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			SINOPSIS
		
			La Caída de Arturo, única incursión de J. R .R. Tolkien en las leyendas del rey Arturo de Bretaña, puede ser considerado su mayor logro en el uso del metro aliterado en inglés antiguo. Una obra en la que consiguió comunicar la sensación de inevitabilidad y de gravedad de los acontecimientos: de la expedición de Arturo a las lejanas tierras paganas, de la huida de la reina Ginebra de Camelot, de la gran batalla naval al regreso de Arturo a Bretaña.

			Desgraciadamente, La Caída de Arturo fue uno de los extensos poemas narrativos que Tolkien abandonó durante aquel período, probablemente en 1937, el año de la publicación de El Hobbit y de los primeros albores de El Señor de los Anillos.

			Junto al texto del poema, se hallaron muchas páginas manuscritas, gran cantidad de borradores y diversos experimentos en verso en los que se revela la extraña evolución de la estructura del poema, junto con sinopsis en prosa, así como notas muy interesantes. En estas últimas, se pueden discernir claramente las asociaciones de la conclusión de Arturo con El Silmarillion, y el amargo final del amor de Lancelot y Ginebra, que nunca llegó a escribir.

		

	
		
			LA CAÍDA
 DE ARTURO

			J. R. R. TOLKIEN

			Editado por Christopher Tolkien

			
				[image: ]
			

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			PRÓLOGO
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			Es de sobra conocido que una de las líneas de fuerza destacadas en la poesía de mi padre fue su duradero amor por el antiguo verso aliterado «norteño», que se extendió desde el mundo de la Tierra Media (de manera especial en la larga aunque inconclusa Balada de los Hijos de Húrin) hasta el diálogo dramático The Homecoming of Beorhtnoth (que surgía del poema en inglés antiguo La batalla de Maldon), y sus poemas al estilo del «nórdico antiguo», La nueva balada de los völsungos y La nueva balada de Gudrún (a los que se refería en una carta de 1967 como «algo que hice hace muchos años mientras trataba de aprender el arte de escribir en verso aliterado»). En Sir Gawain y el Caballero Verde desplegó su habilidad en el dominio del verso aliterado del siglo XIV aplicado al inglés moderno en la misma técnica métrica. A estas obras se añade ahora su poema inconcluso e inédito La Caída de Arturo.

			Sólo he podido descubrir una referencia de mi padre a este poema. Se encuentra en una carta de 1955 en la que decía: «Me encanta escribir en verso aliterado, aunque he publicado poco más allá de los fragmentos que aparecen en El Señor de los Anillos, salvo The Homecoming of Beorhtnoth (...). Tengo esperanzas todavía de terminar un largo poema sobre La Caída de Arturo en el mismo metro» (Cartas de J.R.R. Tolkien, n.º 165). En ningún lugar entre sus papeles hay indicación alguna acerca de cuándo lo comenzó, o del momento en que fue abandonado. Pero, afortunadamente, conservó una carta que le remitió R.W. Chambers, fechada el 9 de diciembre de 1934. Chambers, profesor de inglés en el University College de Londres, dieciocho años mayor que él, era un viejo amigo y firme apoyo de mi padre, y en aquella carta describía de qué modo había leído Arturo durante un viaje en tren a Cambridge, y cómo en el trayecto de vuelta «aproveché un compartimento vacío para declamarlo como merece». Elogió el poema con grandes alabanzas: «Es en verdad sensacional (...) realmente heroico, aparte de su valor como muestra palpable del modo en que el metro de Beowulf se puede emplear en el inglés moderno.» Y concluía la carta: «En verdad debes terminarlo.»

			Pero mi padre no lo hizo. Y, una vez más, otro de sus largos poemas narrativos fue abandonado. Parece casi seguro que dejó de trabajar en La balada de los hijos de Húrin antes de marcharse de la Universidad de Leeds rumbo a Oxford en 1925, y registró que había comenzado La balada de Leithian (la leyenda de Beren y Lúthien), no en verso aliterado sino en pareados, en el verano de aquel año (Las baladas de Beleriand, p. 7). Además, mientras estuvo en Leeds comenzó un poema en verso aliterado sobre La huida de los Noldoli desde Valinor, y otro incluso más breve que era claramente el inicio de una Balada de Eärendel (Las baladas de Beleriand, §II, Poemas pronto abandonados).

			En La leyenda de Sigurd y Gudrún (p. 12) he sugerido «como mera suposición, ya que no hay ninguna prueba que lo confirme, que mi padre se volcara en estos poemas nórdicos como nueva empresa poética [y como un regreso al verso aliterado] después de abandonar La balada de Leithian a finales de 1931». De ser así, debió de haber empezado a trabajar en La Caída de Arturo —que estaba aún lejos de su compleción a finales de 1934— cuando los poemas nórdicos habían sido llevados a su conclusión.

			Al buscar algún tipo de explicación para el abandono de estos ambiciosos poemas cuando cada uno de ellos estaba muy avanzado, es preciso fijarse en las circunstancias de su vida tras su elección para la plaza de profesor de anglosajón en Oxford, en 1925: las exigencias de su posición e investigación, y las necesidades, preocupaciones y gastos familiares. Al igual que a lo largo de gran parte de su vida, nunca tuvo tiempo suficiente; y puede ser, como me siento inclinado a creer, que el aliento de la inspiración, continuamente obstaculizado, pudiese marchitarse. A pesar de ello, emergería de nuevo cuando apareciera un claro en medio de sus deberes y obligaciones, y de sus otros intereses; pero entonces con un impulso narrativo diferente.

			Sin duda alguna hubo razones específicas en cada caso; razones que ahora resulta imposible discernir. Pero en lo que respecta a La Caída de Arturo he sugerido (pp. 185-190) que el poema fue llevado a la orilla por el vaivén de las grandes mareas que estaban teniendo lugar en aquella época en la concepción artística de mi padre, que surgían a partir de su trabajo en El Camino Perdido y la publicación de El Hobbit: la emergencia de Númenor, el mito del Mundo Redondeado y el Sendero Recto, y la cercanía de El Señor de los Anillos.

			Cabe también suponer que la propia naturaleza de este último y elaborado poema lo hiciera particularmente vulnerable a la interrupción o la distracción. La asombrosa cantidad de material que ha llegado a nosotros en forma de bocetos para La Caída de Arturo revela las dificultades inherentes a un empleo tal de la forma métrica que mi padre encontraba tan profundamente natural, y su preocupación exacta y perfeccionista para, en una narración complicada y sutil, dar con la expresión que encajase dentro de los modelos de ritmo y aliteración de la versificación propia del inglés antiguo. Cambiando la metáfora, La Caída de Arturo era una obra de arte que debía ser construida lentamente: no podía soportar el surgimiento de nuevos horizontes imaginativos.

			Se piense lo que se piense de estas especulaciones, La Caída de Arturo conllevaba necesariamente problemas de presentación para el editor. Puede que algunos que lean este libro hubieran quedado satisfechos sencillamente con el texto del poema tal y como aparece impreso aquí y, quizá, con una breve exposición de las etapas de su desarrollo tal y como queda atestiguado por los abundantes borradores manuscritos. Pero también puede ser que haya otros que, llevados al poema por lo atractivo de su autor, pero que carezcan de conocimientos sobre la «leyenda artúrica», deseen o incluso esperen encontrar ciertas indicaciones sobre cómo se sitúa esta «versión» en relación con la tradición medieval de la que surgió.

			Tal como he dicho, mi padre no dejó indicación alguna, siquiera mínima —como sí hizo con los poemas «nórdicos» publicados como La leyenda de Sigurd y Gudrún— de su pensamiento o intención latente tras su originalísimo tratamiento de «La leyenda de Lancelot y Ginebra». Pero en el caso que nos ocupa no hay razón alguna para entrar en el laberinto, en un intento editorial de escribir un informe a gran escala sobre la leyenda artúrica que, con toda probabilidad, parecería una muralla infranqueable, alzada como si fuese un preludio necesario para la lectura de La Caída de Arturo.

			Por tanto, he prescindido de cualquier tipo de introducción propiamente dicha. Sin embargo, siguiendo el texto del poema he aportado diversos comentarios de naturaleza claramente optativa. Las breves notas que siguen al poema se limitan en gran medida a explicaciones muy concisas sobre nombres y palabras, así como a referencias a los comentarios.

			Cada uno de éstos, para aquellos que desean tales exploraciones, tiene que ver con un aspecto bastante diferenciado de La Caída de Arturo y su interés intrínseco. El primero de ellos, «El poema en la tradición artúrica», sencillo en su propósito al evitar la interpretación especulativa y teniendo un alcance muy limitado —a pesar de ser un tanto extenso—, es una exposición de la derivación del poema de mi padre a partir de tradiciones narrativas particulares, así como sus divergencias respecto de ellas. A tal fin he consultado principalmente dos obras en inglés: el poema medieval conocido como «The Alliterative Morte Arthure» y las reveladoras historias de sir Thomas Malory, con alguna referencia a las fuentes de este último. Con el fin de no ofrecer un mero y yermo compendio, he citado al pie de la letra cierto número de pasajes de estas obras, como ejemplos de estas tradiciones en una manera y un modo que difieren profundamente de la presente «Caída de Arturo en verso aliterado» de otra época.

			Tras mucha reflexión he considerado mejor, por ser mucho menos confuso, escribir esta exposición como si la última forma del poema (tal y como aparece impresa en este libro) fuese todo lo que pudiésemos saber de él. De ese modo, la extraña evolución de esa forma revelada por el análisis de los textos en borrador se habría perdido. No he visto necesario entrar en los oscuros orígenes de la leyenda artúrica y los tempranos siglos de su historia, y tan sólo diré aquí que es esencial para la comprensión de La Caída de Arturo admitir que las raíces de la leyenda derivan del siglo V, tras el final de la dominación romana en Bretaña con la retirada de las legiones en 410, y de recuerdos de batallas libradas por los britanos que resistían las desastrosas razias e incursiones de los invasores bárbaros, anglos y sajones, que se extendían desde las regiones orientales de su propia tierra. Téngase en cuenta que a lo largo de este libro los nombres «britanos» y «británico» se refieren específica y exclusivamente a los habitantes celtas, y a su idioma.

			A continuación de «El poema en la tradición artúrica» se encuentra una discusión sobre «El poema no escrito y su relación con El Silmarillion», una exposición de los variados escritos que aportan alguna indicación sobre los pensamientos de mi padre para la continuación del poema. Por último, un informe sobre «La evolución del poema», que es principalmente un intento de mostrar tan claramente como pude —dada la extremadamente compleja historia del texto—, los cambios más importantes en la estructura a los que me he referido, junto con mucho trabajo de ejemplificación sobre su modo de composición.

			

			Nota. A lo largo de este libro las referencias al texto del poema se dan siguiendo el número del Canto: numeral romano + número de la línea; por ejemplo, II. 7.

			

			Nota a la edición digital: Las referencias a página corresponden a la edición papel.
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			I

			How Arthur and Gawain went to war and rode into the East.

			Arthur eastward      in arms purposed

			his war to wage      on the wild marches,

			over seas sailing      to Saxon lands,

			from the Roman realm      ruin defending.

			5 Thus the tides of time      to turn backward

			and the heathen to humble,      his hope urged him,

			that with harrying ships      they should hunt no more

			on the shining shores      and shallow waters

			of South Britain,      booty seeking.

			10 As when the earth dwindles      in autumn days

			and soon to its setting      the sun is waning

			under mournful mist,      then a man will lust

			for work and wandering,      while yet warm floweth

			blood sun-kindled,      so burned his soul

			15 after long glory      for a last assay

			of pride and prowess,      to the proof setting

			will unyielding      in war with fate.

			So fate fell-woven      forward drave him,

			and with malice Mordred      his mind hardened,

			20 saying that war was wisdom      and waiting folly.

			‘Let their fanes be felled      and their fast places

			bare and broken,      burned their havens,

			and isles immune      from march of arms

			or Roman reign      now reek to heaven

			25 in fires of vengeance!      Fell thy hand is,

			fortune follows thee – fare and conquer!

			And Britain the blessed,      thy broad kingdom,

			I will hold unharmed      till thy home-coming.

			Faithful hast thou found me.      But what foe dareth

			30 war here to wake      or the walls assail

			of this island-realm      while Arthur liveth,

			if the Eastern wolf      in his own forest

			at last embayed      must for life battle?’

			So Mordred spake,      and men praised him,

			35 Gawain guessed not      guile or treason

			in this bold counsel;      he was for battle eager,

			in idle ease      the evil seeing

			that had rent asunder      the Round Table.

			Thus Arthur in arms      eastward journeyed,

			40 and war awoke      in the wild regions.

			Halls and temples      of the heathen kings

			his might assailed      marching in conquest

			from the mouths of the Rhine      o’er many kingdoms.

			Lancelot he missed;      Lionel and Ector,

			45 Bors and Blamore      to battle came not;

			yet mighty lords      remained by him:

			Bediver and Baldwin,      Brian of Ireland,

			Marrac and Meneduc      from their mountain-towers;

			Errac, and Iwain      of Urien’s line

			50 that was king in Reged;      Cedivor the strong

			and the queen’s kinsman      Cador the hasty.

			Greatest was Gawain,      whose glory waxed

			as times darkened,      true and dauntless,

			among knights peerless      ever anew proven,

			55 defence and fortress      of a falling world.

			As in last sortie      from leaguered city

			so Gawain led them.      As a glad trumpet

			his voice was ringing      in the van of Arthur;

			as a burning brand      his blade wielded

			60 before the foremost      flashed as lightning.

			Foes before them,      flames behind them,

			ever east and onward      eager rode they,

			and folk fled them      as the face of God,

			till earth was empty,      and no eyes saw them,

			65 and no ears heard them      in the endless hills,

			save bird and beast      baleful haunting

			the lonely lands.      Thus at last came they

			to Mirkwood’s margin      under mountain-shadows:

			waste was behind them,      walls before them;

			70 on the houseless hills      ever higher mounting

			vast, unvanquished,      lay the veiled forest.

			Dark and dreary      were the deep valleys,

			where limbs gigantic      of lowering trees

			in endless aisles      were arched o’er rivers

			75 flowing down afar      from fells of ice.

			Among ruinous rocks      ravens croaking

			eagles answered      in the air wheeling;

			wolves were howling      on the wood’s border.

			Cold blew the wind,      keen and wintry,

			80 in rising wrath      from the rolling forest

			among roaring leaves.      Rain came darkly,

			and the sun was swallowed      in sudden tempest.

			The endless East      in anger woke,

			and black thunder      born in dungeons

			85 under mountains of menace      moved above them.

			Halting doubtful      there on high saw they

			wan horsemen wild      in windy clouds

			grey and monstrous      grimly riding

			shadow-helmed to war,      shapes disastrous.

			90 Fierce grew the blast.      Their fair banners

			from their staves were stripped.      Steel no longer,

			gold nor silver      nor gleaming shield

			light reflected      lost in darkness,

			while phantom foes      with fell voices

			95 in the gloom gathered.      Gawain loudly

			cried as a clarion.      Clear went his voice

			in the rocks ringing      above roaring wind

			and rolling thunder:      ‘Ride, forth to war,

			ye hosts of ruin,      hate proclaiming!

			100 Foes we fear not,      nor fell shadows

			of the dark mountains      demon-haunted!

			Hear now ye hills      and hoar forest,

			ye awful thrones      of olden gods

			huge and hopeless,      hear and tremble!

			105 From the West comes war      that no wind daunteth,

			might and purpose      that no mist stayeth;

			lord of legions,      light in darkness,

			east rides Arthur!’      Echoes were wakened.

			The wind was stilled.      The walls of rock

			‘Arthur’ answered.      

			110 There evening came

			with misty moon      moving slowly

			through the wind-wreckage      in the wide heavens,

			where strands of storm      among the stars wandered.

			Fires were flickering,      frail tongues of gold

			115 under hoary hills.      In the huge twilight

			gleamed ghostly-pale,      on the ground rising

			like elvish growths      in autumn grass

			in some hollow of the hills      hid from mortals,

			the tents of Arthur.

			Time wore onward.

			120 Day came darkly,      dusky twilight

			over gloomy heights      glimmering sunless;

			in the weeping air      the wind perished.

			Dead silence fell.      Out of deep valleys

			fogs unfurling      floated upward;

			125 dim vapours drowned,      dank and formless,

			the hills under heaven,      the hollow places

			in a fathomless sea      foundered sunken.

			Trees looming forth      with twisted arms,

			like weeds under water      where no wave moveth,

			130 out of mist menaced      man forwandered.

			Cold touched the hearts      of the host encamped

			on Mirkwood’s margin      at the mountain-roots.

			They felt the forest      though the fogs veiled it;

			their fires fainted.      Fear clutched their souls,

			135 waiting watchful      in a world of shadow

			for woe they knew not,      no word speaking.

			Far and faintly      ere the fall of eve

			they heard a horn      in the hills trembling,

			forlorn and lonely,      like lost voices

			140 out of night at sea.      Nearer it sounded.

			Now hoofs they heard,      a horse neighing,

			watchmen calling.      Woe had found them.

			From the West came word,      winged and urgent,

			of war assailing      the walls of Britain.

			145 Lo! Cradoc was come      the king seeking

			down perilous ways      their path trailing

			from the mouths of the Rhine      o’er many kingdoms

			grimly riding.      Neither grey shadows

			nor mist stayed him      mighty-hearted.

			150 Haggard and hungry      by his horse standing

			to Arthur told he      evil tidings:

			‘Too long my lord      from your land ye tarry!

			While war ye wage      on the wild peoples

			in the homeless East,      a hundred chiefs

			155 their seahorses      swift and deadly

			have harnessed in havens      of the hidden islands.

			Dragon-prowed they drive      over dark billows;

			on shores unguarded      shields are gleaming

			and black banners      borne amid trumpets.

			160 Wild blow the winds      of war in Britain!

			York is leaguered,      yielded Lincoln;

			unto Kent kindled      the coast blazeth.

			Hither have I hardly      hunted riding

			on the sea pursued      to your side hastened,

			165 treason to tell you.      Trust not Mordred!

			He is false to faith,      your foes harbours,

			with lords of Lochlan      league he maketh,

			out of Almain and Angel      allies hireth,

			coveting the kingdom,      to the crown reaching

			170 hands unholy.      Haste now westward!’

			A while then Arthur      white with anger

			there sat in silence.      Thus sudden fortune

			had turned and betrayed him.      In twenty battles

			he had fought and conquered;      his foes were scattered,

			175 neath his hand were humbled      heathen chieftains.

			Now from hope’s summit      headlong falling his heart foreboded      that his house was doomed,

			the ancient world      to its end falling,

			and the tides of time      turned against him.

			180 Swift then sent he      to summon Gawain

			bold in counsel.      Bitter words he spake;

			the evil tidings      all he told him.

			‘Now for Lancelot      I long sorely,

			and we miss now most      the mighty swords

			185 of Ban’s kindred.      Best meseemeth

			swift word to send,      service craving

			to their lord of old.      To this leagued treason

			we must power oppose,      proud returning

			with matchless might      Mordred to humble.’

			190 Gawain answered      grave and slowly:

			‘Best meseemeth      that Ban’s kindred

			abide in Benwick      and this black treason

			favour nor further – yet I fear the worse:

			thou wilt find thy friends      as foes meet thee.

			195 If Lancelot      hath loyal purpose

			let him prove repentance,      his pride forgoing,

			uncalled coming      when his king needeth!

			But fainer with fewer      faithfulhearted

			would I dare danger,      than with doubtful swords

			200 and tarnished shields      of truant lieges

			our muster swell.      Why more need we?

			Though thou legions levy      through the lands of Earth,

			fay or mortal,      from the Forest’s margin

			to the Isle of Avalon,      armies countless,

			205 never and nowhere      knights more puissant,

			nobler chivalry      of renown fairer,

			mightier manhood      under moon or sun

			shall be gathered again      till graves open.

			Here free unfaded      is the flower of time

			210 that men shall remember      through the mist of years

			as a golden summer      in the grey winter.

			And Gawain hast thou.      May God keep us

			in hope allied,      heart united,

			as the kindred blood      in our bodies courseth,

			215 Arthur and Gawain!      Evil greater

			hath fled aforetime      that we faced together.

			Now in haste is hope!      While hate lingers,

			and uncertain counsel      secret ponders,

			as wroth as wind      let us ride westward,

			and sail over sea      with sudden vengeance!’	220

			II

			How the Frisian ship brought news, and Mordred gathered his host and went to Camelot seeking the queen.

			Dark wind came driving      over deep water,

			from the South sweeping      surf upon the beaches,

			a roaring sea      rolling endless

			huge hoarcrested      hills of thunder.

			5 The world darkened.      Wan rode the moon

			through stormy clouds      streaming northward.

			From France came flying      a fleet vessel

			dark and dragon-prowed,      dreadly carven,

			sable-shrouded,      on the sea leaping,

			10 by the waves hunted      as a wild creature

			among hungry hounds.      The horns of the wind

			were its mort blowing.      Men were calling,

			to their gods crying      with grim voices,

			as it rode to wreck      with riven timbers

			15 in the mouths of the sea.      The moon glittered

			in the glaring eyes      upon their grey faces

			death outstaring.      Doom o’ercame them.

			Mordred was waking.      His mind wandered

			in dark counsels      deep and secret.

			20 From a window looked he      in western tower:

			drear and doubtful      day was breaking,

			grey light glimmered      behind gates of cloud.

			About the walls of stone      wind was flowing;

			sea sighed below,      surging, grinding.

			25 He heard nor heeded:      his heart returned

			to its long thraldom      lust-tormented,

			to Guinever the golden      with gleaming limbs,

			as fair and fell      as fay-woman

			in the world walking      for the woe of men

			30 no tear shedding.      Towers might he conquer,

			and thrones o’erthrow      yet the thought quench not.

			In her blissful bower      on bed of silver

			softly slept she      on silken pillows

			with long hair loosened,      lightly breathing,

			35 in fragrant dreams      fearless wandering,

			of pity and repentance      no pain feeling,

			in the courts of Camelot      queen and peerless,

			queen unguarded.      Cold blew the wind.

			His bed was barren;      there black phantoms

			40 of desire unsated      and savage fury

			in his brain had brooded      till bleak morning.

			A stair he mounted      steeply winding

			to walls embattled      well-wrought of stone.

			O’er the weeping world      waking coldly

			45 he leant and laughed,      lean and tearless.

			Cocks were crowing.      Clamour rose at gate.

			Servants sought him      soft-foot running

			through hall and bower      hunting swiftly.

			His eager squire      Ivor hailed him

			50 by the dungeon-stair      at the door standing:

			‘Lord! Come below!      Why alone walk ye?

			Tidings await you!      Time is spared us

			too short for shrift.      A ship is landed!’

			Mordred came then;      and men trembled

			55 at his dark visage      drenched with water;

			wind-tossed his hair,      and his words grated:

			‘Do ye ransack with rabble      this royal castle,

			Because a ship from storm      to shore flieth?’

			Ivor him answered:      ‘On your errand hasting

			60 the Frisian captain      from France cometh

			on wings of wind,      his word keeping,

			fate defying.      Fate hath conquered.

			His ship is broken      on the shore lying;

			at the door of death      he doomed lingers.

			65 All else are dead.’      At early day

			the red rover      the rings of gold

			repayed to his patron,      ere he passed to hell;

			shrift he sought not,      nor shaven priest,

			his latest words      to his lord speaking:

			70 ‘Cradoc the accurséd      to the king flying

			through thy net slipping      news untimely

			east to Almain      ere the hour was ripe

			hath brought from Britain.      Bare is thy counsel;

			in Arthur’s ears      all is rumoured

			75 of thy deeds and purpose.      Dark his anger.

			He hastens home, and his      host summons,

			from the Roman marches      riding as tempest.

			Nine thousand knights      draw near the sea;

			on northern waves      his navy lies,

			80 Whitesand with boats,      wherries and barges

			shipwrights’ hammers,      shouting seamen,

			ringing armour,      riders hasting,

			is loud and thronging.      Look ye to it!

			Shining on bulwarks      shields are hanging

			85 blazoned in blood-red      foreboding war.

			On the waves they wait      and the wind’s fury;

			lean hounds at leash      longships are tugging

			on heaving hawsers.      Haste now eastward!’

			Radbod the Red,      rover fearless,

			90 heathen-hearted      to hate faithful,

			died as his doom was.      Dark was the morning.

			To sea they cast him,      of his soul recked not

			that walks in the waters,      wandering homeless.

			Wild rode the wind      through the West country.

			95 Banners were blowing,      black was the raven

			they bore as blazon.      Blaring of trumpets,

			neighing of horses,      gnashing of armour,

			in the hoar hollows      of the hills echoed.

			Mordred was marching;      messengers speeding

			northward and eastward      the news bearing	100

			through the land of Logres.      Lords and chieftains

			to his side he summoned      swift to hasten

			their tryst keeping,      true to Mordred,

			faithful in falsehood,      foes of Arthur,

			105 lovers of treason,      lightly purchased

			followers of fortune,      and freebooters

			of Erin and Alban      and East-Sassoin,

			of Almain and Angel      and the isles of mist;

			the crows of the coast      and the cold marshes.

			110 He came to Camelot,      the queen seeking.

			Fiercely heard she      his feet hasten

			with striding steps      the stair climbing.

			To her bower came he.      With burning eyes

			by the door he stood      darkly gazing.

			115 She sat silent      no sign giving

			at the wide window.      Wan gleamed the day

			in her bright tresses      bleakly golden.

			Grey her eyes were      as a glittering sea;

			glass-clear and chill      they his glance challenged

			120 proud and pitiless.      But pale her cheek

			for heart misgave her,      as one that hounds tameth

			to follow her feet      and fawn at hand,

			when wolf unawares      walks among them.

			Then spake Mordred      with his mouth smiling:

			125 ‘Hail! Lady of Britain!      It is long sitting

			alone lordless      in loveless days,

			a kingless queen      in courts that echo

			to no noise of knighthood.      Yet never shalt thou

			on earth hereafter      thine hours barren

			130 and life find loveless.      Nor less than queen

			with dimmed glory      thy days revile

			though chances change – if thou choose aright.

			A king courts thee      his crown to share,

			his love offering      and loyal service.’

			135 Gravely Guinever      again answered:

			‘Thou callest thee king,      and of crown speakest –

			in his lieu ’twas lent thee      by thy liege-master,

			who liveth yet and reigneth,      though long absent.

			For thy love I thank thee      and loyal service,

			140 though due I deem it      from dear nephew

			to Arthur’s queen.’      Then her eyes wavered,

			and he set her beside him,      seized her fiercely.

			Grim words he spake – Guinever trembled:

			‘Now never again      from northern wars

			145 shall Arthur enter      this island realm,

			nor Lancelot du Lake      love remembering

			to thy tryst return!      Time is changing;

			the West waning,      a wind rising

			in the waxing East.      The world falters.

			150 New tides are running      in the narrrow waters.

			False or faithful,      only fearless man

			shall ride the rapids      from ruin snatching

			power and glory.      I purpose so.

			Thou at my side shall lie,      slave or lady,

			155 as thou wilt or wilt not,      wife or captive.

			This treasure take I,      ere towers crumble,

			and thrones are o’erturned,      thirst first will I slake.

			I will be king after      and crowned with gold.’

			Then the queen took counsel      in her cold bosom

			160 between fear and prudence;      feigning wonder,

			softly after silence      she dissembling spake:

			‘My lord, unlooked-for      were thy love-speeches,

			and this eager suit      thou urgest now;

			new thoughts arise      needing counsel!

			165 Delay allow me      and a little respite

			ere thou ask my answer!      Should Arthur come,

			my plight were perilous.      Could thou proof show me

			that thou wilt ride over ruin,      wresting kingship

			from troublous times,      troth were plighted

			170 with briefer counsel.’      Bitterly laughed he:

			‘What proof of power      shall prisoner seek,

			captive of captor?      Be I king or earl,

			’twixt bride and bond      brief be the choosing!

			Needs must tonight      that I know thy mind;

			175 longer I grant not.’      Then his leave took he.

			Fierce and hasty      his feet echoed

			with striding steps      on the stone pavement.

			Night came slowly.      The naked moon

			slipped sudden forth      from swathing clouds

			180 torn by tempest,      in a tarn of stars

			swam serenely.      Riding swiftly

			hosemen hastened.      Hooves were beating,

			steel-pointed spears      stung with silver.

			Long leagues behind      in a low valley

			185 the lights of Camelot      lessened and faded;

			before lay forest      and the far marches,

			dark roads and dim.      Dread pursued them.

			Wolf had wakened      in the woods stalking,

			and the hind hardly      from hiding driven

			190 her foe had fled,      fear-bewildered,

			cowed and hunted,      once queen of herds

			for whom harts majestic      in horned combat

			had fought fiercely.      So fled she now,

			Guinevere the fair      in grey mantled,

			195 cloaked in darkness,      from the courts stealing.

			Few faithful men      her flight aided,

			folk that followed her      in former days,

			when from Leodegrance      to Logres rode

			bride to bridegroom      brave and golden

			200 in mighty Arthur’s      morning glory.

			Now to lonely towers,      land deserted,

			where Leodegrance      once long ago

			at the Round Table      regal feasted,

			she hastened home      to harbour cold,

			205 hiding uncertain.      In her heart darkly

			she thought of Lancelot,      should he learn afar

			of her woe and wandering      by wolf hunted.

			If the king were conquered,      and the crows feasted,

			would he come at her call,      queen and lady

			210 riding to rescue?      Then from ruin haply

			were gladness wrested.      Guinevere the fair,

			not Mordred only,      should master chance

			and the tides of time      turn to her purpose.

			III

			Of Sir Lancelot, who abode in Benwick.

			In the South from sleep      to swift fury

			a storm was stirred,      striding northward

			over leagues of water      loud with thunder

			and roaring rain      it rushed onward.

			5 Their hoary heads      hills and mountains

			tossed in tumult      on the towering seas.

			On Benwick’s beaches      breakers pounding

			ground gigantic      grumbling boulders

			with ogre anger.      The air was salt

			10 with spume and spindrift      splashed to vapour.

			There Lancelot      over leagues of sea

			in heaving welter      from a high window

			looked and wondered      alone musing.

			Dark slowly fell.      Deep his anguish.

			15 He his lord betrayed      to love yielding,

			and love forsaking      lord regained not;

			faith was refused him      who had faith broken,

			by leagues of sea      from love sundered.

			Sir Lancelot,      Lord of Benwick

			20 of old was the noblest      knight of Arthur,

			among sons of kings      kingly seeming,

			deemed most daring,      in deeds of arms

			all surpassing,      eagerhearted;

			among folk whose beauty      as a flower blossomed

			25 in face the fairest,      formed in manhood

			strong and gracious,      steel well-tempered.

			White his hue was;      his hair raven,

			dark and splendid;      dark his eyes were.

			Gold was Gawain,      gold as sunlight,

			30 but grey his eyes were      gleaming keenly;

			his mood sterner.      By men holden

			almost equal      envy he knew not,

			peer and peerless      praising justly,

			but to his lord alone      his love giving;

			35 no man nor woman      in his mind holding

			dearer than Arthur.      Daily watchful

			the Queen he doubted,      ere the cold shadow

			on her great glory      grey had fallen.

			To Lancelot      her love gave she,

			40 in his great glory      gladness finding.

			To his lady only      was his love given;

			no man nor woman      in his mind held he

			than Guinever dearer:      glory only,

			knighthood’s honour,      near his lady

			45 in his heart holding.      High his purpose;

			he long was loyal      to his lord Arthur,

			among the Round Table’s      royal order

			prince and peerless,      proudly serving

			Queen and lady.      But cold silver

			50 or glowing gold      greedy-hearted

			in her fingers taken      fairer thought she,

			more lovely deeming      what she alone treasured

			darkly hoarded.      Dear she loved him

			with love unyielding,      lady ruthless,

			55 fair as fay-woman      and fell-minded

			in the world walking      for the woe of men.

			Fate sent her forth.      Fair she deemed him

			beyond gold and silver      to her grasp lying.

			Silver and golden,      as the sun at morning

			60 her smile dazzled,      and her sudden weeping

			with tears softened,      tender poison,

			steel well-tempered.      Strong oaths they broke.

			Mordred in secret      mirthless watched them

			betwixt hate and envy,      hope and torment.

			65 Thus was bred the evil,      and the black shadow

			o’er the courts of Arthur      as a cloud growing

			dimmed the daylight      darkling slowly.

			In evil hour      was Agravain

			the dour-handed      to death smitten –

			70 by the door fell he – dear to Gawain.

			Swift swords were drawn      by sworn brethren

			and the Round Table      rent asunder

			in the Queen’s quarrel.      Cold rang the blades.

			The Queen was taken.      With cruel justice

			75 fair as fay-woman      they to fire doomed her,

			to death they condemned her.      But death waited.

			There Lancelot      as lightning came

			amid riding thunder      ruthless flaming

			in sudden assault      sweeping heedless

			80 he friends of old      felled and trampled,

			as trees by tempest      torn uprooted.

			Gaheris and Gareth      Gawain’s brethren

			by the fire fell they      as fate willed it.

			From the fire he snatched her;      far he bore her;

			85 fear fell on men,      none would follow after;

			for Ban’s kindred      in their battle closed him.

			Then rage left him,      and his wrath sickened,

			his mood faltered.      He mourned too late

			in ruth for the rending      of the Round Table.

			90 His pride he repented,      his prowess cursing

			that friends had felled,      faith had broken.

			For the love longing      of his lord Arthur

			he would heal yet honour      with his heart’s anguish,

			and the queen restore,      by the king’s mercy

			95 her estate restablish.      Strange she deemed him

			by a sudden sickness      from his self altered.

			From war she shrank not,      might her will conquer,

			life both and love      with delight keeping

			to wield as she wished      while the world lasted;

			100 but little liked her      lonely exile,

			or for love to lose      her life’s splendour.

			In sorrow they parted.      With searing words

			his wound she probed      his will searching.

			Grief bewrayed her      and greed thwarted;

			105 the shining sun      was sudden shaded

			in storm of darkness.      Strange he deemed her

			from her self altered.      By the sea stood he

			as a graven stone      grey and hopeless.

			In pain they parted.      Pardon found she

			110 by her king’s mercy,      and men’s counsel,

			lest worse befall,      war unholy

			among Christian kings,      while the crows feasted.

			In the courts of Camelot      she was queen again

			great and glorious.      Grace with Arthur

			115 he sought and found not.      They his sword refused.

			On that knee no more,      knight in fealty

			might he hilt handle,      nor his head there lay,

			not Lancelot,      love forsaking,

			pardon asking,      with pride humbled.

			120 Loveforsaken,      from the land banished,

			from the Round Table’s      royal order

			and his siege glorious      where he sat aforetime

			he went sadly.      The salt water

			lay grey behind him.

			Grief knew Arthur

			125 in his heart’s secret,      and his house him seemed

			in mirth minished,      marred in gladness,

			his noblest knight      in his need losing.

			Not alone to his land      over loud waters

			went Lancelot.      Lords of his kindred

			130 were many and mighty.      At their masts floated

			the banners of Blamore      and of Bors the strong,

			of Lionel, Lavain,      and loyal Ector,

			Ban’s younger son.      They to Benwick sailed

			Britain forsaking.      In battle no more

			135 to Arthur’s aid      their arms bore they,

			but in the towers of Ban      tall and dauntless

			watchful dwelt they,      war refusing,

			Lancelot their lord      with love guarding

			in his days of darkness.      Deep his anguish.

			140 He lord betrayed      to love yielding,

			and love forsaking      lord regained not,

			by leagues of sea      from love sundered.

			From western havens      word was rumoured

			of Arthur arming      against his own kingdom,

			145 how a mighty navy      manned with vengeance

			he swift assembled      that the sudden fury

			of striding storm      stayed and hindered.

			Of the Lord of Logres,      and the leagued treason

			that his throne threatened,      thought he darkly:

			now they need would know      of knights faithful	150

			to uphold on high      the holy crown,

			the west still to wield      by the waves’ margin,

			walls defending      against the world’s ruin;

			now they most would miss      the mighty swords

			155 of Ban’s kindred      and their banners gleaming;

			now Lancelot      his lord’s battle

			should fill with fire      as a flame shining.

			Then half he hoped,      and half wished not,

			to receive summons,      swift commandment,

			160 to king the allegiance      loyal recalling

			of Lancelot      to his lord Arthur.

			Of Guinever again      grieving thought he:

			there was woe in Britain,      war was kindled;

			were her faith renewed      firm and steadfast,

			165 then she stood in danger.      Dear he loved her.

			Though in wrath she left him,      no ruth showing,

			no pity feeling,      proud and scornful,

			dear he loved her.      When danger threatened,

			if she sent him summons,      swift and gladly

			170 against tide and tempest      trumpet sounding,

			he would sail overseas,      sword unsheathing

			in land forlorn      at the last battle

			by his lady bidden,      though his lord shunned him.

			But there came neither      from king summons

			175 nor word from lady.      Only wind journeyed

			over wide waters      wild and heedless.

			Now Gawain’s glory,      golden riding

			as the westering sun      that the world kindles

			ere he red sinketh      by the rim of ocean,

			180 before Arthur blazed,      while the East darkened.

			Guinever hiding      in the grey shadow180

			watched and waited,      while the world faltered;

			grimhearted grown      as gladness waned

			danger weighed she      in her dark counsel,

			185 her hope in havoc,      in her heart thinking

			men’s fate to mould      to her mind’s purpose.

			And Lancelot      over leagues of sea

			looked and pondered      alone musing

			doubtful-hearted.      Dark had fallen.

			190 No horn he blew,      no host gathered;

			he wavered and went not.      Wind was roaring

			the towers trembled      tempest-shaken.

			Dawn came dimly.      On the dun beaches

			the foam glimmered      faint and ghostly;

			195 the tide was turning,      tempest waning.

			Light leapt upward      from the long shadow,

			and walking on the water      waves kindled,

			as glass glittering      green and silver.

			In sombre sleep      by the sill drooping

			200 lay Lancelot      alone dreaming;

			his head was bowed      by the high window.

			His eyes opened      upon early day:

			the wind still walked      in the wide heaven

			lofty faring,      but on lowly earth

			205 peace had fallen.      Pools reflected

			the slanting sun      silver gleaming;

			washed with water      the world shimmered;

			bird sang to bird      blithe at morning.

			His heart arose,      as were heavy burden

			210 lightly lifted.      Alone standing

			with the flame of morn      in his face burning

			the surge he felt      of song forgotten

			in his heart moving      as a harp-music.

			There Lancelot,      low and softly

			215 to himself singing,      the sun greeted,

			life from darkness      lifted shining

			in the dome of heaven      by death exalted.

			Ever times would change      and tides alter,

			and o’er hills of morning      hope come striding

			220 to awake the weary,      while the world lasted.

			The hour he knew not,      that never after

			it would return in time,      tempest bringing,

			to war calling      with the wind’s trumpet.

			The tides of chance      had turned backward,

			225 their flood was passed      flowing swiftly.

			Death was before him,      and his day setting

			beyond the tides of time      to return never

			among waking men,      while the world lasted.

			IV

			How Arthur returned at morn and by Sir Gawain’s hand won the passage of the sea.

			Wolves were howling      on the wood’s border;

			the windy trees      wailed and trembled,

			and wandering leaves      wild and homeless

			drifted dying      in the deep hollows.

			5 Dark lay the road      through dank valleys

			among mounting hills      mist-encircled

			to the walls of Wales      in the west frowning

			brownfaced and bare.      To the black mountains

			horsemen hastened,      on the houseless stones

			10 no track leaving.      Tumbling waters

			from the fells falling,      foaming in darkness,

			they heard as they passed      to the hidden kingdom.

			Night fell behind.      The noise of hooves

			was lost in silence      in a land of shadow.

			15 Dawn came dimly.      On the dark faces

			of the old mountains      eastward staring

			light was kindled.      The land shimmered.

			Sun came shining.      Silver morning

			bathed in water      bright ascended

			20 the bare heaven      blue and lofty.

			Beams fell slanting      through the boughs of trees

			glancing and glimmering      in the grey forest;

			rain drops running      from rustling leaves

			like drops of glass      dripped and glistened.

			25 No beast was stirring:      the birds listened.

			As wary as wolves      through the wood stalking

			to the marches rode there      Mordred’s hunters,

			huge and hungry      hounds beside them

			the fewte followed      fiercely baying.

			30 The queen they hunted      with cold hatred

			till their hope failed them      amid houseless stones,

			halting hungry-eyed      under the hills’ menace

			at the walls of Wales.      War was behind them

			and woe in Britain.      Winds were shifting,

			Mordred waiting.

			35 Their message found him

			by the seaward cliffs      in the south-country

			sheer and shining.      Upon shaven grass

			his tents were marshalled,      as a town clustered

			with lanes and alleys      loud with voices

			40 in the dales hidden      and on downs rising

			above Romeril      where running water

			to the shore had cloven      a shallow pathway.

			From the East, from Angel      and the isles of mist,

			there kings of Almain      their craft mustered,

			45 under cliff crowding      their carven prows

			and black banners      in the breeze flying.

			Fair wind came foaming      over flecked water,

			on gleaming shingle      green and silver

			the waves were washing      on walls of chalk.

			50 On a mound of grass      Mordred stood there:

			ever gazed his eyes      out and southward,

			lest Arthur’s ships      unawares to shore

			the winds should waft.      Watchmen he posted

			by the sea’s margin      in the south-country,

			55 by night and day      the narrow waters

			from the hills to heed.      There on high raised he

			builded beacons      that should blaze with fire,

			if Arthur came,      to his aid calling

			his men to muster      where he most needed.

			60 Thus he watched and waited      and the wind studied.

			Ivor hailed him      with eager voice

			by his tent standing      tall and brooding;

			words unwelcome      from the West brought he.

			‘O King!’ he cried,      ‘the Queen is lost!

			65 Her trail faded      in the trackless stones;

			hound and hunter      in the hills faltered.

			To the hidden kingdom      and the holy vales

			where Leodegrance      once long ago

			lived beleaguered,      lord enchanted,

			70 she hath fled and is free.      But few love her.

			Fear her no longer,      the fay-woman!

			Fell fate take her!      May her feet never

			return hither      to trouble Mordred!

			From thy mind thrust her!      With men deal thou,

			75 woman forsaking      and to war turning!

			Thine hour is at hand.’      Then his eyes wavered

			and his tongue halted.      Turning slowly

			with frown of thunder      fiercely Mordred

			gazed on him glaring.      ‘Begone!’ cried he.

			80 ‘The master’s hour      master chooseth.

			Nought thou knowest.      At need failing

			from vain errand      dost venture home

			with tongue untamed      to teach Mordred

			thy fool’s counsel?      Flee mine anger

			85 unto foul fortune.      The fiend take thee!’

			Alone then long      lowering paced he.

			In his bosom there burned      under black shadow

			a smouldering fire      whose smoke choked him;

			his mind wavered      in a maze walking

			90 between fear and fury.      At first his thought

			hunger-hunted      from his hold wandered

			by lust allured      to its long torment.

			But he guessed that Guinever      had greeting sent

			by secret servant      over sea speeding

			95 to Lancelot,      love recalling

			and his aid asking      in her evil day.

			Should Ban’s kindred      to battle hasten

			and the fair lily      on the field sable

			once more be seen      marching proudly

			100 Arthur to strengthen,      ill were boded

			to his plot and purpose.      Thus he pondered long.

			For Lancelot,      lord of Benwick,

			most he hated      and yet most dreaded,

			and words of witchcraft      well remembered

			105 that lords of Benwick      the lily bearing

			in open battle      should he ever challenge

			he would reap ruin.      Thus wrath with cunning,

			doubt with daring      in his dark counsel

			warred uncertain.      The wind lessened.

			110 In cloudless sky      clear and golden

			the sun at evening      summer rekindled

			in a glow sinking.      The sea glimmered

			under streaming stars      in the steep heaven.

			Day followed day.      Dawn came brightly

			115 with a breeze blowing      blithe at morning

			cool and keenwingéd.      A cry woke him.

			‘A sail, a sail      on the sea shining!’

			Watchmen were calling,      wailing voices

			from ward to ward      the wind carried,

			120 and grasping brands      guards by the beacons

			wakeful waited.      No word gave he.

			Eager went his eyes      out and southward,

			and sails saw he      on the sea climbing.

			Thus came Arthur      at early morn

			125 at last returning      to his lost kingdom.

			On his shrouds there shone      sheen with silver

			a white lady      in holy arms

			a babe bearing      born of maiden.

			Sun shone through them.      The sea sparkled.

			130 Men marked it well,      Mordred knew it,

			Arthur’s ensign.      Yet his eyes wandered;

			for the banner of Benwick      breathless looked he,

			silver upon sable.      But he saw it not.

			The fair flower-de-luce      on its field withered

			135 drooping in darkness.      Doom came nearer.

			The sun mounted      and the sails whitened.

			Far over the sea      faintly sounding

			trumpets heard they.      Towering upward

			from Arthur’s side      eager hastened

			140 a mighty ship      in the morn gleaming

			high, white-timbered,      with hull gilded;

			on its sail was sewn      a sun rising,

			on its broidered banner      in the breeze floated

			a fiery griffon      golden flaming.

			145 Thus came Gawain      his king guarding

			valiant-hearted      the vaward leading:

			a hundred ships      with hulls shining

			and shrouds swelling      and shields swinging.

			Behind beheld they      the host faring:

			150 deepweighed dromonds      and drawn barges,

			galleys and galleons      with gear of war,

			six hundred sail      in the sun turning,

			fair sight and fell.      Flags were streaming;

			ten thousand told      targes hung there

			155 bright on the bulwarks,      blazons of princes

			and knights of the North      and the nine kingdoms

			of Britain the blessed.      But Ban’s kindred,

			and Lancelot      with his lilies came not.

			Then Mordred laughed      loud and mirthless.

			160 Word he shouted.      Wild were the trumpets.

			Beacons were blazing,      banners were lifted,

			shaft rang on shield,      and the shores echoed.

			War was awakened      and woe in Britain.

			Thus came Arthur      to his own kingdom

			165 in power and majesty      proud returning

			to Romeril      where running slowly

			by the shore now weeps      a shuddering water.

			Sun shone on swords.      Silver-pointed

			the spears sparkled      as they sprang upward,

			170 white as wheatfield.      Wheeling above them

			the crows were crying      with cold voices.

			In the foaming sea      flashed a thousand

			swift oars sweeping.      Saxon chieftains

			at their stems standing      sternly shouted;

			175 blades they brandished      and broad axes,

			on their gods calling      with grim voices.

			With dread faces      dragon-prowed they spurred

			their sea-horses      to sudden onset,

			swerving swifly      and swinging inward.

			180 Beak met bulwark.      Burst were timbers.

			There was clang of iron      and crash of axes;

			sparked and splintered      spears and helmets;

			the smiths of battle      on smitten anvils

			there dinned and hammered      deadly forging

			185 wrath and ruin.      Red their hands were.

			About Prydwen pressed they,      the proud and fair,

			the ship of Arthur      with sheen of silver.

			Then Gawain sounded      his glad trumpet.

			His great galleon      golden shining

			190 as thunder riding      thrust among them

			with wind behind her.      In her wake followed

			lieges of Lothian,      lords and captains.

			Oars were splintered.      Iron clave timber,

			and ropes were riven.      With rending crash

			195 masts dismantled      as mountain-trees

			rushed down rattling      in the roar of battle.

			Now grim Galuth      Gawain brandished

			his sword renowned – smiths enchanted

			ere Rome was built      with runes marked it

			200 and its steel tempered      strong and deadly –

			forth leapt he as fire      a flame wielding.

			The king of Gothland      on his carven prow

			he smote to death      and to sea drave him;

			upon lords of Lochlan      lightning hurled he,

			205 helms boar-crested,      heathen standards

			hewed asunder.      High rang his voice

			‘Arthur’ calling.      The air trembled

			with thunderous answer      thousandfolded.

			As straw from storm,      as stalks falling

			210 before reapers ruthless,      as roke flying

			before the rising sun      wrathful blazing

			his foemen fled.      Fear o’ercame them.

			From board and beam      beaten fell they,

			in the sea they sank      their souls losing.

			215 Boats were blazing,      burned and smoking;

			some on shore shivered      to shards broken.

			Red ran the tide      the rocks staining.

			Shields on the water      shorn and splintered

			as flotsam floated.      Few saved their lives

			220 broken and bleeding      from that battle flying.

			Thus came Arthur      to his own kingdom

			and the sea’s passage      with the sword conquered,

			Gawain leading.      Now his glory shone

			as the star of noon      stern and cloudless

			225 o’er the heads of men      to its height climbing

			ere it fall and fail.      Fate yet waited.

			Tide was turning.      Timbers broken,

			dead men and drowned,      a dark jetsam,

			were left to lie      on the long beaches;

			230 rocks robed with red      rose from water.

			V

			Of the setting of the sun at Romeril.

			Thus Arthur abode      on the ebb riding.

			At his land he looked      and longed sorely

			on the grass again      there green swaying,

			to walk at his will,      while the world lasted;

			5 the sweet to savour      of salt mingled

			with wine-scented      waft of clover

			over sunlit turf      seaward leaning,

			in kindly Christendom      the clear ringing

			of bells to hear      on the breeze swaying,

			10 a king of peace      kingdom wielding

			in a holy realm      beside Heaven’s gateway.

			On the land he looked      lofty shining.

			Treason trod there      trumpets sounding

			in power and pride.      Princes faithless

			15 on shore their shields      shameless marshalled,

			their king betraying,      Christ forsaking,

			to heathen might      their hope turning.

			Men were mustering      marching southward,

			from the East hurried      evil horsemen

			20 as plague of fire      pouring ruinous;

			white towers were burned,      wheat was trampled,

			the ground groaning      and the grass withered.

			There was woe in Britain      and the world faded;

			bells were silent,      blades were ringing

			25 hell’s gate was wide      and heaven distant.

			Toll must he pay      and trewage grievous,

			the blood spending      that he best treasured

			the lives losing      that he loved dearest;
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