ye lack?" from time to time. So he stayed and fell to looking wistfully at the gleam and glitter of those fair things, till one of the aforesaid knaves came to his side and said:

	"Fair Sir, surely thou lackest somewhat; what have we here for thy needs?" So Ralph thought and called to mind that strong little steel axe of the man whom he had slain yesterday, and asked for the sight of such a weapon, if he might perchance cheapen it. And the lad brought a very goodly steel axe, gold-inlaid about the shaft, and gave him the price thereof, which Ralph deemed he might compass; so he brought round his scrip to his hand, that he might take out the money. But while his hand was yet in the bag, out comes the master-armourer, a tall and very stark carle, and said in courteous wise: "Sir Knight, thou art a stranger to me and I know thee not; so I must needs ask for a sight of thy license to buy weapons, under the seal of the Burg."

	"Hear a wonder," said Ralph, "that a free man for his money shall not buy wares set out to be bought, unless he have the Burg-Reeve's hand and seal for it! Nay, take thy florins, master, and give me the axe and let the jest end there." "I jest not, young rider," quoth the armourer. "When we know thee for a liegeman of the Burg, thou shalt buy what thou wilt without question; but otherwise I have told thee the law, and how may I, the master of the craft, break the law? Be not wrath, fair sir, I will set aside thine axe for thee, till thou bring me the license, or bid me come see it, and thou shalt get the said license at the Town Hall straight-way, when they may certify thee no foeman of the Burg."

	Ralph saw that it availed nothing to bicker with the smith, and so went his way somewhat crestfallen, and that the more as he saw Roger grinning a little.

	Now they come into the market-place, on one side whereof was the master church of the town, which was strongly built and with a tall tower to it, but was not very big, and but little adorned. Over against it they saw the sign of the Flower de Luce, a goodly house and great. Thitherward they turned; but in the face of the hostelry amidmost the place was a thing which Roger pointed at with a grin that spoke as well as words; and this was a high gallows-tree furnished with four forks or arms, each carved and wrought in the fashion of the very bough of a tree, from which dangled four nooses, and above them all was a board whereon was written in big letters THE DRY TREE. And at the foot of this gallows were divers folk laughing and talking.

	So Ralph understood at once that those four men whom he had seen led away bound yesterday should be hanged thereon; so he stayed a franklin who was passing by, and said to him, "Sir, I am a stranger in the town, and I would know if justice shall be done on the four woodmen to-day." "Nay," said the man, "but to-morrow; they are even now before the judges."

	Then said Roger in a surly voice, "Why art thou not there to look on?" "Because," quoth the man, "there is little to see there, and not much more to hearken. The thieves shall be speedily judged, and not questioned with torments, so that they may be the lustier to feel what the hangman shall work on them to-morrow; then forsooth the show shall be goodly. But far better had it been if we had had in our hands the great witch of these dastards, as we looked to have her; but now folk say that she has not been brought within gates, and it is to be feared that she hath slipped through our fingers once more."

	Roger laughed, and said: "Simple are ye folk of the Burg and know nought of her shifts. I tell thee it is not unlike that she is in the Burg even now, and hath in hand to take out of your prison the four whom ye have caught."

	The franklin laughed scornfully in his turn and said: "If we be simple, thou art a fool merely: are we not stronger and more than the Dry Tree? How should she not be taken? How should she not be known if she were walking about these streets? Have we no eyes, fool-carle?" And he laughed again, for he was wroth.

	Ralph hearkened, and a kind of fear seemed griping his heart, so he asked the franklin: "Tell me, sir, are ye two speaking of a woman who is Queen of these strong-thieves?" "Yea," said he, "or it might better be said that she is their goddess, their mawmet, their devil, the very heart and soul of their wickedness. But one day shall we have her body and soul, and then shall her body have but an evil day of it till she dieth in this world."

	"Yea, forsooth, if she can die at all," quoth Roger.

	The franklin looked sourly on him and said: "Good man, thou knowest much of her, meseemeth—Whence art thou?" Said Roger speedily: "From Hampton under Scaur; and her rebel I am, and her dastard, and her runaway. Therefore I know her forsooth."

	"Well," the Franklin said, "thou seemest a true man, and yet I would counsel thee to put a rein on thy tongue when thou art minded to talk of the Devil of the Dry Tree, or thou mayst come to harm in the Burg."

	He walked away towards the gallows therewith; and Roger said, almost as if he were talking to himself; "A heavy-footed fool goeth yonder; but after this talk we were better hidden by the walls of the Flower-de-Luce." So therewith they went on toward the hostel.

	But the market place was wide, and they were yet some minutes getting to the door, and ere they came there Ralph said, knitting his brows anxiously: "Is this woman fair or foul to look on?" "That is nought so easy to tell of," said Roger, "whiles she is foul, whiles very fair, whiles young and whiles old; whiles cruel and whiles kind. But note this, when she is the kindest then are her carles the cruellest; and she is the kinder to them because they are cruel."

	Ralph pondered what he said, and wondered if this were verily the woman whom he had delivered, or some other. As if answering to his unspoken thought, Roger went on: "They speak but of one woman amongst them of the Dry Tree, but in sooth they have many others who are like unto her in one way or other; and this again is a reason why they may not lay hands on the very Queen of them all."

	Therewithal they came unto the hostel, and found it fair enough within, the hall great and goodly for such a house, and with but three chapmen-carles therein. Straightway they called for meat, for it was now past noon, and the folk of the house served them when the grooms had taken charge of Falcon. And Roger served Ralph as if he were verily his man. Then Ralph went to his chamber aloft and rested a while, but came down into the hall a little before nones, and found Roger there walking up and down the hall floor, and no man else, so he said to him: "Though thou art not of the Burg, thou knowest it; wilt thou not come abroad then, and show it me? for I have a mind to learn the ways of the folk here."

	Said Roger, and smiled a little: "If thou commandest me as my lord, I will come; yet I were better pleased to abide behind; for I am weary with night-waking and sorrow; and have a burden of thought, one which I must bear to the end of the road; and if I put it down I shall have to go back and take it up again."

	Ralph thought that he excused himself with more words than were needed; but he took little heed of it, but nodded to him friendly, and went out of the house afoot, but left his weapons and armour behind him by the rede of Roger.

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 13

	The Streets of the Burg of the Four Friths

	He went about the streets and found them all much like to the one which they had entered by the north gate; he saw no poor or wretched houses, and none very big as of great lords; they were well and stoutly builded, but as aforesaid not much adorned either with carven work or painting: there were folk enough in the streets, and now Ralph, as was like to be, looked specially at the women, and thought many of them little better-favoured than the men, being both dark and low; neither were they gaily clad, though their raiment, like the houses, was stout and well wrought. But here and there he came on a woman taller and whiter than the others, as though she were of another blood; all such of these as he saw were clad otherwise than the darker women: their heads uncoifed, uncovered save for some garland or silken band: their gowns yellow like wheat-straw, but gaily embroidered; sleeveless withal and short, scarce reaching to the ancles, and whiles so thin that they were rather clad with the embroidery than the cloth; shoes they had not, but sandals bound on their naked feet with white thongs, and each bore an iron ring about her right arm.

	The more part of the men wore weapons at their sides and had staves in hand, and were clad in short jerkins brown or blue of colour, and looked ready for battle if any moment should call them thereto; but among them were men of different favour and stature from these, taller for the most part, unarmed, and clad in long gowns of fair colours with cloths of thin and gay-coloured web twisted about their heads. These he took for merchants, as they were oftenest standing in and about the booths and shops, whereof there were some in all the streets, though the market for victuals and such like he found over for that day, and but scantily peopled.

	Out of one of these markets, which was the fish and fowl market, he came into a long street that led him down to a gate right over against that whereby he had entered the Burg; and as he came thereto he saw that there was a wide way clear of all houses inside of the wall, so that men-at-arms might go freely from one part to the other; and he had also noted that a wide way led from each port out of the great place, and each ended not but in a gate. But as to any castle in the town, he saw none; and when he asked a burgher thereof, the carle laughed in his face, and said to him that the whole Burg, houses and all, was a castle, and that it would turn out to be none of the easiest to win. And forsooth Ralph himself was much of that mind.

	Now he was just within the south gate when he held this talk, and there were many folk thereby already, and more flocking thereto; so he stood there to see what should betide; and anon he heard great blowing of horns and trumpets all along the wall, and, as he deemed, other horns answered from without; and so it was; for soon the withoutward horns grew louder, and the folk fell back on either side of the way, and next the gates were thrown wide open (which before had been shut save for a wicket) and thereafter came the first of a company of men-at-arms, foot-men, with bills some, and some with bows, and all-armed knights and sergeants a-horseback.

	So streamed in these weaponed men till Ralph saw that it was a great host that was entering the Burg; and his heart rose within him, so warrior-like they were of men and array, though no big men of their bodies; and many of them bore signs of battle about them, both in the battering of their armour and the rending of their raiment, and the clouts tied about the wounds on their bodies.

	After a while among the warriors came herds of neat and flocks of sheep and strings of horses, of the spoil which the host had lifted; and then wains filled, some with weapons and war gear, and some with bales of goods and household stuff. Last came captives, some going afoot and some for weariness borne in wains; for all these war-taken thralls were women and women-children; of males there was not so much as a little lad. Of the women many seemed fair to Ralph despite their grief and travel; and as he looked on them he deemed that they must be of the kindred and nation of the fair white women he had seen in the streets; though they were not clad like those, but diversely.

	So Ralph gazed on this pageant till all had passed, and he was weary with the heat and the dust and the confused clamour of shouting and laughter and talking; and whereas most of the folk followed after the host and their spoil, the streets of the town there about were soon left empty and peaceful. So he turned into a street narrower than most, that went east from the South Gate and was much shaded from the afternoon sun, and went slowly down it, meaning to come about the inside of the wall till he should hit the East Gate, and so into the Great Place when the folk should have gone their ways home.

	He saw no folk in the street save here and there an old woman sitting at the door of her house, and maybe a young child with her. As he came to where the street turned somewhat, even such a carline was sitting on a clean white door-step on the sunny side, somewhat shaded by a tall rose-laurel tree in a great tub, and she sang as she sat spinning, and Ralph stayed to listen in his idle mood, and he heard how she sang in a dry, harsh voice:

	Clashed sword on shield In the harvest field;

	And no man blames The red red flames,

	War's candle-wick On roof and rick.

	Now dead lies the yeoman unwept and unknown

	On the field he hath furrowed, the ridge he hath sown:

	And all in the middle of wethers and neat

	The maidens are driven with blood on their feet;

	For yet 'twixt the Burg-gate and battle half-won

	The dust-driven highway creeps uphill and on,

	And the smoke of the beacons goes coiling aloft,

	While the gathering horn bloweth loud, louder and oft.

	Throw wide the gates

	For nought night waits;

	Though the chase is dead

	The moon's o'erhead

	And we need the clear

	Our spoil to share.

	Shake the lots in the helm then for brethren are we,

	And the goods of my missing are gainful to thee.

	Lo! thine are the wethers, and his are the kine;

	And the colts of the marshland unbroken are thine,

	With the dapple-grey stallion that trampled his groom;

	And Giles hath the gold-blossomed rose of the loom.

	
Lo! leaps out the last lot and nought have I won,

	But the maiden unmerry, by battle undone.

	 

	Even as her song ended came one of those fair yellow-gowned damsels round the corner of the street, bearing in her hand a light basket full of flowers: and she lifted up her head and beheld Ralph there; then she went slowly and dropped her eyelids, and it was pleasant to Ralph to behold her; for she was as fair as need be. Her corn-coloured gown was dainty and thin, and but for its silver embroidery had hidden her limbs but little; the rosiness of her ancles showed amidst her white sandal-thongs, and there were silver rings and gold on her arms along with the iron ring.

	Now she lifted up her eyes and looked shyly at Ralph, and he smiled at her well-pleased, and deemed it would be good to hear her voice; so he went up to her and greeted her, and she seemed to take his greeting well, though she glanced swiftly at the carline in the doorway.

	Said Ralph: "Fair maiden, I am a stranger in this town, and have seen things I do not wholly understand; now wilt thou tell me before I ask the next question, who will be those war-taken thralls whom even now I saw brought into the Burg by the host? of what nation be they, and of what kindred?"

	Straightway was the damsel all changed; she left her dainty tricks, and drew herself up straight and stiff. She looked at him in the eyes, flushing red, and with knit brows, a moment, and then passed by him with swift and firm feet as one both angry and ashamed.

	But the carline who had beheld the two with a grin on her wrinkled face changed aspect also, and cried out fiercely after the damsel, and said: "What! dost thou flee from the fair young man, and he so kind and soft with thee, thou jade? Yea, I suppose thou dost fetch and carry for some mistress who is young and a fool, and who has not yet learned how to deal with the daughters of thine accursed folk. Ah! if I had but money to buy some one of you, and a good one, she should do something else for me than showing her fairness to young men; and I would pay her for her long legs and her white skin, till she should curse her fate that she had not been born little and dark-skinned and free, and with heels un-bloodied with the blood of her back."

	Thus she went on, though the damsel was long out of ear-shot of her curses; and Ralph tarried not to get away from her spiteful babble, which he now partly understood; and that all those yellow-clad damsels were thralls to the folk of the Burg; and belike were of the kindred of those captives late-taken whom he had seen amidst the host at its entering into the Burg.

	So he wandered away thence thinking on what he should do till the sun was set, and he had come into the open space underneath the walls, and had gone along it till he came to the East Gate: there he looked around him a little and found people flowing back from the Great Place, whereto they had gathered to see the host mustered and the spoil blessed; then he went on still under the wall, and noted not that here and there a man turned about to look upon him curiously, for he was deep in thought, concerning the things which he had seen and heard of, and pondered much what might have befallen his brethren since they sundered at the Want-way nigh to the High House of Upmeads. Withal the chief thing that he desired was to get him away from the Burg, for he felt himself unfree therein; and he said to himself that if he were forced to dwell among this folk, that he had better never have stolen himself away from his father and mother; and whiles even he thought that he would do his best on the morrow to get him back home to Upmeads again. But then when he thought of how his life would go in his old home, there seemed to him a lack, and when he questioned himself as to what that lack was, straightway he seemed to see that Lady of the Wildwood standing before the men-at-arms in her scanty raiment the minute before his life was at adventure because of them. And in sooth he smiled to himself then with a beating heart, as he told himself that above all things he desired to see that Lady, whatever she might be, and that he would follow his adventure to the end until he met her.

	Amidst these thoughts he came unto the North Gate, whereby he had first entered the Burg, and by then it was as dark as the summer night would be; so he woke up from his dream, as it were, and took his way briskly back to the Flower de Luce.

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 14

	What Ralph Heard of the Matters of the Burg of the Four Friths

	There was no candle in the hall when he entered, but it was not so dark therein but he might see Roger sitting on a stool near the chimney, and opposite to him on the settle sat two men; one very tall and big, the other small; Roger was looking away from these, and whistling; and it came into Ralph's mind that he would have him think that he had nought to do with them, whether that were so or not. But he turned round as Ralph came up the hall and rose and came up to him, and fell to talking with him and asking him how he liked the Burg; and ever he spake fast and loud, so that again it came on Ralph that he was playing a part.

	Ralph heeded him little, but ever looked through the hall-dusk on those twain, who presently arose and went toward the hall door, but when they were but half-way across the floor a chamberlain came in suddenly, bearing candles in his hands, and the light fell on those guests and flashed back from a salade on the head of the big man, and Ralph saw that he was clad in a long white gaberdine, and he deemed that he was the very man whom he had seen last in the Great Place at Higham, nigh the church, and before that upon the road. As for the smaller man Ralph had no knowledge of him, for he could see but little of his face, whereas he was wrapped up in a cloak, for as warm as the evening was, and wore a slouch hat withal; but his eyes seemed great and wondrous bright.

	But when they were gone Ralph asked Roger if he knew aught of them, or if they had told him aught. "Nay," said Roger, "they came in here as I sat alone, and had their meat, and spake nought to me, and little to each other. I deem them not to be of the Burg. Nay, sooth to say, I doubt if they be true men."

	As he spake came in a sort of the townsmen somewhat merry and noisy, and called for meat and drink and more lights; so that the board was brought and the hall was speedily astir. These men, while supper was being dight, fell to talking to Ralph and Roger, and asking them questions of whence and whither, but nowise uncourteously: to whom Roger answered with the tale which he had told Ralph, and Ralph told what he would, and that was but little.

	But when the board was dight they bade them sit down with them and eat. Ralph sat down at once, and Roger would have served him, but Ralph bade him do it not, and constrained him to sit by his side, and they two sat a little apart from the townsmen.

	So when they had eaten their fill, and wine was brought, and men were drinking kindly, Ralph began to ask Roger concerning those women whom he had seen in the street, and the captives whom he had seen brought in by the host, and if they were of one kindred, and generally how it was with them: and he spake somewhat softly as if he would not break into the talk of the townsmen: but Roger answered him in a loud voice so that all could hear:

	"Yea, lord, I will tell thee the tale of them, which setteth forth well both the wise policy and the great mercy of the folk of the Burg and their rulers."

	Said Ralph: "Are these women also of the Dry Tree? For I perceive them to be born of the foes of the Burg."

	Now the townsmen had let their talk drop a while to listen to the talk of the aliens; and Roger answered still in a loud voice: "Nay, nay, it is not so. These queens are indeed war-taken thralls, but not from them of the Dry Tree, or they would have been slain at once, like as the carles of those accursed ones. But these are of the folk of the Wheat-wearers, even as those whom thou sawest brought to-day amidst the other spoil. And to this folk the Burg showeth mercy, and whenso the host goeth against them and over-cometh (and that is well-nigh whenever they meet) these worthy lords slay no woman of them, but the men only, whether they be old or young or youngest. As for their women they are brought hither and sold at the market-cross to the highest bidder. And this honour they have, that such of them as be fair, and that is the more part of the younger ones, fetch no ill penny. Yet for my part I were loth to cheapen such wares: for they make but evil servants, being proud, and not abiding stripes lightly, or toiling the harder for them; and they be somewhat too handy with the knife if they deem themselves put upon. Speak I sooth, my masters?" quoth he, turning toward them of the town.

