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PREFACE.

—_——

Ix adding another to the many text-books of English
poetry already published, the editor ventures to hope that
the present volume may fulfil a useful purpose in bringing
the student of literature into closer touch with the greatest
artist-poet of the present century, and to a better under-
i g 1A standing of the only great English epic since the days of
! S“’\,F’;: ];l"l:lj\li‘l"l' & COMPANY Milton. The “Idylls of the King” have not been a favorite
subject of study in secondary schools. This is unfortunate,
and is due, perhaps, to a mistaken impression concerning
the adaptability of the poems for school use. If the pres-

ent volume shall serve in any way to efface such an im-

pression; its primary mission will be accomplished.

Are the “Idylls of the King” beyond the comprehension
of pupils of secondary schools? If we attempt to follow
in detail the spiritual significance of the poems, the question
must be answered affirmatively. But to enjoy the beauty

of the lines it is not necessary for us to seek out their alle-

gorical meaning ; this may well be left for subsequent con-

sideration.  Apart from their spiritual significance, the

| Poems present sufficient material for pleasant and profitable

LITERATURA study. The form and substance of these tales of wonder
and woe, of chivalry and amatory devotion, their rich pic-

torial fancies, musical cadences, and delightful melodies,
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4 PREFACE.

will always afford abundant charm t0 the student. I&
matters not what may be the spiritual significance of
« Lancelot and Flaine”  The pathetic story of Elaine,
the knightly courtesy of Lamcelot, and the passionate
loye of Guinevere will always touch a tender chord in
our hearts. | Other features will commend themselves to
the student, — the brilliancy of style, the rapidity of move-
ment, the swift changes of scene, the 'striking contrasts,
__ all contributing to the poetry of action ” which should
lead to the study of the sentimental and reflective in Tenny-
son. These all appeal to a more general study of this epic
in our schools:

In studying the poetry of Tennyson certain books should
be available to the pupils for reference, and a list of these
is given in part in this volume. The editor desires to call
attention, also, to the accompanying life of the poet, the
History of the Arthurian Romances, and the Introduction
to the «Idylls,” all of which he believes will conduce to @
better understanding of “TLancelot and Elaine” and “The
Passing of Arthur”?  Malory’s “ Morte Darthur?” will
be found usefal; to show how closely the poet has followed
the original narrative. Lest the book should not be ab
hand in all schools, the editor has made frequent quota-
tions from Malory’s work, in the notes. TThe glossary at
the end of the book, containing the arehaic and obsolete

terms used by Tennyson, together with their meanings,

will be found valuable to the pupil. The editor hopes that

the present volume may stimulate the student to a more

extended study of Tennyson and his poetry.
J.E.T.
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BOOKS OF REFERENCE.

The following books;, among many,
ful to those who desire
his works : —

are recommended as being help-
a more intimate knowledge of Tennyson and

Poetic and Dramatie Works of Tenny
Company’s Edition.

Alfred Lord Tennyson, A Mem

Alfred Lord Tennyson,
Waugh.
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A Study of his Life and Works, by Arthur

lation to Modern Life, by Stopford A.

ale.
¥lls, by Bishop Littledale,
yson, by E. E. Tainsh,

INTRODUCTION.

BIOGRAPHICAL.

Birth of Tennyson. — Halfway between Horncastle and
Spilsby in Lincolnshire, a land of quiet villages, large
fields, and gray hillsides, on the lower slope of one of
those wolds so common to that part of England, nestles
the hamlet of Somersby. Here, August 6, 1809, was born,
in the Somersby Rectory, Alfred Tennyson, the fourth of
twelve children. His father, Dr. George Clayton Tenny-
son, held this living in connection with that of Great
Grimsby. His mother was Elizabeth Fytche, daughter of
Rev. Stephen Fytche, Vicar of Louth. The country around
was not. ab all such as one associates with the fens. It
was not flat or prosaic, with dreary waters and low-lying
fens, but was diversified by hills and valleys, and full of
the sights and sounds of country life, rich in flowery hol-
lows and patches of meadow land; a fit birthplace for a
great poet.

Early Life. — When seven years of age the boy was asked,
“Will you go to sea or to school??” ¢To school,” he
replied. Aeccordingly he was sent to the Louth Grammar
School, near which his maternal grandmother lived. “How
I did hate that school!” said Tennyson, many years later.
The terms that he spent there seem to have brought very
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8 INTRODUCTION.

little with them to be remembered afterwards. He left
Louth in 1820, and came home to study with his father.
Of his earliest attempts at poetry he says: “« Ac

scording to
the best of my recollection, when I was eig

ht years old
I covered two sides of a slate for my brother Ch

Thomsonian blank verse in praise of flowers,

arles with
Thomson
being the only poet I knew. Before T could read I was
in the habit’ on a stormy day of spreading my arms to
the winds, and crying out, “I hear a voice that’s
in the wind;’ and the words, ¢far,
a strange charm for me.
Homer’s ¢Iliad’

speaking
far away,” had always
About fen or eleven, Pope’s
became a favorite of mine, and I wrote
hundreds and hundreds of lines in the Popei

an meter,
nay, even could improvise them.

At the age of twelve I
wrote an epic of six thousand lines; & la Walter Scott.
Though the performance was very likely worth nothing,
I never felt myself more truly inspired.”

Life at Home.— After leaving Louth, Alfred, together
with his brother Charles, studied under his father. D
Tennyson was a man of great ability, scholarly and sen-
sible. All that the boys learned of languages, of the fine
arts, of mathematics, and of natural science, until they

r.

went to Cambridge, was learned from him. Although

their studies were undoubtedly somewhat desultory, Alfred
received a good classical education and became

an aecurate
scholar.

The boys had the advantage of their father’s

excellent library. There they read Shakespeare, Milton,

Burke, Goldsmith, Addison, Swift, Defoe, and Bunyan.
First Book of Poems. — Charles and Alfred were never
supplied with a surplus of pocket money. Now and then

BIOGRAPHICAL. 9

they were sorely in need of. sufficient f:lu'll'lf\‘ t:) n,]‘al\i]:;:;:
excursion. It was to obtain money for bll.l.l : £1 ' L
that in March, 1827, they made a (*("nllm'at.mu 0 1\?::0;
which they had written from time to time, and h?l m{]ﬁ;\ -
it to Mr. Jackson, a bookseller of Louth, who o (rt;l
thexﬁ £20 for the copyright, on condition that they woulc
take half of the amount in books. '!‘hu offer was :m_-u}:.tml.«
and thus Alfred Tennyson began his career as ‘a. ‘pn(t ]-.f ,
Comment on the Poems.— As an outburst (.'i ):uu 1fu
poetic enthusiasm the book is not T\'unting 11; ‘l.nivr)e‘.‘\':,
although it is full of boyish umi.;xt.u_ms. n.f m‘v N‘l‘ ].“_:1_;_'
Tennyson himself could hardly t.inlora‘to 1tl ju l;xt)(,:“:\,“t:aét.‘
The poems had comparatively ?utlc 11.1'1.:«,111],;&.] infesls
future promise, and attracted slight 'notu.(,. u'n. 11 o
most suceessful poem of the volume is ‘-\‘1'1};(')_11‘\1 (unrf ti :
patra.”  The Literary Chronicle of May, lb_t., says f) 1{
l‘mok «This little volume exhibits a pleasing union o
, ains several little pieces of con-
kindred tastes, and contains se
: =)
sm(;?-:i:)lxid:]eut;fe. __Tn 1828 Alfred Tennyson matricu-
lated at Trinity College, (ambridge. He is 'spoken\‘lo'f].u‘s
« ¢ gix feet high, broad-chested, strong-limbed, his face § ltl :fl
spearian, with deep eyelids, his i(»l-«_'lx(-flkl umplvel, (tr‘?:.li‘;{
with darl; wavy hair, his head finely poised. \\;‘m,l. s'yliflto
ene most about him was the union. of .stren'?*th \‘;1tl1 xtc in .
ment,” Thompson said at once on seeing him, “Tha 1;1:1f
must be a poet.”” He was of nervous .temperame:lt,- ar:e 2f
shy and solitary habits, which gave l.m‘x.\ an nppuu‘ant'.l “
affectation that soon wore off on more intimate a(:qu:.fm Ltnl
His solitude was early broken through, and he fell in with a
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set of choice literary spirits, among whom were Arthar Hal-
lam, who was to exert such an influence on Te
James Spedding, Richard M onckton Milnes (afterwards
Lord Houghton), Henry Alford (afterwards Dean of Canter-
bury), Richard C. Trench (afterwards A rchbishop of Dublin),
and many others who were destined to be prominent in later
life. " They were all members of the same society. They
were a genial, high-spirited, poetical sef, full of speculation
and enthusiasm for the great lite
the modern schools of thought.

nnyson’s life,

rature of the past, and for
It is reported that Tenny-
8on, because of his shyness, never read a paper before the
society. He is represented as having
SEnse, a rare power of expression, and
full of enjoyment, full of sensitivene
ing the melancholy of life.

Johnsonian common
as being very genial,
88,.and sometimes feel-
He passed through “moods of
misery unutterable,” but eventually threw them off, De.
spite such periods of gloom,

he worked on at his poems.
He read his classics,

his history, and natural science. He
also took a lively interest in politics.
Poetic Work at Cambridge. — In 1

829 he won the Chan-
cellor’s prize at Trinity College, (

Jambridge, for his poem

on_“Timbuctoo.” - This was written at the instig
his father, who wished him to compe
poem, which was in blank v
The Athenzum declared it “
man who ever wrote.”

ation of*
te for the prize. The
erse, made considerable stir.
ould have done honor to any

It was a unique poem. It was nof;
machine-made, Tennyson threw aside conventionality.
There is some forced art and labored decoration in it, but
it is a well-sustained piece of work, imaginative, a@sthetic,
polished, and indicative of his later powers.

BIOGRAPHICAL. 11

Meanwhile the friendship between Tennysox.l and Hallam
was growing into greater intimacy. At one time they p;llr-
posed publishing a volume of poems together, bu.t finally
gave up the project. Tennyson, howevfzr, continued to
write, and to a few chosen friends in his own room he
would often read his latest verses.

Publication of Poems of 1830.— In 1830 Tenn?*son pub-
lished his volume entitled, “Poems, Chiefly Lyrical,” 001'1-
taining a carefully culled collection of his poetry up to‘ this
time. Sixty of the number are found in the pres.fmt;'xssui
of his poems, among which we may note, -“(llanbel,
“Tilian,” “Isabely” ¢ Mariana,” “To Madeline,” “‘The
Merman,” “The Mermaid,” “The Deserted House,” and
“The Poet.” The volume was well received. The West-
minster Review, although it doubted the immediate appre-
ciation of the poems, yet acknowledged ﬂli‘lt they s}.loTved
the possession of poetic powers, and predicted a brxlhau‘t
future for the writer. Arthur Hallam wrote an enthusi-
astic article on these poems, declaring that the features of
original genius were clearly and strongly 1nm‘k.ed. .

Departure from Cambridge. — Owing to tllc? illness o.f his
father, Tennyson left Cambridge in 1831, without taking a
degree, and returned to Somersby. Shortly afterwards the
father died, leaving the mother and a sister to the care of
Alfred. He continﬁed to live at Somersby until 1837, mak-
ing occasional trips in the meantime to London and other
towns. Arthur Hallam was a frequent visitor at Somersby.
The acquaintance formed at Cambridge had ripened into an
almost gnsepara.ble friendship between the two.

The 1832 Edition. — Meanwhile, Tennyson was busy pre-
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paring a new volume of poems, which w
1832. Some of these poems are among
as, “The Lady of Shalott,”

7]

“(Enone,”

as published in
his best known,
“The Miller’s Daughter,”
“The Palace of Art,” The May Queen,” “The
Lotus Eaters,” and “The Dream of Fair Women.” The vol-

ume in every way marked a distinet advance in his poetical
ability.

It is interesting to note that thus early the Arthu-
rian legends had [attracted Tennyson’s ‘attention. “The
Lady of Shalott” marks the first

inelination of the poet
in that direction.

In these poems Tennyson showed himself
both as an artist and as a thinker. Tn them are variety of
subyject, of treatment, and of melody ;

a sense of l»euut,y_. a
keen insight into nature

and man.
eucountered some severe

author to the quick

The volume, however,
eriticism which wounded the

, and _he became so nervously sensitive

withdrew from the
which he had composed.
A Period of Silence, — A long pe

the appearance o

to these adverse comments, that he

press “The Lover’s Tale,”

riod of silence followed
f the second volume, prompted somewhat
by the hostile ecriticism the poet had received, but more
great. loss he sustained dn- the
death of his intimate friend, Arthur Hall
1833. The death of Hallam was a se

son. He w

directly owing to the

am, who died in
vere blow to Tenny-
as too much 0\'(?!'\\']1«'1“1‘?11 to \\'ol'](;

even poetry
failed to charm him. T

Was not until years afterwards

that his grief foma voiee in one of the noblest elegies
in the language, «Tn Memoriam,” a poem worthy to be
classed with “Lycidas” or « Adonais.”

From 1833 to 1842. — For

nearly ten years no volume
of Tennyson apy

eared from the press, though he oceasion.

13
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o 2 : :
ally contributed a poem to some periodical. B.lft t-th(:_wrii
silent, he was not idle. He spent mu.cll of 11'1..5'11‘1:‘,“‘1
London or with his mother, read Milton, Wordsy ),
and Keats, and visited the Lakes. These \\"c.l‘e t?u_-. \ht!:
of seed-time and growth, which were to Ah.lllflg his pu’c.t.ll‘,
ability into full maturity. Piqued by cnt‘lclsm,. ]119.1 \'.'11 :
drew more to himself that he might ’arvt'ull)t juc ‘..(' ,‘Lll .
prune his own work. It was during this time tlm.'L' '|‘¢_A
formed an attachment for the lady whom he afterwards
e
m‘fll‘llx:dx.842 Volumes. — Thus Tennyson cont.h‘med fo'r.a
number of years, now toiling over a 1‘1‘1&1’1\13‘-1‘1pt:’. .no“i:ll'
social eoncourse with his literary l'nml(l?, :md. now lunx;—. a
down into the country te enjoy an outing wn.h .\-.nmf‘-}v “:I)(
dred spirit. At last,in 1842 his fears and llitb'l‘t‘dt.lul‘l‘bl :
dispelled, and the long silence was broken. 11\\'0 \(;::]:T:
of “ Poems, by Alfred Tennyson” appeared, and a n ). .‘
in the poet’s reputation began. The two volumes :'il ](:“;Il:':
were substantially what we have l,ml:ly.n AmmVD“ “\{7 ] ‘,
poems were “The Gardener’s Daughter,” « Dora, 'mt.\i
ley Hall”? “Godiva,” “Edward Gray,” ,‘. ]‘tfxfl.y' ”(,Ei'”‘a
ak,” «St. Simeon Stylites, I'he
“Break, Break, Break, St f ) ’__
Beggar Maid,” “Sir Galahad,” “Sir Iun::‘-rl\,nt, ;uul}i.l;ﬁt:t
Guinevere,” and the “Morte d’Arthur. Lord 5 .d‘ u
Tennyson, in his ¢ Memoir,” says of t.lw‘]l-uet- at 1l‘ns' tml(i
“ My father’s comprehension of human life 11;1(1‘1.:1'0“ n, and
the.now poems dealt with an extraordinarily wide range of
subjects, — chivalry, duty, reverence, self-control, human
pas.sinn.lthe love of country, science, philosophy, and the

nhl.ll’ Cox l!) X MO (l yf the l("h"l us nature. Ihe rece l"
1S
S)t lL Oas (t h s (8)
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tion of these poems was immediately enthusiastic. Critics
of all kinds lifted their voices in praise. Foremost among
those to appreciate Tennyson was Wordsworth, the Poctg
Laureate, who remarked, “ He [Tennyson] is decidedly the
best of our living poets, and I hope will live to give the
world still better things.”” In America the poems met
with a cordial reception. Towell declared that it might
be. centuries before such a thinker and speaker as Tenny-
son appeared.”” The rise of Alfred Tennyson may be
said to date from the appearance of these poems.

Personal Appearance. — Of Tennyson’s appearance at this
time Aubrey de Vere writes: “ It was in 1841 or 1842 that
L first met the poet. The large, dark eyes, generally
dreamy but with an occasional gleam of imaginative alert-
ness, the dusky, almost Spanish, eomplexion, the high-
built head, and the massive abundance of curling hair like
the finest' and blackest silk, are still before me, and no
less the stalwart form, strong ¢with the certain step of
man.’”  Carlyle presents this picture of his “soul’s
Brother”: “A great shock of rough, dusky-dark hair;
bright, laughing, hazel eyes; massive aquiline face, yet
most majestic ; of sallow brown complexion, almost Indian
looking ; clothes cynically loose, free, and easy. - His voice
is musically metallic; speech and speculation free and
plenteous. | I do not meet in' these late  decades such
company over a pipe.”

The Influence of Tennyson.—The unique position of

Tennyson as an influence in drawing together the poetry
of the earlier and the later years of the century is not,
perhaps, sufficiently recognized. No other poet has so

BIOGRAPHICAL. 15

singularly combined the attributes of the old and the new.
Without borrowing from his predecessors, he softened and
broadened their manner into a tone which prepared poetry
for its later development.

1842-1847. — The beginnings of fame came to Tenny-
son very quietly. His poems continued to be widely
read, and succeeding editions were published. All this
time he was busy on  In Memoriam,” now in London, now
at Beachy Head, and now at Cheltenham. In 1845 a
pension of £200 was bestowed on him in recognition of
his poetic talents.

¢ The Princess.!’— Meanwhile the poet’s friends were
clamoring for a complete work. They complained that his
power had been displayed in fragments having no connec-
tion. In obedience to this demand, he published in 1847,
«The Princess, a Medley.” It has generally been consid-
ered that the germ of “The Princess” is to be found in Dr.
Johnson’s “Rasselas.” Tennyson himself said that he be-
lieved the subject of the poem to be original, and certainly
the story is full of original incident, humor, and fanecy.
Tennyson went over the plan of the poem with the lady
who was to be his wife as early as 1839.  He is reported to
have said that the two great social questions of the day
in England were ¢ the housing and education of the poor
man, and the higher edueation of woman,” and he affirmed
that the sooner woman found out, before the great edu-
cational movement began, that “woman is not undeveloped
man, but diverse,” the better it would be for the progress
of the world. This is the keynote of “The Princess,” the
appearance of which excited considerable unfavorable com-
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ment. Although admittedly brilliant, it was thought by
many, even among Tennyson’s friends, to be secarcely
worthy of the author. The abundant grace, deseriptive
beauty, and hwnan sentiment were evident, but the medley
was thought to be somewhat incongruous, and the main web
of the tale too weak fo sustain the plot and the embroidery
raised upon it.

*¢In Memoriam.””—The year 1850 was a notable one for
Tennyson. Ttwas in this year that he gave to the world
“In Memoriam,” on which he had been at work for
years, and ‘in which he poured forth his very soul. “In
Memoriam » is, perhaps, the richest tribute -ever offered
by the affection of friendship at the tomb of the departed.
This tribute to Arthur Henry Hallam, his friend and
companion of seventeen years before, was received with
reverence and admiration. No poem of Tennyson is so
often used for quotation, monme so rich in phrases that
have long since become household words. But it awill
probably be always read and remembered for special pas-

sages rather than for the strength of its argument. It

is, in the opinion of many, the greatest work of the poet’s

genius.  “He has done for Friendship what Petrarch
did for Love.” It is a permanent addition to the wealth
of English literature. Everywhere is the expression of
a deep religious feeling and an abiding: faith.

Tennyson’s Marriage., — Tennyson was married June 13,
1850, to Emily Sellwood, for whom he had formed an
attachment in 1835; but whom he had been unable to
marry because of his financial condition. Mrs. Tennyson
is the “ dear, near, and true” in the beautiful dedication

BIOGRAPHICAL., 17

of “Enoch Arden” They were married at Shiplake
Church, near Caversham, and settled ab Twickenham,
whence in 1853 they removed to Farringford in the Isle
of Wight. Their wedded life was ever a happy one.
Mrs. Tennyson, possessing rare mental qualities, became
her husband’s adviser in all his literary efforts, and to her
he invariably referred his work for a final eriticism before
it was published.

The Laureateship. — It was also in 1850 that Tennyson
was appointed Poet Laureate. Wordsworth was dead,
and the literary world began to discuss the succession
to the Jaureateship.  There were several candidates in the
field, among them Leigh Hunt and Elizabeth Barrett
Browning. The final choice, however, fell on Tennyson,
and he retained the position until his death.

«“Matd and Other Poems.”” — It is impossible to give even a
passing notice to many of the poems that flowed from his pen
after his appointment to the laureateship. «The Charge of
the Light Brigade ” was published in 1854. In 1855 appeared
« Mand and Other Poems.” Some of the most exguisite lines
of “ Maud ” had been written long before, but when the poem
appeared it was received with a general chorus of disapproba-
tion. It was declared to be dreamy, obscure, and incoherent.
Its chief fault was thought to be the war spirit that it
breathed, which was not suited to Temnyson’s muse. The
poem was not wanting in vindicators, however, and received
much praise from some of the commentators. 1t wasa poem
that Tennyson delighted to read aloud., He regarded it as one
of his best works, an opinion that posterity has sustained.

¢ The Idylls,” *‘Enoch Arden,”’ etc. —In 1855, Tennyson
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matured the plan of « The Idylls of the King.” The first four
of the Idylls appeared in 1859, and were followed at intervals
by the others until 1885 (see « The Idylls of the King” in
the Tntroduction). They may be said to represent the finest
expression of Tennyson’s genius. In them he reaches the
height of his poetic fame. While waiting for the proper
mood, as he expressed it, to complete them, he busied him-
self on subjects less lofty in strain,—the sea, which he
always loved, and the different phases of English life, in
which he took a deep interest. From the chivalric heroes of
the past his mind reacted to the heroism of the present, and
in 1864 he published a volume which he called at first © The
Idylls of the Hearth,” a title withdrawn before the publi-
cation of the work. Included in the work were * Enoch
Arden,” “Aylmer’s Field,” “The Northern Farmer,” and
other poems that dealt with nearly every phase of human
life. “Enoch Arden” touched a chord of popular sym-
pathy. Sixty thousand copies of the poem were sold in a
very short time, and with the exception of « In Memoriam ”
it became the most popular of Tennyson’s works.

The Dramas. — From 1864 to 1875 an occasional poem
appeared from Tennyson’s pen, bub nothing of importance.
The year 1875 marks an epoch in Tennyson’s literary career.
In this year he published the first of his dramas. It may
seem surprising that a poet of sixty-six years should essay
a new field of literature. It was a hazardous experiment,
and one to which Tennyson’s talents seemed hardly adapted ;
but he had always taken a lively interest in the stage; he
believed in its future; he regarded the drama as one of the
most humanizing of influences; and he was anxious to
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round out his poetic career by making some permanent con
tributions to the literature of the Stage. He chose for his
first subjects the three great periods in English history of
& Harold,” “ Becket,” and # Queen Mary,” so as to complete
the line of Shakespeare’s English chronicle plays. He
called his subjects his ¢ historical trilogy.” “Queen Mary ”
was published in 1875, “Harold” in 1876, and “ Becket”
in 1884. With respect to character-painting, Tennyson con-
sidered “Queen Mary” the most successful of his plays.
1t was, however, severely criticised when put upon the
stage. While the workmanship was superb, it was deficient
in dramatic construction; it lacked motive and progress.
In ¢ Harold,” Tennyson remedied these defects in a measure,
although the same general criticisms have been made on all
his dramas. ¢ Becket” is a dramatic poem rather than a
stageplay, a study of character rather than an effort of move-
ment and action. It has been the mostisuccessful of any of
Tennyson’s dramas.. Of the minor dramas, ¢ The Falcon”
and “The Cup?” were published in 1884, though they had
been represented on the stage in 1881; “The Promise of
May ” was published in 1886, ~The last of his dramatic
works, as well as the last great literary effort of his life, was

the beautiful pastoral play, “ The Foresters,” which was pro-

duced in 1892, only a short time previous to the poet’s death.
Other Noteworthy Poems. — During the last years of his

life Tennyson busied himself not alone with his dramas.
With extraordinary vigor and freshness he continued to
produce other work of the highest literary excellence. He
wrote “The Revenge, a Ballad of the Fleet” in 1878, “The

Defence of ‘Lucknow” in 1879, two of the most spirited of
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TENNYSON AND HIS POETRY: A STUDY

Tennyson the Man.— No

one can read
: ! ad the poetry ¢
Tennyson without feeling o

that, at the basis of all his
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teaching, indeed, of all his works, is Tennyson the man.
Like Milton, he combined great poetic genius with exalted

character. To the union of these two elements we may

attribute the charm which he has exercised over the
hearts and minds of the English-speaking people. As
early as 1832 Arthur Hallam wrote of Tennyson: “His
nervous temperament and habits of solitude give an ap-

pearance of affectation which is no true interpretation of

the man. I think you would hardly fail to see much for

love as well as for admiration.” The same may be said

of his later life. He was reserved even to shyness, and

seldom went into society.
At times he was possessed with a spirit of

He was highly sensitive to

criticism.
melancholy, and while eomposing he was often abstracted
for days. These conditions sometimes made him appear
brasques; but this seeming discourtesy was only superficial.
With his family and friends he was happy and  genial.
He possessed a strong sense of humor, delighted in witty
stories, and told them admirably. He was a brilliant
conversationalist, and one of the most entertaining of com-
panions.. He was versed in a wide range of subjects, and
there was a strong vein of common sense.in all his talk.
He had a high regard and sympathy for his fellow-men,
and a noble and splendid courtesy. He was a true Eng-
lish gentleman.

Higher Qualities of his
Tennyson’s character so pervades his work as his nobility

Character. — No element of

of thought. This lofty tone is present in every poem he
has written. His verse is characterized by the very spirit
of honor and of reverence for all that is pure and true
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His religious faith, too, was of the loftiest. He had a
profound respect for sincere
all Christian ereeds h

religion in every shape, and
ad his sympathy. The immanence
otherhood of the human race; the

of God in man ;. the by
continnance of each m

an’s personal consciousness in the
life to be; the vit

ality of the present; God

and the spirit-
ual, the only true and re

al,—these were the tenets of his
faith. His conception of love was noble and reverential.
Love was to him an unse

Ifish passion; such love he ever
manifested in his home and among his friends;
he regarded as the

He had a childlike simplicity of nature, and this ehar-
acteristic marks his ok,

such love
inspiration of man’s noblest deeds.

While he often adorns his

lines to profuseness for the purposes of art, the emotions
he ‘appeals to are e

asy to understand and e

ommon to all.
The principles that he

upholds are those upon which
society is based. He had little inclin

ation for politics,
but was deeply intereste

d in-the social questions of the
day. “T believe in progress,” he said, “and I would con-

This is the keynote of his
poetry. He was intensely patriotic, and regarded England

The patriotie lyrics he
He was for F reedom
evolved by the gradual
institutions.  He had sma

serve the hopes of man.”

as the greatest; country on earth.
has written stir the blood.

, snch as
had been

growth of English
Ul faith in outbursts of revolu-
tionary fervor. Liberty he conside

red to be gained by
patient years of working, and not by radical changes.

And, lastly, as characterizing the man through his works,
We may note an abiding faith in Law throughout the worlds
of sense and spirit, a recognition of 2 settled scheme of
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great purposes underlying a universal order, and gradually
developing to completion. - , s
Tennyson the Poet. —In every well-develtmed itera \'1
we find two classes of poets, one including those who
draw their material directly from Nature ;"the ()thex:,
those who interpret Nature through Art. The fm".]fmf
such as Wordsworth, take their characters from real li o,
their incidents have their counterparts in human e?\l.'(?]l'l-
ence; they seldom indulge in d(.‘S(*l'll'btl()l.l f:u. Lh(i sa]\ce
of deseription; their language, as a rule, is phuni b‘lml.).u;
and impassioned; they do not trouble t-]l('ll'l.\l‘l\ r\s) :n-‘
niceties of expression; they are great artists I')L(A‘mse
they eommune with the truth instead of \\OLklmg ::;
critical principles; they are true to Arf hm;uuse t,ffzy ‘]
true to Nature. The latter, of which Gray is an examp le,
are essentially imitative and reflective. They f'u'e uslua,l-y
men possessed of great natural ability, e;xl'.ens.ne.cu t;ue,
refined taste, and a wide acquaintance with the litera 1}1‘3
that has preceded them. Occasionally t.,]u:y' are fandio“et
with great original gemius. Their material is derived nof
so much from the world of Nature as from the world o
Art. To this class we must assign ’l‘«)nuyst)n. Not, Ppl:_
haps, a poet of great original genius, but of great ;\isnmf
lative skill, taste, and learning, he belongs ‘t'n a c db? 0
poets whose work has'a twofold value and 111tcr.ost, first,
for its obvious, simple, and intrinsic ]:)}flelnl.ies, which m:ke
its popular side, and, second, for 1ts.nmet1(-s of m:.lapta ch)n
and expression, which form its mt.r.éllectu;xl tc,xde, n
Tennyson we deal with an accomplished artist whose

most successful works are not direct studies from simple
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Nature, but studies from Nature interpreted by Art
Not the equal of Shakespeare, Milton, or Wordsworth.
he is, nevertheless, a great poet. For fifty years he stomi
at the head of contemporary English poets, and his work
is the most rounded and melodious, the most adequate
expression of the poetry of Vietorian England. Of broad
scholarship and great intellectual ability, he absorbed the
deepest and best thought of his age. Singularly alive to
the, spirit of his time, he has responded to its moods,
and made 1ts burning issues the very soul, the animating
principle, of his work. ¥

The Poetry of Tennyson.— Turning now to the substance
of Tennyson’s poems, we may note that above all they dis-
play the work of a consummate artist., As an artist in verse,
Teunyson is the greatest-of modern poets. Other poets
may have surpassed him in speeial instances; but he is the
one who most rarely nods, and who always finishes his
verse to the extreme. “ An artist should get his workmans
ship as good as he can, and make his work as perfect as
possible,” was his guiding principle. As an artist he
:annot be excelled; but his art, like that of all poets who
strive for arfistic effect, is sometimes ornate rather than
pure, and characterized by a want of simplicity. We have
referred to Tennyson’s simplicity of nature, to the sim-
plicity of the emotions and! feelings to which he appeals,

but we cannot always point to the simplicity of his

language. Directness of expression often gives way to
elaborated diction,

If the matter be meagre, the form is
elaborate; yet there is always perfection of detail. The

metre 1s as unear perfection as any poet has ever attained
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We feel fhat Tennyson knows all the secrets of harmoni-
ous measures and is a master of rhythm. The melody of
his diction is always charming, his epithets are always sug-
gestive. Analogous to arf, indeed, a part of it, is beauty,
for art is but the love of beauty and the power of fitly
expressing it. Tennyson was faithful to beanty. Power
to see beauty and power to shape it were possessed by him
in a remarkable degree. Of mere sound-beauty his poems
are full.

Combined with his love of beauty is the love of Nature
which his poems breathe. Everywhere it enters into his
poetry; but to Tennyson Nature was Law, not Life. His
deseriptions of Nature are delightful. For minute observa-
tion and vivid painting of the details of natural scenery
Tennyson is without a rival ; but there is a lack of warmth,
of life, in his Nature. He looks at Nature as a picture
and deseribes it from the outside. His description excites
more our intelleectual than our emotional interest. His
Nature is Law, not a living Being.

The last element in Tennyson’s poefry which we shall
note is the sympathy for his fellow-men which the poet has
expressed. It embraces every class of mankind, high and
low, thinker and worker. It takes upon itself the emo-
tions, the hopes, the fears, the highest aspirations of man-
kind. Taken all in all, the voice of his age has found its
surest utterance in the poetry of Alfred Tennyson.

HISTORY OF THE ARTHURIAN ROMANCES.

Popularity of the Romances. — To the student of English
literature there is no more fascinating field of research
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than the cycle of romances that centre about King Arthur
and his Round Table. The theme of bard, chronicler, and
trouvere, these tales were the delight
for centuries, and satisfied the intense
for narrative or romance “literature.

of court and cottage
passion of the times

The most popular
poets of ‘every age have turned to this fountainhead of
European romance to find in the body
locked up a volume of ideal subjec

Spenser, in his “ Faerie Queene,”

of legend here
ts worthy of their song.
makes “ Prince Arthure”
his type of “ magnificence and “noble doing.”
Dryden thought the “ Round Tab]
for an epic.

Milton and
e” a not unworthy theme
Lapsing into obscurity during the trying
times of the Reformation and the
monwealth, these tales of ¢
last, and the ninetee

prosaic-era of the Com-
hivalry have been rescued at
nth century has witnessed a revival of
national interest in them, for which we

to Southey and Tennyson, the 1
these grand romances with
polished art.

Origin of the Romances. — Tt is for
that the development of the A r

are indebted chiefly
atter of whom has clothed

all the beauty of his mosh

tunate for the student
thurian romances ¢an” be
traced with comparative ease. In recent years the subject
has been investigated in all its phases by the
and most profound ecritics of Europe.
Arthurian romances carry us b
of British literature, when Kelt and Saxon were waging a
deadly struggle for supremacy, when the heroic valor of
the Kymri inspired the bards attached to this or that chief-
tain to sing the praises of their pe

ablest scholars
In its dawn the
ack into the dim twilight

itron in camp and castle.
Some; of thege songs have come down to us, and, although
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they are obscured and distorted by fables, we may‘ Stl]l;
glean occasional bits of genuine history. From these o‘
Welsh songs we may conclude that Arthur was a real, his-
toric personage, that he lived in the sixth century, and t.?mt,
as chief of a petty tribe in Cornwall, he headed the tribes
of western Britain against the encroaching Saxons fr(?m
the east, and the Picts and Scots from the north-; fxbﬂu’ﬂ hn}x
the later bards wove many strange myths and fictions. We
may note here, also, that at this time many of the oppress?d
Kymri fled to the Continent as an asy]um,. :?,ud settlled 1m
Jrittany, carrying with them the songs, tr.mlltlons, an.t tales
of their former home. They earried with them, too, the
remembrance of their chieffains, pm-ti(eulm'ly-of Arthur.
There they sang of his deeds, his death, and his hoped-for
return. Some of these old songs are still extant, and .we
are not surprised to find Brittany filled \vnth.Arthurlan
traditions. Thus from two sources, the Kymrie and the
Breton, do we obtain our bardic knowledge of {\rthur. In
all these songs he is simply a courageous warrior, whf) by
his heroic bravery stamped his image on the unwritten
records of his country, and dying left behind him a memory
dear to the national heart. How is it, then, that “the‘ name
of King Arthur came to stand for an ideal <.)f' royal wisdom,
chivalrie virtue, and knightly prowess, which was recog-
nized alike in England, France, and Germany”? Let us
From the Sixth to the Twelfth Centuries. — From the sixth
to the twelfth centuries there was a dearth of literature
throughout Europe, particularly in the moderl? European
tongunes. Bards and minstrels continued to sing, to tell
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the mythic history of the past, enveloping their

characters
in a haze of fancy and fable to suit the

caprice of their
hearers. In their hands Arthur becomes the son of Uther
Pendragon. He is a king; the chief of battles. Nothing
can resist_his valor.  He holds his.court at Caerleon. He
undertakes great expeditions, subdues great tracts of coun-
try, and finally falls ‘in the battle of Camlan. We find,
however, no trace of knight-errantry or’of the high ideas
of ‘loye and honor, or of that chivalry which breathes
through the later romances, and lends such a charm to
them. For these we

The Breton Bards and Geoffrey’s History. — It seems
highly probable that the Arthur of romdanes is to a great
extent the creation of the Brefton bards,

must look to another source.

In: their songs
he becomes a poetic character, based on-historic tradition.
From being simply the warrior hero of song,
an epic hero. ' Stragg

he becomes
ling tales, oral traditions, and unwrit-
ten songs were collected and remodelled to suit the f:

ancies
of later bards. In sympathy with the age of knight-

errantry and chivalry which was dawning, the more
advanced notions of chivalrie heroism and Christian virtue

were introduced and attributed to A rthur and his-eourtiers.

This collection was thrown into a fictional whole, called

“ Brut-y-Brenhined,” or ¢ History of the Kings.”
first part of the twelfth century this
into the hands of Geoffrey
Anglican Church,

In the
manuseript  came
of Monmouth, a priest of the
who made a Latin translation of the
work, incorporating therein his own fund of We

Ish legends
and traditions of the day.

Here we find the Arthur of the

Breton bards, who retains but little of the warrior chieftain
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of the old Welsh stories. His thoughts, his words, his
deeds are those of a knightly king. He is in the flush of
vigorous youth, perfect in form, handsome in f.eut,u.res, and
noble in character. He is a Christian, with high ideas of
the Christian virtues. He is the centre of the world of
chivalry, surrounded by courteous knights. He succors the
()1»1.:1%-5;(*(1 and redresses wrongs. He is as 1)1'(1\'.(- as the
Charlemagne of story. His reputation is world-wide. He
is led by l;y\'ca of glory and adventure beyond the limits of
his 1)\\'1; kingdom. He chooses a aneen, Guinevere, daugh-
ter of Leodegraunce, the superior of all the ladies of the
world, and carries her likeness with him into combat as a
sure token of victory. In the * History of Geoffrey,” then,
the germ of history blossoms forth into the Arthur of ro-
mance, “an ideal of the purest chivalry, and surmun’(’led
by all the pomp and circumstance of kmgl|'t1—cr1'antry.‘
Other Histories of the Romances. — The “ History of Geof-
frey,” with its weird Kymric legends, its scraps of afltheu-
tic history, and its fully developed romance, all nnngl.ed
together under the guise of history, \\':IS' ruce'i\'ed \\-'lth
delight. by mobility and commoners. It gained immediate
popularity, and produced a sensation I_my(.md all. paral-
lel. At this time all Burope was seized with® an
intense passion for narrative or romantic lite.ratjure, a‘nd
nowhere was this passion stronger than in Britain. The
« History ” supplied the need. People of all ranks read
it with avidity. But its popularity did not stop here.
The Normman trouvéres, or minstrels, found in the book
a veritable storehouse of romantic stories, which, versified,

and embellished with their own fancies, never failed to
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fascinate their hearers. Robert Wace translated the
“History ” into Norman-French verse, adding here and
there a popular tradition. He it is who first makes men-
tion of the Round Table, which he dismisses with a mers
allusion. _Fifty  years later, Layamon, a Welsh priest,
wrote a “History” in English, recapitulating the main
points of Geoffrey’s “ History ? with some imlu.»rl;mi.. addi-
tions..  Here we find the first mention ‘of ‘the fairies at
Arthur’s birth, and of his voyage, when dying, to the Isle
of ‘Avalon. = Here, too, the legend of the Round Table
undergoes development:

A Summary. — Such was the deyvelopment of the Arthur-
ian romances up to the beginming of the thirteenth cen-
tury. 1t is worthy of note that they consisted of little more
than ‘a econdensation of preéxisting poems, legends, and
tales. As we come to the beginning of the thirteenth
century, however, a° marvellous transformation takes place,
and the fully developed modern romances of Arthur begin
to assume definite shape.

The Work of Walter Map. — It is to the genius of one
man that we are indebted for the greater part of all that
is artistic and imperishable in’ the Arthurian romance.
In the early part of the thirteenth century, Walter Map,
a chaplain to Henry IL, and, later; Archdeacon of Ox-
ford, a man of undoubted genius and vast learning, and

of high repute at court, impressed with the popularity of

the Arthurian tales, conceived the idea of spiritualizing

them by blending with them the legend of the Holy Graal,
and thus making them a medium of instruction in the
recognized theology of the day. The Holy Graal, or Grail,
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was a cup used by Christ at the Last Supper, and subse-
quently by Joseph of Arimathea to receive the blood that
flowed from the wounds of Christ as he was hanging on
the cross. There was a tradition that Joseph came to
England, bringing with him the sacred vessel. Here it
was lost. The search for it, the Quest of the Holy Graal,
was undertaken by many of the Knights of the Round
Table. Such was the legend that Map skilfully blended
with the Arthurian tales, and so sucecessfully did he
accomplish his object that his works obtained an instan-
taneous popularity, not only in England but in all Europe.
The trouvéres, or romancers, reproduced the chaste fan-
tasies of Map, and invented additional romances, based
on existing legends. It is here that the Arthur of ro-
mance bursts into view, surrounded by a brilliant pageant
of knightly heroes and heroines. But before all is the
introduction of a grand unifying theme, which serves as
a  central ‘idea to bind the detached legends, tales, and
poems into a grand cyclus of Romance, conforming in
some respects to an epic. This theme is the Quest of
the Holy Graal. It is the one point towards which every
ineident tends. Its achievement is the culminating point
of the whole story. By it Map has spiritualized the tales,
and changed essentially their whole scope and aim. In
his  hands the Legend of the Holy Graal becomes an
allegory of man’s striving after a perfect knowledge of
Truth and of God, to be gained only by a life of ideal
purity. Into the popular adventures of the knights he
has incorporated a series of sermons on the Quest for
Eternal Life. It is a reflection of the highest spiritual
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aspirations of man, and of his. mortal conflict with the
powers of evil.

The Romances Developed. —In the romances, Arthur's
Court, held at Caerleon-on-Usk, or perhaps at Camelot,
becomes the centre of all that is imperial in empire and
knightly in knighthood. Valiant kuights from other
lands, ‘allured by the splendor of his court, are drawn
as/ by magic to his side. Here we find Lancelot du
Lae, Tristam, Galahad, Percival, and Bors. The Order
of the Round Table is instituted. The Round Table
had thirty-two seats, including the “ siege perillous,” which
was. wrought by magic art, and reserved for the best
knight in the whole world, until whose appearance if;
was _to remain vacant, but which was filled at last by
Galahad. = At this point, Arthur retives somewhat into
the background. ~As he took mo part in the Quest of
the Holy Graal, the narrative is more especially occupied
with the deeds of those who acquired celebrity by partiei-
pating in that noble quest.

Malory’s Work.— TF'inally we come to the true source
of the Tenuysonian Idylls, Malory’s < Morte! Darthur.”

In 1470, Sir Thomas Malory made a compilation of the

preéxisting tales and legends which he found in « many

noble volumes,” for the making of his “book of King

Arthur, and of his noble knights of the Round Table.”
This book was published by Caxton, in 1485, and was
entitled “Morte Darthur.” For the Arthurian legends,
Malory’s work is the most accessible to the modern
reader. It is not an artistic production. It contains

no well-conceived plot, and there is an evident lack of
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system in it. It makes no pretence to chronological truth.
The setting of the stories belongs to Malory’s own time
rather than to the times he tells of, to the age of chivalry
rather than to the ernde era of Arthur. No such state
of society as depicted by Malory ever existed. His pic-
ture is only a fantastic and exaggerated idealization of
the feudal chivalry of the Middle Ages. Still, the book
has a magnetic charm that is irresistible. It early made
a deep impression on Tennyson, and to it he had recourse
for much of the material of the Idylls.

THE IDYLLS OF THE KING.

Ever since the first appearance of the Idylls, in 1859,
there has been no end of controversy as to Tennyson’s
real purpose in the produetion of this work. Happily
many of the existing doubts have been dispelled, and the
poet’s own idea is made clear in the “Memoir”’ recently
issued by his son. From this treatise we learn that the
Arthurian romances made a deep impression on Tenny-
son at an early age. When a boy he chanced upon a
copy of Malory’s work, and became fascinated with its
stories of chivalry and knightly prowess. From his earli-
est years he had written out in prose various histories
of Arthur. 1In 1832 the first of his Arthurian poems
appeared in the form of a lyric, “The Lady of Shalott,”
another version of the story of “Lancelot and Elaine.”
This was followed ten years later by the other lyrics,
“ Lancelot and Guinevere” (partly, if not wholly, written
in 1830) and “Sir Galahad.” In the 1842 edition alse
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appeared “Morte d’Arthur,” which was represented to be
the fragment of a long epie, the rest of which the author
had destroyed. Thus it appeared that the poet was
already meditating a freer treatment of the Arthurian
romances than he had given them. Later, Tennyson him-
self said to his son, At twenty-four I meant to write
an epic or a drama of King Arthur, and T thought that
I should take twenty years-about the work.” A frag-
ment of an epic in prose, and a rough draft, written in
1833, were found among Tennyson’s MSS. His son tells
us-that after 1840 Tennyson began to study the epical
King Arthur in earnest. He thought, read, and talked
about King Arthur. What lie called the greatest of all
poetical subjects” perpetually haunted him, and in 1855
he determined upon the final shape of the poem.

The seemingly random and desultory manner in which
the Idylls< were brought out mystified scholars and
critics. The first issue, comprising only four Idylls, —
“Enid,” “ Vivien,” “ Elaine,” and “ Guinevere,” —appeared
in 1859. They bore little evidence of any epic design.
They were regarded as  four character studies of woman:
hood, two forming lights in the general picture, and the
other two being the contrasted shadows. Vivien, erafty
and wicked, was set over against the tender innocence of
Elaine. Enid, the true wife, was opposed to Guinevere,
the untrue. They were what their names implied, Zdyils,
picturesque poems, not pastoral, of a lofty and noble strain,
each presenting a separate picture with one leading sen-
timent for its motive. The remaining Idylls appeared
at intervals between 1869 and-1885, as follows, —in 1869,
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“The Holy Grail,” “The Coming of Arthur,” “Pellias
and Ettarre,” and “The Passing of Arthur”; in 1871,
“The Last Tournament”; in 1872, « Gareth and Lynette”;
in 1885, “ Balin and Balan.” Subsequently “Enid” was
divided into “The Marriage of Geraint” and “Geraint
and Enid,” making twelve poems in all, conforming to
the number hinted at in the “Morte d’Arthur” of 1842.
To these Tennyson prefixed a prologue, dedicating the
Idylls to Prince Albert, and added an epilogue “To the
Queen.”

- With the appearance of the 1869 Idylls, the real
intention of the whole work seemed to be changed. It
was apparent that the Idylls were not simply pictorial
fancies involving character studies, but that each filled
its place in a eonnected series grouped round a central
figure; that the “Idylls of the King” formed one great
poem, characterized by epie unity of design and grandeur
of tone: Moreover, a spiritnal significance was seen to
be deeply interfused through these great poems, and
Tennyson himself, in his epilogue “To the Queen,” dis-

elosed his grand moral purpose, which is now recognized
as consistently running through the whole series. — He

there describes the work as an old imperfect tale: —

** New-old, and shadowing Sense at war with Soul,
Rather than that gray king, whose name, a ghost,
Streams like a cloud, man-shaped, from mountain peak,
And cleaves to cairn and cromlech still: or him
Of Geofirey's book, or him of Malleor’s, one
Touched by the adulterous finger of a time
That hover’d between war and wantonness,

And crownings and dethronements,”
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This allegorical significance is rarely obtruded by the
poet, and, indeed, apart from such significance, the lover
of poetry will always find a charm both in the form and
substance of these tales of love, chivalry, and celestial
vision. It is for the story and the style that the Idylls
should be read by the pupils of secondary schools. The
allegory, the moral, may be left for more mature study
and consideration. Beneath the surface the poem is an
allegory of the soul of man warring with sense, of the
spiritual struggling against the sensual element in our
nature, of the passing of the soul through life to death
and  through death to resurrection. “The intellect, the
conscience, the will, the imagination, and the divine spirit
in man are shadowed forth in mystic personages.” And
this spiritual significance, as well as the epic unity of
design, we now know to have been determined upon by
the poet as early as 1855.

Too much importance has been attached to the alle-
gorical element in the Idylls. Arthur and his knights
and the ladies of his court are not abstractions of ideal
qualities; they are real men and women, with human
feelings and trials and conflicts; they do represent and
embody certain virtues and vices, but these qualities
work and live in their actions and in their lives. Of
two reviews of the Idylls, which Temmyson himself con-
sidered the best, he often said: “They [the authors] have
taken my hobby and ridden it too hard, and have explained
some things too allegorically, although there is an alle-
gorical, or perhaps rather a parabolic, drift in the poem.
»+ . Yet there is no single fact or incident in the
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Idylls, however seemingly mystical, which cannot be
explained as without any mystery or allegory whatever.”
Again, when asked as to the interpretation of a passage
in the Idylls, he answered: “They mean that, and they
do not. I hate to be tied down to say, ¢ This means that,
because the thought within the image is much more than
any one interpretation.” ¢Poetry,” he affirmed, “is like
shot-silk, with many glancing colors. Every reader must
find his own interpretation according to his ability and
according to his sympathy with the poeft"’ Of the gen-
eral drift of the Idylls, he said: “The whole is the
dream of man coming into practical life and rnined by
one sin. Birth is a mystery and death is a mystery, and
in the midst lies the table-land of life and its struggles
and performances. It is not the history of one man or
of one generation, but of a whole cycle of generations.”
According to the author himself, the three lines (912-915)
at the close of Arthur’s speech in “The Holy Grail” are
the (spiritually) central lines of the Idylls:—

*In moments when he feels he cannot die,
And knows himself no vision to himself,
Nor the High God a vision.”

The unity of design of the Idylls appears not only in
the gradual development of the effect of one great sin,
but also in incidental features. Thus, the story in its
course runs through one complete year, the changes of
nature in their succession forming a background for the
successive scenes of the poem. Concerning this phase
of unity Tennyson made the following manuseript note:
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«¢The Coming of Arthur’ is on the night of the New
Year; when he is wedded ‘the world is white with May;’
on a summer night the vision of the Holy Grail appears;
and the ¢Last Tournament”is in the ¢yellowing autumn-
tide.” Guinevere flees through the mists of autumn, and
Arthur’s death takes place af midnight in midwinter.
The form of ¢The Coming of Arthur’ and of the ¢Pass-
ing? is purposely more archaic than ‘that of the other
Tdylls.”

With the exception of the two Geraint poems, which
were taken from Tady Charlotte Guest’s translation of
Welsh legends, called % The Mabinogion,” ¢ The Idylls
of the King? follow more or less closely the outlines
of Malory. Tennyson omits' the preposterous and the
more indelicate elements of the romance. His knights
and ladies are refined, graceful, noble, and without rough-
ness. Just as Shakespeare never froubled himself to in-
vent the plots of his plays, but had recourse to old stories
and ballads, modifying them in detail, and making them to
all intents and purposes new dramas, so Tennyson has
taken the medimval books of romamee, and constructed
from them a poem having a wnity of design; imbued with
a moral significance, and suited to the aspirations of our
own day, while preserving to some extent the archaie
color of the feudal world. The reign of Arthur as de-
picted by him is a sort of Utopia, unreal and visionary.
Arthur is a man in whom the spiritual instinets of his
nature dominate the sensnal. He is, as Guinevere acknowl-
edges, “the highest and most human, too.” He is the

ideal man, and his many struggles to uphold the best in

o0
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life are but a reflection of the eternal conflict waged
in human life between the spirit and the flesh.

Of the merits of the different Idylls there is a diversity
of opinion. Elsdale considers “ Guinevere” and “The
Passing of Arthur” to be the two finest. Following
these he would place “Merlin and Vivien” or “TLancelot
and Elaine.” The latter, Gurteen considers one of the
finest, if not the finest, of the whole series of Tennyson’s
Arthurian poems. It seems the most idyllic of the Tdylls.
Tennyson’s power of drawing the character of a simple
and lovable woman is here seen in perfection. The solilo-
quy of Lancelot at the close is-one of the finest passages
of the Idylls. Tord Hallam Tennyson in his “Memoir”
says, “Of all the “Idylls of the King,’ ¢The Holy Grail’
seems to me to express most my father’s highest self.”
There is, perhaps, no book of the Idylls so perfect in its
scheme, s0 brilliant and impressive in its imagery, as “The
Holy Grail.” The. remaining Idylls, although containing
many admirable passages and depicting many lovable
characters, possess no claim to individual superiority.
They are links in the chain of development; tracing the
growth of the “one sin” to its ultimate fruition. The
Idylls as a whole are the most permanent of Tennyson’s
contributions to English literature. They embody the

highest poetic achievement of his genius, and belong to

the exalted heights of song. On them he lavished all
the beauty of his most cultivated art, and their completion
marked the fulfilment of his forty years’ hope.

It has been a matter of considerable discussion among
commentators whether “The Idylls of the King ” meet the
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requirements of an epic poem. The consensus of opinion
seems to be that the work is entitled to be so classed. We
know that Tennyson himself considered the combined series
as an epic. Departing somewhat from the conventional
epic form by lack of closely continuous narrative, the Idylls
yet have the grandeur of tone and the underlying unity of
design essential to an epic. One central figure dominates
the whole, towards whom all the action and all the person-
ages of the story conyerge. The events tend towards one
important issne through a succession of minor episodes.
The twelve books present a full cycle of heroic story.
Taken all in all, “ The Idylls of the King ” seem to possess
a rightful claim to be considered what Tennyson intended
they should be, “The Epic of Arthur.”

IDYLLS OF THE KING

(SELECTIONS)




INTRODUCTION TO «THE COMING OF
ARTHUR.”

“The Comingof Arthur,” the first of the Idylls in dramatic
sequence, appeared in 1869, and is taken largely from
Malory’s “ Morte Darthur,” Book I. Tt is the prologue to all
the Idylls. In it are mingled allegory and story, and the
main lines of both are placed before the readers. There is
the recognition of the human soul embodied in Arthur,
which first appears in a waste and desert land groaning un-
der mere brute power. Its previous history is dark wilh
doubt and mystery, and the questions of its origin and
authority form the main subject of the poem.

The Idyll opens with the waste and desolate kingdom of

Leodogran, overrun with wild beasts, and devastated hy

heathen hordes. Leodogran calls on Arthur for help, and
Arthur answers the ecall. While riding by Leodogran’s

castle, he sees Guinevere, the beantiful daughter of the

king, and falls in love with her. Having routed the
heathen hosts, and restored the kingdom to Leodogran, lie
asks the hand of Guinevere in marriage, feeling that with
her he may be stronger to lighten the dark land, and make
the dead world live. After considerable doubt and deliber-
ation as to Arthur’s royal lineage, the king grants his
request. Thus stand forth the two central characters of

the allegory, Arthur and Guinevere, Soul and Sense, who,
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united in the happiness of youth, are to grow more and
more apart as life moves on.

The prologue closes with Arthur firmly established on
his throne, and married to Guinevere, as the first step in
that perfect life which he hopes to make real in the world.
He has gathered his victorious Knights about him, bound

them by the strictest vows, and organized the Order of the
Round Table.

‘“ A glorious company, the flower of men,
To gerve as models for the mighty world,
And be the fair beginning of a time.”’

THE COMING OF ARTHUR.
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Leopocravw, the King of Cameliard,
Had one fair daughter, and none other child;
And she was fairest of all flesh on earth,
Guinevere, and in her- his one delight.

For many a petty king ere Arthur came
Ruled in this isle, and ever waging war
Each upon other, wasted all the land ;
And still from time to time the heathen host
Swarm’d overseas, and harried what was left.
And so there grew great tracts of wilderness,
Wherein the beast was ever more and more,
But man was less and less, till Arthur came.
For first Aurelius lived and fought and died,
And after him King Uther fought and died,
But either fail’d to make the kingdom one.
And after these King Arthur for a space,
And thro’ the puissance of his Table Round,
Drew all their petty princedoms under him,
Their king and head, and made a realm, and reign’d.

And thus the land of Cameliard was waste,
Thick with wet woods, and many a beast therein,
And none or few to scare or chase the beast;

So that wild dog and wolf and boar and bear
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Came night and day, and rooted in the fields,
And wallow’d in the gardens of the King.

And ever and anon the wolf would steal

The children and devour, but now and then,,
ITer own brood lost or dead, lent her fierce teat
To human sueklings ; and the children housed
In her foul den, there at their meat would growl,
And mock their foster-mother on four feet,

Till; straighten’d, they grew-up to wolf-like men,
Worse than the wolves. And King Leodogran
Groan’d for the Roman legions here again,

And Casar’s eagle: then his brother king,
Urien, assail’d him: last.a heathen horde,
Reddening the sun with smoke and earth with blood,
And on the spike that split the mother’s heart
Spitting the child, break on him, till, amazed,
He knew not whither he should turn for aid.

But — for he heard of Arthur newly crown’d,
Tho’ not withont an uproar made by those
Who cried, #“ He is not Uther’s son ” —the King
Sent to him, saying, * Arise, and help us thou!
For here between the man and beast we die.”

And Arthur yet had done no deed of arms,
But heard the call, and came : and Guinevere
Stood by the castle walls to watch him pass;
But since he neither wore on helm or shield
The golden symbol of his kinglihood,

But rode a simple knight among his knights,
And many of these in richer arms than he,
She saw him not, or mark’d not, if she saw,
One among many, tho’ his face was bare.
But Arthur, looking downward as he past,
Felt the light of her eyes into his life
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Smite on the sudden, yet rode on, and piteh’d
His tents beside the forest. Then he drave
The heathen ; after, slew the beast, and fell’d
The forest, letting in the sun, and made

Broad pathways for the hunter and the knight,
And so return’d.

For while he linger’d there,
A doubt that ever smoulder’d in the hearts
Of those great Lords and Barons of his realm
Flash’d forth and into war: for most of these,
Colleaguing with a score of petty kings,
Made head against him, erying, “ Who is he
That he should rule us ? who hath proven him
King Uther’s son ? for lo! we look at him,
And find nor face nor bearing, limbs nor voice,
Are like to those of Uther whom we knew.
This is the son of Gorlois, not the King ;
This is the son of Anton, not the King.”

p

Aund Arthur, passing thence to battle, felt
Travail, and throes and agonies of the life,
Desiring to be join’d with Guinevere;

And thinking as he rode; “Her father said
That there between the man and beast they die.
Shall I not lift her from this land of beasts

Up to my throne, and side by side with me ?
‘What happiness to reign a lonely king,

Vext — O ye stars that shudder over me,

O earth that soundest hollow under me,

Vext with waste dreams ? for saving I be join’d
To her that is the fairest under heaven,

I seem as nothing in the mighty world,

And cannot will my will, nor work my work
Wholly, nor make myself in mine own realm
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Victor and lord. But were I join’d with her,
Then might we live together as one life,

And reigning with one will in everything
Have power on this dark land to lighten it,
And power on this dead world to make it live.”

And in the heart of Arthur joy was lord.
He langh’d upon his warrior whom he loved
And honor’d most. “Thou dost not doubt me King,
So well thine arm hath wrought for me to-day.”
“ Sir and my liege,” he cried, “the fire of God
Descends upon thee in the battle-field :
Thereafter — as he speaks who tells the tale — I know thee for my King!” Wlereat the two,
When Arthur reach’d a field-of-battle bright For each had warded either in the fight,
With piteh’d pavilions of his foe, the world Sware on the field of death a deathless love.
Was all so clear about him, that he saw
The smallest rock far on the faintest hill,
And even in high day the morning star.
So when the King had set his banner broad,
At once from either side, with trumpet-blast,
And shouts, and clarions shrilling unto blood,
The long-lanced battle let their horses run.
And now the barons and the kings prevail’d,
And now the King, as here and there that war
Went swaying ; but the Powers who walk the world
Made lightnings and great thunders over him,
And dazed all eyes, till Arthur by main might,
And mightier of his hands with every blow,
And leading all his knighthood threw the kings
Carddos, Urien, Cradlemont of Wales,

And Arthur said, “ Man’s word is God in man :
Let chance what will, T trust thee to the death.”

Then quickly from the foughten field he sent
Ulfius, and Brastias, and Bedivere,
His new-made knights, to King Leodogran,
Saying, “ If I in aught have sérved thee well,
Give me thy daughter Guinevere to wife,.”

Whom when he heard, Leodogran in heart
Debating — ¢ How should T that am a king,
However much he holp me at my need,

Give my one daughter saving to a king,

And a king’s son ?” — lifted his voice, and call’d
A hoary man, his chamberlain, t6 whom
Claudias, and Clariance of Northumberland, He trusted all things,and of him required

The King Brandagoras of Latangor, His counsel : “ Knowest thou aught of Arthur’s
With Anguisant of Erin, Morganore, birth 2

And Lot of Orkney. Then, before a voice

As dreadful as the shout of one who sees

To one who sins, and deems himself alone

And all the world asleep, they swerved and brake
Flying, and Arthur call’d to stay the brands

That hack’d among the flyers, « Ho! they yield ! ”
So like a painted battle the war stood

Silenced, the living quiet as the dead,

Then spake the hoary chamberlain aud said,
“ Sir King, there be but two old men that know :
And each is twice as old as I'; and one
Is Merlin, the wise man that ever served
King Uther thro’ his magic art; and one
Is Merlin’s master (so they call Lim) Bleys,
Who taught him magic; but the scholar ran
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Before the master, and so far, that Bleys
Laid magie by, and sat him down, and wrote
All things and whatsoever Merlin did

In one great annal-book; where after-years
Will learn the secret of onr Arthur’s birth.”

To whom the King T.eodogran replied,
“ () friend, had I been holpen half as well
By this King Arthur as by thee to-day,
Then beast and man had had their share of me :
But summon here before us yet onee more
Ulfius, and Brastias, and Bedivere.”

Then, when they came before him, the King said,
“I have seen the cuckoo chased by lesser fowl
And reason in the chase: but wherefore now
Do these your lords stir up the heat of war,
Some calling Avthur born of Gorlois,

Others of Anton ? - Tell me, ye yourselves,
Hold ye this Arthur for King Uther’s son 2

?

+And Ulfius and Brastias answer’d, “ Ay
Then Bedivere, the first of all his knights
Kuighted by Arthur at his erowning, spake —
For beld in heart and act and word was he,
Whenever slander breathed against the King —

¢ Six, there be many rumors on this head:
For there be those who hate him in their hearts,
Call him baseborn, and since his ways are sweet,
And theirs are bestial, hold him less than man :
And there be those who deem him more than man,
And dream he dropt from heaven : but my belief
In all this matter — so ye care to learn —

Sir, for ye know that in King Uther’s time

1020124318
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The prince and warrior Gorlois, he that held
Tintagil castle by the Cornish sea,

Was wedded with a winsome wife, Ygerne:

And daughters had she borne him, — one whereof,
Lot’s wife, the Queen of Orkney, Bellicent,

Hath ever like a loyal sister cleaved

To Arthur,— but a son she had not borne,

And Uther cast upon her eyes of love :

Sut she, a stainless wife to Gorlois,

So loathed the bright dishonor of his love,

That Gorlois and King Uther went to war:

And overthrown was Gorlois and slain.

Then Uther in his wrath and heat besieged
Ygerne within Tintagil, where her men,

Seeing the mighty swarm about their walls,

Left her and fled, and Uther enter’d in,

And there was none to eall to but himself.

S0, compass’d by the power of the King,
Enforced she was to wed him in her tears,

And with a shameful swiftness: afterward,
Not many moons, King Uther died himself
Moaning and wailing for an heir to rule
After him, lest the realm should go to wrack.
And thatsame night, the night of the neyw year,
By reason of the bitterness and grief
That vext his mother, all before his time

Was Arthur born, and all as soon as born
Deliyer'd at a secret postern-gate
To Merlin, to be holden far apart
Until his hour should come; because the lords
Of that fierce day were as the lords of this,

Wild beasts, and surely would have torn the child
Piecemeal among them, had they known; for each
But sought to rule for his own self and hand,
And many hated Uther for the sake

2




52 THE COMING OF ARTHUR.

Of Gorlois. Wherefore Merlin took the child,
And gave him to Sir Anton, an old knight

An ancient friend of Uther; and his wife

Nursed the young prince, and rear’d him with her own;
And no man knew.. And ever since the lords
Have foughten like wild beasts among themselves,
So that the realm has gone to wrack: but now,
This year, when Merlin (for his hour had come)
Brought: Arthur forth, and set him in the hall,
Proclaiming, ¢ Here is Uther’s heir, your king,’

A hundred voices cried, ¢ Away with him!

No king of ours! A sen of Gorlois he,

Or else the child of Anton, and no king,

Or else baseborn.” Yet Merlin thro’ his eraft,
And while the people clamor’d for a king,

Had Arthur crown’d; but after, the great lords
Banded, and so brake out in open war.”

3 Then vwhile the King debated with himself
If Arthur were the child of shamefulness,

Or born the son of Gorlois, after death,

Or Uther’s son, and born before his time,

Or whether there were truth in anything

Said by these three, there came to Cameliard,
With Gawain and young Modred, her two sons,
Lot’s wife, the Queen of Orkney, Bellicent;
Whom as he could, not as he would, the King
Made feast for, saying, as they sat at meat:

“A doubtful throne isice on summer seas.
Ye come from Arthur’s court. Viector his men
Report him! Yea, but ye — think ye this king —
So many those that hate him, and so strong,
So few his knights, however brave they be —
Hath body enow to hold his foemen down ?*
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0 King,” she cried, “and I will tell thee: few,
Few, but all brave, all of one mind with him ;

For I was near him when the savage yells

Of Uther’s peerage died and Arthur saf

Crown’d on the dais, and his warriors eried,

¢Be thou the king, and we will work thy will

Who love thee.” Then the King in low deep tones,
Aud simple words of great authority,

3ound them by so strait vows to his own self,
That when they rose, knighted from kneeling, some
Were pale as at the passing of a ghost,

Some flush’d, and others dazed, as one who wakes
Half-blinded at the coming of a light.

¢ “But when he spake and cheer’d his Table Round
With large, divine and eomfortable words,
Beyond my tongue to tell thee — I beheld

From eye to eye thro’ all their Order flash

A momentary likeness of the King:

And ere it left their faces, thro’ the cross

And those around it and the Crucified,

Down from the casement over Arthur, smote
Flame-color, vert, and azure, in three rays,

One falling upon each of three fair queens,

Who stood in silence near his throne, the friends
Of Arthur, gazing on him, tall, with bright
Sweet faces, who will help him at his need.

-

# ¢« And there T saw mage Merlin, whose vast wit
And hundred winters are but as the hands

Of loyal vassals toiling for their liege.

Z “ And near him stood the Lady of the Lake,
Who knows a subtler magie than his own —
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,
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She gave the King his huge cross-hilted sword,
Whereby to drive the heathen out: a mist

Of incense curl’d about her, and her face
Wellnigh was hidden in the minster gloom ;

But there was heard among the holy hymns

A voice as of the waters, for she dwells

Down in a deep, ealm, whatsoever storms

May shake the world, and when the surface rolls,
Hath power to walk the waters like our Lord.

,f There likewise T beheld Excalibur

Before him at his crowning borne, the sword
That rose from out the bosom of the lake,

And Arthur row’d aeross and took it — rich
With jewels, elfin Urim, on the hilt,
Bewildering heart and eye — the blade so bright
That men ave blinded by it —on one side,
Graven in the oldest tongue of all this world,
‘Take me,” but turn the blade and ye shall see,
And written in the speech ye speak yourself,
Cast me away 1 And sad was Arthur's face
Taking it, but old Merlin counsell’d him,
“Take thou and strike! the time to cast away
Is yet far-off.’ So this great brand the king
Took, and by this will beat his foemen down.”

/#Thereat Leodogran rejoiced, but thought

To sift his doubtings to the last. and ask’d,

Fixing full eyes of question on her face,

“The swallow and the swift are near akin,

But thou art closer to this noble prince,

Being his own dear sister:” and she said,

“ Daughter of Gorlois and Ygerne am I ;7

“ And therefore Arthur’s sister 2 ask’d the King.
She answer’d, “ These be secret things,” and sign’d
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To those two sons to pass and let them be.

And Gawain went, and breaking into song

Sprang out, and follow’d by his flying hair

Ran like a colt, and leapt at all he saw :

But Modred laid his ear beside the doors,

And there half heard; the same that afterward
Struck for the throne, and striking found his doom.

37 And then the Queen made answer, “ What know I ?
For dark my mother was in eéyes and hair,

And dark in hair and eyes am I; and dark

Was Gorlois, yea and dark was Uther too,
Wellnigh to blackness; but this King is fair
Beyond the race of Britons and of men.
Moreover, always in my mind I hear

A cry from out the dawning of my life,

A mother weeping, and I hear her say,

£O that ye had some brother, preity one,

To guard thee on the rough ways of the world.””

¢ “Ay,” said the King, “and hear ye such a cry?
= S el D3
But when did Arthur chance upon thee first ?

Z “0 King!” she cried, “and T will tell thee true:
He found me first when yet a little maid:

Beaten I had been for a little fault

Whereof T was not guilty ; and ont I ran

And flung myself down on a bank of heath,

And hated this fair world aud all therein,

And wept and wish’d that I were dead; and he—
I know not whether of himself he came,

Or brought by Merlin, who, they say, can walk
Unseen at pleasure — he was at my side,

And spake sweet words, and comforted my heart,
And dried my tears, being a child with me.
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And many a time he came, and evermore
As I grew greater grew with me; and sad

At times he seem’d, and sad with him was I,
Stern too at times, and then T loved himn not,
But sweet, again, and then I loved him well.

And now of late I see him less and less,

But, those first days had golden hours for me,
For then I surely/thought he would he king.

/ “ But let me tell thee now another talé:

For Bleys, our Merlin’s master, as they say,
Died but of late, and sent his ery to me,

To hear him speak before he left his life.
Shrunk like a fairy changeling lay the mage;
And when I enter’d told me that himself

And Merlin ever served about the King,

Uther, before he died ; andon the night

When Uther in Tintagil past away

Moaning and wailing foran heir, the two

Left the still King, and passing forth to breathe,
Then from the castle gateway by the chasm
Descending thro’ the dismal night —a night
Inwhich the bounds of heaven and earth were lost —
Beheld, so high upon the dreary deeps

It seem’d in heaven, a ship, the shape thereof
A-dragon wing’d, and all from stem to stern
Bright with a shining people on the decks,

And gone as soon as seen. And then the two
Dropt to the cove, and watch’d the great sea fall,
Wave after wave, each mightier than the last,
Till last, a ninth one, gathering half the deep
And full of voices, slowly rose and plunged
Roaring, and all the wave was in a flame:

And down the wave and in the flame was borne
A naked babe, and rode to Merlin’s feet,
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Who stoopt and caught the babe, and eried ¢ The King!
Here is an heir for Uther!’” And the fringe

Of that great breaker, sweeping up the strand,
Lash’d at the wizard as he spake the word,

And all at once all round him rose in fire,

So that the child and he were clothed in fire.

And presently thereafter follow’d calmn,

Free sky and stars: ¢ And this same child,’ he said,
¢Is he who reigns: nor could I part in peace

Till this were told.” And saying this the seer
Went thro’ the strait and dreadful pass of death,
Not ever to be question’d any move

Save on the further side; but when I met

Merlin, and ask’d him if these things were truth —
The shining dragon and the naked child
Descending in the glory of the seas —

He laugh’d as is his wont, and answer’d me

In riddling triplets of old time, and said :

/ “¢Rain, rain, and sun! a rainbow in the sky!
A young man will be wiser by and by ;
An old man’s wit may wander ere he die.

% ““Rain, rain, and sun! a rainbow on the lea!
And frath is this to me, and that to thee;
And truth or clothed or naked let it be.

4 ““fRain, sun, and rain ! and the free blossom blows:
Sun, rain, and sun! and where is he who knows ?
From the great deep to the great deep he goes.’

i “So Merlin riddling anger’d me; but thou
Fear not to give this King thine only child,
Guinevere: so great bards of him will sing
Hereafter; and dark sayings from of old
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Ranging and ringing thro’ the minds of men,
And echo’d by old folk beside their fires

For comfort after their wage-work is done,
Speak of the King; and Merlin in our time
Hath spoken also, not in jest, and sworn

Tho’ men may wound him that he will not die,
But pass, again to come; and then or now
Utterly smite the heathen underfoot,

Till these and all men hail him for their king.”

4 She spake and King Leodogran rejoiced,

But musing “ Shall T answer yea or nay ?
Doubted and drowsed, nodded and slept, and saw,
Dreaming, a slope of land that ever grew,

Field after field, up to a height, the peak
Haze-hidden, and thereon a phantom king,

Now looming, and now lost: and on the slope
The sword rose, the hind fell, the herd was driven,
Fire glimpsed ; and all the land from roof and rick,
In drifts of smoke before a rolling wind,
Stream’d to the peak, and mingled with the haze
And made it thicker; while the phantom king
Sent out at times a voice ; and here or there
Stood one who pointed toward the voice, the rest
Slew on and burnt; crying, “No king of ours,

No son of Uther, and no king of ours 52

Till with a wink his dream was changed, the haze
Descended, and the solid earth became

As nothing, but the king stood out in heaven,
Crown’d. And Leodogran awoke, and sent
Ulfius, and Brastias, and Bedivere,

Back to the court of Arthur answering yea.

(; Then Arthur charged his warrior whom he loved
And honor’d most, Sir Lancelot, to ride forth
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And bring the Queen;—and watch’d him from the

gates ;

And Lancelot past away among the flowers,

(For then was latter April) and return’d
Among the flowers, in May, with Guinevere.

To whom arrived, by Dubric the high saint,
Chief of the church in Britain, and before
The stateliest of her altar-shrines, the King
That morn was married, while in stainless white,
The fair beginners of a nobler time,

And glorying in their vows and him, his knights
Stood round him, and rejoicing in his joy.

Far shone the fields of May thro’ open door,
The sacred altar blossom’d white with May,

The Sun of May descended on their King,

They gazed on all earth’s beauty in their Queen,
Roll'd incense, and there past along the hymns
A voice as of the waters, while the two

Sware at the shrine of Christ a deathless love :
And Arthur said, “ Behold, thy doom is mine.
Let chance what will, T love thee to the death!?”
To whom the Queen replied with drooping eyes,
“King and my lord, I love thee to the death!?”
And holy Dubrie spread his hands and spake,
“Reign ye, and live and love, and make the world
Other, and may thy Queen be one with thee,
And all this Order of thy Table Round

Fulfil the boundless purpose of their King!”

1 So Dubrie said ; but when they left the shrine
Great Lords from Rome before the portal stood,
In scornful stillness gazing as they past;

Then while they paced a city all on fire

With sun and cloth of gold, the trmnpets blew,
And Arthur’s knighthood sang before the King :
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/ ¥ «Blow trumpet, for the world is white with May ;
Blow trumpet, the long night hath roll’d away !
Blow thro’ the living world — ¢ Let the King reign.’

2 f/’ “Shall Rome or heathen rule in Arthur’s realm ?
Flash brand and lance, fall battleaxe upon helm,
Fall battleaxe, and flash brand ! Let the King reign.

J p e v " ey
i Strike for the King and live! his knights have heard
g £
That God hath told the King a secret word.
Fall battleaxe, and flash brand !.:.Let the King reign.

I" «Blow trumpet ! he will 1ift us from the dust.
Blow trumpet ! live the strength and die the lust!
Clang battleaxe, and clash brand! Let the King reign.

/7 ¢ Strike for the King and die! and if thou diest,
The King is King, and everwills the highest.
Clang battleaxe, and clash brand! Let the King reign.

)3 « Blow, for our Sun is mighty in his May !
Blow, for our Sun is mightier day by day !
Clang battleaxe, and clash brand! Let the King reign.

/{4 The King will follow Christ, and we the King,
In whom high God hath breathed a secret thing.
Fall battleaxe, and clash brand! Let the King reign.”

" 1SS0 sang the knighthood, moving to their hall.
There at the banquet those great Lords from Rome,
The slowly-fading mistress of the world,

Strode in,and claim’d their tribute as of yore.
But Arthur spake, ¢ Behold, for these have sworn
To wage my wars, and worship me their King;
The old order changeth, yielding place to new ;
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And we that fight for our fair father Christ,
Seeing that ye be grown too weak and old

To drive the heathen from your Roman wall,

No tribute will we pay : ” so those great lords
Drew back in wrath, and Arthur strove with Rome.

7 /6And Arthur and his knighthood for a space
Were all one will, and thro’ that strength the King
Drew in the petty princedoms under him,

Fought, and in twelve great battles overcame
The heathen hordes, and made a realm and reign’d.




INTRODUCTION TO “GARETH AND LYNETTE”

“Gareth and Lynette” representsthe golden age of Arthur’s
reign, when the Round Table seemed indeed a model for the
world, and Arthur himself the representative of Christ upon
earth. No taint of sin has yet crept into the Order, and
the name of Guinevere is not mentioned in the poem. The
warriors are loyal to their vows and to their King. Itisa
period

* When every morning brought a noble chance,
And every chance brought outa noble knight.”’

In this picture Arthur sits on his judgment seat and delivers
justice. Wrongs are sure of redress, and valiant knights
go forth each day to deliver the weak from the Oppressor.
Young men of noble birth, whom Arthur’s character has in-
spired to noble deeds, come to his court seeking knighthood
and high adventure. Gareth himself is a type of this
youthful chivalry in perfection. He is the image of his
time, representing the youthful eraving for honor, spoiled
by no meaner motive than ambition. He is the embodiment
of the Arthurian kingdom in its youthful energy and purity.
Full of courage, and the unquenchable faith of youth, borne
along on the first wave of enthusiasm, he does not mind the
drudgery of the kitchen, the taunts of Sir Kay, or the
62
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mocking of Lynette. The erowning glory of his ambition
is to be counted a knight of Arthur,

‘¢ Live pure, speak true, right wrong, follow the King —
Elge, wherefore born ?

Lynette is the first of the types of womanhood to be
drawn by Tennyson in the Idylls. She is a fresh and frank
young woman, thoughtless, quick-tongued, and rude, — but
pure and honorable. She is of the petulant, impatient type.
Her sauciness lacks charm, because there is too much
masculine roughness about it. Her character is not consist-
ent. At one time she is saucy, rude, and lacking in
earnestness; at another, refined and full of sentiment,
singing charming songs which seem out of keeping with
her previous nature. She seems to be two women in one;
yet, in spite of the inconsistencies, there is a freshness and
vivacity about the young woman that attracts and pleases
us.

The story of the Idyll as far as line 430 is probably Tenny-
son’s owninvention, but from this point he follows Malory’s
account in the seventh book of # Morte Darthur.”  The poem
is replete with allegory ; not only does it, as a whole, repre-
sent the first stage of the main theme, the springtime of life,
and the strength and hope of youth, but it contains within
itself many independent allegories. Arthur’s cify and its
gates are allegorical. The utterances of Merlin are riddling
presentments of the allegory. Gareth’s successive combats
with the knights at the ford of the river symbolize the war
of time against the soul of man, shadowing forth the whole
struggle involved in the course of human life.
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In this Idyll the author does not appear at his best;
although there is much to commend, the poem falls below
the high standard set by the poet in preceding idylls. 1t is
fresh and animated in tone, and harmonizes well with its
general position and design. It contains many fine descrip-
tions, which are admirable specimens of scene painting,
The descriptions of Arthur’s city and the mystic gate, the
meeting with Merlin, the warriors who guard the river,
and finally the encounter with Death are excellent. We are
indebted to Tennyson also for his happy use of fine old
English words and expressions, The scenes between Gareth
and his mother, however, are much too longand tedious. We
eannot reconcile our wsthetic sense to the ineredible
kitehen part of the story. The coarse taunts of Lynette are
hardly in keeping with the delicate songs she sings, and the
refinement and sentiment she displays at times. The verse
often seems cramped for want of necessary conjunetions,
while here and there are interspersed lines of a redundant
nature. The frequent alliteration and play upon words
palls on the ear, and at times the poet indulges in excessive
reiteration. 'On the whole, however, the fine inventions;
the vivid pictures, and the richness of expression throw a
magical glamour over the poem, which raises it at once
above the commonplace.
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——0 0 PJ00—

Y Pug last tall son of Lot and Bellicent,
And tallest, Gareth, in a showerful spring
Stared at the spate. A slender-shafted pine
Lost footing, fell, and so was whirl’d away.
“ How he went down,” said Gareth, “ as a false knight
Or evil king before my lance, if lance
Were mine to use — O senseless cataract,
Bearing all down in thy preeipitancy —
And yet thou art but swollen with cold snows
And mine is living blood : thou dost His will,
The Maker’s, and not knowest, and T that know,
Have strength and wit, in my good mother’s hall
Linger with vacillating obedience,
Prison’d, and kept and coax’d and whistled to —
Since the good mother holds me still a ¢hild !
Good mother is bad mother unto me!
A worse were better; yet no worse would L.
Heaven yield her for it, but in me put force
To weary her ears with one continuous prayer,
Until she let me fly discaged to sweep
In ever-highering eagle-circles up
To the great Sun of Glory, and thence swoop
Down upon all things base, and dash them dead,
A knight of Arthur, working out his will,
To cleanse the world. Why, Gawain, when he came
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With Modred hither in the summer-time,
Ask’d me to tilt with him, the proven knight.
Modred for want of worthier was the judge.
Then I so shook him in the saddle, he said,
‘ Thou hast half jprevail’d against me,’ said so — he —
Tho’ Modred biting his thin lips was mute,
For he is alway sullen: what care T ?”
# AWl Gareth went, and hovering round her chair
Ask’d, “ Mother;tho’ ye count me still the child,
*Sweet mother, do ye love the child ?” She laugh’d,
“Thou art but a wild-goose to question it.”’
“ Then, mother, an ye love the child,” he said,
“ Being a goose and rather tame than wild,
Hear the child’s story.” ¢ Yea, my well-beloved,
An’t were but of the goose and golden eggs.”

/2 And Gareth answer’d her with kindling eyes:
“ Nay, nay, good mother, but this egz of mine
Was finer gold than any goose can lay ;
For this an eagle, a royal eagle, laid
Almost beyond eye-reach, on such a palm
As glitters gilded in thy Book of Hours.
And there was ever haunting round the palm
A lusty youth, but poor, who often saw
The splendor sparkling from aloft, and thought,
‘An I could climb and lay my hand upon it,
Then were I wealthier than a leash of kings.’
But ever when he reach’d a hand to climb,
One that had loved him from his childhood caught
And stay’d him, ¢ Climb not lest thou break thy neek,
I charge thee by my love,” and so the boy,
Sweet mother, neither clomb nor brake his neck,
But brake his very heart in pining for it,
And past away.”

/
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/7 To whom the mother said,
“ True love, sweet son, had risk’d himself and climb’d,

And handed down the golden treasure to him.”

2, And Gareth answer’d her with kindling eyes:

“Gold ? said I gold ? — ay then, why he, or she,
Or whosoe’er it was, or half the world

Had ventured — had the thing I spake of been
Mere gold — but this was all of that true steel
Whereof they forged the brand Excalibur,

And lightnings play’d about it in the storm,
And all the little fowl were flurried at it,

And there were cries and clashings in the nest,
That sent him from his senses: let me go.”

Z Then Bellicent bemoan’d herself and said
¢ Hast thou no pity upon my loneliness ?
Loy where thy father Lot beside the hearth
Lies like a log, and all but smoulder’d out!
For ever since when traitor to the King
He fought against him in the barons’ war,
And Arthur gave him back his territory,
His age hath slowly droopt, and now lies there
A yet-warm corpse, and yet unburiable,
No more ; nor sees, nor hears, nor speaks, nor knows.
And both thy brethren are in Arthur’s hall,
Albeit neither loved with that full love
I feel for thee, nor worthy such a love.
Stay therefore thou; red berries charm the bird,
And thee, mine innocent, the jousts, the wars,
‘Who never knewest finger-ache, nor pang
Of wrench’d or broken limb — an often chance
In those brain-stunning shocks, and tourney-falls,
Frights to my heart; but stay: follow the deer
By these tall firs and our fast-falling burns;
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So make thy manhood mightier day by day;

Sweet is the chase: and I will seek thee out

Some comfortable bride and fair, to grace

Thy climbing life; and cherish my prone year,

Till falling into Liot’s forgetfulness

1 know not thee, myself, nor anything.

Stay; my best son! ye are yet more boy than man.”
//Then Gareth: “An ye hold me yet for child,

Hear yet once more the story of the child.

For, mother, there was once a king, like ours.

The prince his heir, when tall and marriageable,
Ask’d for a bride; and thereupon the king

Set two before him.  One was fair, strong, arm’d — |
But to be won by force — and many men

Desired her ; one, good lack, no man desired.

And these were the conditions of the king:

That save he won the first by force, he needs

Must wed that other, whom no man-desired,

A red-faced bride who knew herself so vile

That evermore she long’d to hide herself,

Nor fronted man or woman, eye to eye —

Yea —some she cleaved to, but they died of her.
And one — they call’d her Fame ; and one—0O mother,
How can ye keep me tether’d to you ? — Shame.
Man am I grown, a man’s work must T do.

Follow the deer ? follow the Christ, the King,

Live pure, speak true, right wrong, follow the King —
Else, wherefore born ? ”

— To whom the mother said :
% Sweet son, for there be many who deem him not,
Or will not desm him, wholly proven King —

Albeit in mine own heart I knew him King

When I was frequent with him in my youth,
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And heard him kingly speak, and doubted him
No more than he, himself; but felt him mine,
Of closest kin to me: yet— wilt thou leave
Thine easeful biding here, and risk thine all,
Life, limbs, for one that is not proven King ?
Stay, till the cloud that settles round his birth
Hath lifted but a little. Stay, sweet son.”

¢ And Gareth answer’d quickly: “Not an hour,

So that ye yield me — I will walk thro’ fire,

Mother, to gain it— your full leave to go.

Not proven, who swept the dust of ruin’d Rome

From off the threshold of the realm, and erush’d

The idolaters, and made the people free ?

Who should be king save him who makes us free ?”
So when the Queen, who long had sought in vain

To break him from the intent to which he grew,

Found her son’s will unwaveringly one,

She answer’d craftily: « Will ye walk thro’ fire 2

Who walks thro’ fire will hardly heed the smoke.

Ay, go then, an ye must: only one proof;

Before thou ask the King to make thee knight,

Of thine obedience and thy love to me,

Thy mother,— I demand.”

And Gareth eried :
A hard one; or a hundred; so T go.
Nay — quick! the proof to prove me to the quick !

/
AL

7 But slowly spake the mother looking at him :
“Prince, thou shalt go disguised to Arthur’s hall
And hire thyself to serve for meats and drinks
Among the scullions and the kitchen-knaves,
And those that hand the dish across the bar.

2
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Nor shalt thou tell thy name té Sty onio, So, when t»].leil‘ fcfet were planted on the plain
And thou shalf serve a twelvemonth and 2 day.” 'I:hat b.rom.len aghoy a.r(._l thie b:fse afiChaniclol;
o Far off they saw the silver-misty morn
/I For so the Queerr tileved that when her som I‘;olling her smoke ah(m‘t the royal mm}nt,
Beheld bis only. Wayto glory lead 1 hat? rose between t"he forest 'fmd t.he h(‘ld..
Tow 2w thoe illan kitci)en-vassalaoe, At t%uws the summit of the high city flash’d ;
S o vl St (Rt h e s prinoely-}o)mud At‘tu‘fles the s]'urcs.nnd tun"ol‘s half-way down
+ 6 pass thereby; so should he rest with her, }A’l‘lc]{'d thro’ thF mist ; ﬂt times the great gate shone
Closed in her castle from the sound of arms. ; Only, that open’d = t'h,e fidld br?nw:
—e—— Anon, the whole fair city had disappear’d.
Silent awhile was Gareth, then replied :
“The thrall inperson may be free in soul,

/ Then those who went with Gareth were amazed,

: One erying, “Let us go no further, lord :
And T shall see the jousts. Thy son am T, 3 3 < g =y

] ¢ ‘ Here is a city of enchanters; built
And, since thou art my mother, must obey. , 4 Y R yq e

: } By fairy kings.” The second echo’d him,
I therefore yield me freely to thy will ; < 2 .
n d A e | : “Lord, we have heard from our wise man at home

For hence will I, disguised, and hire myself

A 3 - ! To northward, that this king is not the Kin
To serve with scullions and with kitchen-knaves; I Y l‘( . h. g .S_m)t t_h HIRE
Nobtoll mv o o he Kine” 3ut only changeling out of Fairyland,
i my name to any no, not the King. -
Who drave the heathen hence by sorcery
ik | : Y A And Merlin’s glamour.” Then the first agai

Gareth awhile linger’d. The mother’s eye 7, Lort] the:'(: i: nou;u(-h city wheres i)
Full of the wistful fear that he would go, But ﬂ'l’a \'ibi(l; 5 ORI ’

. . 3 t 31010,°

And turning toward him wheresoe’er he turn’d,
Perplext his outward purpose, till an hour . <
When; waken’d by the wind which with full voice & (Fargth angwerid them
o) »t, bellowing thro! the darkuess on to dawn With laughter, swearing he had glamour enow
He rIo‘:é and ont"c of s-lumberteallix;ﬂ f —— In his own blood, his princedom, youth, and hopes,
Tl ohi11 hiail e o i Eeons his skl To plunge old Merlin in the Arabian sea;
o I = e N : So push’d them all unwilling toward the gate.
Before the wakeful mother heard him, went. And-Bhb A dolaollits & notiheaven

The three were clad like tillers of the soil, ]i(n-.lbz‘}ref;)nlt ]m;\ tho keyb:tgn.et,.‘w}:lch fms unec
Southward they set their faces. The birds made f”m I”'plp ecf :] i ?n:vext- e‘(, “}‘i’] \}\aw ei‘
Melody on branch and melody in mid air. “,m t“t:(‘g 0} ' 'i, ’l.a:e 5 (_)‘0; f‘; '}e‘ SRS
The damp hill-slopes were quicken’d into green, 'sue;;pliktla :l]]e]::o‘: ﬁ::i:;:te;mio“';gcgl‘lawy'waizn’s
And the live green had kindled into flowers, ét' teh'd 'd ll t’h 25 % éd held
For it was past the time of Easter-day. S SOCEIoR AL ARaRRC. &
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And drops of water fell from either hand ; . ¢ Then that old Seer made answer, playing on him
And down from one a sword was hung, from one And saying: “Son, I have seen the good ship sail
A censer, either worn with wind and storm ;

And o’er her breast floated the sacred fish;

And in the'space to left of her, and right,

Were Arthur’s wars in weird devices done,

New things and old co-twisted, asif Time

Were nothing, so inveterately that men

Were giddy gazing there; and over all

High on the top were those three queens, the friends
Of Arthur, who should help him at his need.

Keel upward, and mast downward, in the heavens,
And solid turrets topsy-turvy in the air:

Aud here is truth; but an it please thee not,

Take thou the truth as thou hast told it me.

For truly, as thou sayest, a fairy king

And fairy queens have built the eity, son;

They came from out a sacred mountain cleft
Toward the sunrise, each with harp in hand,
And built it to the music of their harps.
And, as thou sayest, it is enchanted, son,

For there is nothing in it as it seems

Saving the King; tho’ some there be that hold
The King a shadow, and the city real:

Yet take thou heed of him, for, so thou pass
Beneath this archway, then wilt thou become
A thrall to his enchantments, for the King
Will bind thee by such vows as is a shame

3 Then those with Gareth for so long a space
Stared at the figures that at last it seem’d

The dragon-boughts and elvish emblemings

Began to move, seethe, twine, and curl: they call’d
To Gareth, “ Lord, the gateway is alive.”

# And Gareth likewise on them fixt his eyes
So long that even to him they seem’d to move.
Out of the city a blast of music peal'd. No man ean keep; but, so thou dread to swear,
Back from the gate started the three, to whom Pass not beneath this gateway, but abide
From out thereunder came an ancient man, Without, among the cattle of the field.
Long-bearded, saying, “ Who be ye, my sons ?

A man should not be bound by, yet the which

For an ye heard a musie, like enow

They are building still, seeing the ecity is built
T'o musie, therefore never built at all,

And therefore built for ever.”

§ Then Gareth: “We be tillers of the soil,
Who leaving share in furrow come to see

The glories of our King: but these, my men,—
Your city moved so weirdly in the mist —
Doubt if the King be king at all, or come 7
From Fairyland ; and whether this be built
By magie, and by fairy kings and queens;
Or whether there be any city at all,

Or all a vision: and this music now

Gareth spake

Anger’d : “ Old master, reverence thine own beard
That looks as white as utter truth, and seems
Wellnigh as long as thou art statured tall !

Why mockest thou the stranger that hath been
Hath scared them both, but tell thou these the truth.” To thee fair-spoken 27
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But the Seer Yeplied™ }
“Know ye not then the Riddling of the Bavds:
¢ Confusion, and illusion, and relation,

Elusion, and occasion, and evasion ?°

I mock thee not but as thou mockest me,

And all that see thee, for thou art not who
Thou seemest, but I know thee who thou art.
And now thon! goest up to mock the King,

Who cannot brook the shadow of any lie.”

Unmockingly the mocker ending here
Turn’d to the right, and past along the plain ;
Whom Gareth looking after said ; ¢ My men,
Our one white lie sits like a little ghost
Here on the threshold of our enterprise.

Let love be blamed for it, not she, nor I
Well; we will make amends.”

o~ A

With all good cheer
He spake and laugh’d, then enter’d with his twain
Camelot, a city of shadowy palaces
And stately, rich in emblem and the work
Of ancient kings who did their days in stone;
Which Merlin’s hand, the Mage at Arthur’s court,
Knowing all arts, had touch’d, and everywhere,
At Arthur’s ordinance, tipt with lessening peak
And pinnacle, and had made it spire to heaven.
And ever and anon a knight would pass
Outward, orinward to the hall: his arns
Clash’d ; and the sound was good to Gareth’s ear.
And out of bower and casement; shyly glanced
Eyes of pure women, wholesome stars of love ;
And all about a healthful people stept
As in the presence of a gracious king,
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Then into hall Gareth ascending heard
A voice, the voice of Arthur, and beheld
Far over heads in that long-vaulted hall
The splendor of the presence of the King
Throned, and delivering doom — and look’d no
nmore —

Jut felt his young heart hammering in his ears
And thought, “ For this half-shadow of a lie

The truthful King will doom me when I speak.”
Yet pressing on, tho’ all in fear to find

Sir Gawain or Sir Modred, saw nor one

Nor other, but in all the listening eyes

Of those tall knights that ranged about the throne
Clear honor shining like the dewy star

Of dawn, and faith in their great King, with pure
Affection, and the light of victory,

And glory gain’d, and evermore to gain.

Then came a widow erying to the King:
“A boon, Sir King? Thy father, Uther, reft
From my dead lord a field with violence ;
For howsoe’er at first he proffer’d gold,

Yet, for the field was pleasant in our eyes,
We yielded not; and then he reft us of it
Perforce and left us neither gold nor field.”

Said Arthur, “Whether would ye ? gold or
field 27

To whom the woman weeping, ¢ Nay, my lord,

The field was pleasant in my husband’s eye.”

And Arthur: “Have thy pleasant field again,
And thrice the gold for Uther’s use thereof,
According to the years. No boon is here,

But justice, so thy say be proven true.
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Accursed, who from the wrongs his father did
Would shape himself a right !”

And while she past,
Came yet another widow erying to him :
“A boon, Sir King! Thine enemy, King, am I.
With thine own hand thou slewest my dear lord,
A knight of Uther in the barons’ war,
When Lot and many another rose and fought
Against thee, saying thou wert basely born.
L held with these, and Toathe to ask thee aught.
Yet lo! my husband’s brother had my son
Thrall’d in his eastle, and hath starved him dead,
And standeth seized of that inheritance
Which thou that slewest the sire hast left the son.
S0, tho’ T scarce can ask it thee for hate,
Grant me some knight to do the battle for me,
Kill the foul thief, and wreak me for my son.”

Then strode a good knight forward, crying to him,
“A boon, Sir King! 1 ant her kinsman, I.
Give me to right her wrong, and slay the man.”

Then came Sir Kay, the seneschal. and cried,
“A boon, Sir King ! even that thou grant her none
This railer, that hath mock’d thee in full hall —

>

None; or the wholesome boon of gyve and gag.”

But Arthur: ¢« We sit King, to help the wrong’d
Thro’ all our realm. The woman loves her lord.
Peace to thee, woman, with thy loves and hates!
The kings of old had doom’d thee to the flames ;
Aurelius Emrys would have scourged thee dead,
And Uther slit thy tongue : but get thee hence —
Lest that rough humor of the kings of old
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Return upon me! Thou that art her kin,

Go likewise; lay him low and slay him not,

But bring him here, that T may judge the right,
According to the justice of the King:

Then, be he guilty, by that deathless King

‘Who lived and died for men, the man shall die.”

Then came in hall the messenger of Mark,

A name of evil savor in the land,
The Cornish king. In either hand he bore
What dazzled all, and shone far-off as shines
A field of charlock in the sudden sun
Between two showers, a cloth of palest gold,
Which down he laid before the throne, and knelt,
Delivering that his lord, the vassal king,
‘Was ev’n upon his way to Camelot;
For having heard that Arthur of his grace

Had made his goodly cousin Tristram knight,
And, for himself was of the greater state,

Jeing 4 king, he trusted his liege-lord

Would yield him this large honor all the more;
So pray’d him well to accept this cloth of gold,
In token of true heart and fealty.

Then Arthur eried to rend the cloth, to rend
In pieces, and so cast it on the hearth.
An oak-tree smoulder’d there. “The goodly knight!
What! shall the shield of Mark stand among these ?”
For, midway down the side of that Tong hall,
A stately pile, — whereof along the front,
Some blazon’d, some but carven, and some blank,
There ran a treble range of stony shields, —
Rose, and high-arching overbrow’d the hearth.
And under every shield a knight was named.
For this was Arthur’s custom in his hall:
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When some good knight had done one noble deed,
His arms were carven only; but if twain,

His arms were blazon’d also; but if none,

The shield was blank and bare, without a sign
Saving the name beneath : and Gareth saw

The shield of Gawain blazon'd rich and bright,
And Modred’s blank as death; and Arthur cried
To rend the cloth and east it on the hearth.

“ More like are we to reave him of his crown
Than make him knight because men eall him king.
The kings we found, ye know we stay’d their hands
From war among themselves, but left them kings;
Of whom were any bounteons, merciful,
Truth-speaking, brave, good livers, them we enroll’d
Among us, and they sit within our hall.

But Mark hath tarnish’d the great name of king,
As Mark would sully the low state of churl;

And, seeing he hath sent us cloth of gold,

Return, and meet, and hold him fiom our eyes,
Lest we should lap him upin cloth of lead,
Silenced for ever — craven — a man of plots,
Craft, poisonous counsels, wayside ambushings —
No fault of thine: let Kay the seneschal

Look to thy wants, and send thee satisfied
Accursed, who strikes nor lets the hand be seen !”

And many another suppliant crying came
With noise of ravage wrought by beast and man,
And evermore a knight would ride away.

Last, Gareth leaning both hands heavily
Down on the shounlders of the twain, his men,
Approach’d between them toward the King, and ask’d,
* A boon, Sir King, ” — his voice was all ashamed, —
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¢ For see ye not how weak and hunger-worn

1 seem — leaning on these ? grant me to serve
For meat and drink among thy kitchen-knaves
A twelvemonth and a day, nor seek my name.
Hereafter I will fight.”

To him the King:
“A goodly youth and worth a goodlier hoon !
But so thoun wilt no goodlier, then must Kay,
The master of the meats and drinks, be thine.”

He rode and past; then Kay, a man of mien
Wan-sallow as the plant that feels itself
Root-bitten by white lichen :

“Lo ye now!
This fellow hath broken from some abbey, where,
God wot, he had not beef and brewis enow,
However that might chance! but an he work,
Like any pigeon will I ¢cram his crop,
And sleeker shall he shine than any hog.”

Then Lancelot standing near: ¢ Sir Seneschal,
Sleuth-hound thou knowest, and gray, and all the hounds;
A horse thou knowest, a man thou dost not know :

Broad brows and fair, a fluent hair and fine,

High nose, a nostril large and fine, and hands

Large, fair, and fine ! — Some young lad’s mystery —
But, or from sheepcot or king’s hall, the boy

Is noble-natured. Treat him with all grace,

Lest he should come to shame thy judging of him.”

Then Kay : “ What murmurest thou of mystery ?
Think ye this fellow will poison the King’s dish ?
Nay, for he spake too fool-like: mystery !
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Tut, an the lad were noble, he had ask’d

For horse and armor: fair and fine, forsooth !
Sir Fine-face, Sir Fair-hands ? but see thou to it
That thine own fineness; Lancelot, some fine day
Undo thee not— and leave my man to me.”

So Gareth all for glory underwent
The sooty yoke of kitchen-vassalage,
Ate with young lads his portion by the door,
And couch’d at night with grimy kitchen-knaves.
And Lancelot ever spake him pleasantly,
But Kay the seneschal, who loved him not;
‘Would hustle and harry him;and labor him
Beyond his comrade of the hearth, and set
To turn the broach, draw water, or hew wood,
Or grosser tasks; and Gareth bow’d himself
With all obedience to the King, and wrought
All kind of service with a noble ease
That graced the lowliest-act in doing it.
And when the thralls had talk among themselves,
And one would praise the love that linkt the King
And Lancelot — how the King had saved his life
In battle twice, and Lancelot once the King’s —
For Lancelot was first in the tonrnament,
But Arthur mightiest on the battlefield —
Gareth was glad. Or if some other told
How once the wandering forester at dawn,
Far over the blue tarns and hazy seas,
On Caer-Eryri’s highest found the King,
A naked babe, of whom the Prophet spake,
‘“He passes to the Isle Avilion, .
He passes and is heal’d and cannot die” —
Gareth was glad. But if their talk were foul,
Then would he whistle rapid as any lark,
Or carol some old roundelay, and so loud
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"Phat first they mock’d, but, after, reverenced him.
Or Gareth, telling some prodigious tale

Of knights who sliced a red life-bubbling way
Thro’ twenty folds of twisted dragon, held

All in a gap-mouth’d circle his good mates

Lying or sitting round him, idle hands,

Charm’d ; till Sir Kay, the seneschal, would come
Blustering upon them, like a sndden wind

Among dead leaves, and drive them all apart.

Or when the thralls had sport among themselves,
So there were any trial of mastery,

He, by two yards in casting bar or stone,

Was counted best; and if there chanced a joust,
So that Sir Kay nodded him leave to go,

Would hurry thither, and when he saw the knights
Clash like the coming and retiring wave,

And the spear spring, and good horse reel, the boy
Was half beyond himself for ecstasy.

/ So for a month he wrought among the thralls ;
But in the weeks that follow’d, the good Queen,
Repentant of the word she made him swear,
And saddening in her childless castle, sent,
Between the in-crescent and de-cresc¢ent moon,
Arms for her son, and loosed him from his vow.

2 This, Gareth hearing from a squire of Lot

With whom he used to playat tonrney once,

‘When both were children, and in lonely haunts

Would scratch a ragged oval on the sand,

And each at either dash from either end —

Shame never made girl redder than Gareth joy.

He laugh’d; he sprang. “Out of the smoke, at once

I leap from Satan’s foot to Peter's knee —

These news be mine, none other’s—nay, the King’s —
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Descend into the city : ” whereon he sought
The King alone, and found, and told him all.

J «T have stagger’d thy strong Gawain in a tilt
For pastime ; yea, he said it: joust can I.

Make me thy knight — in secret ! let my name
Be hidd’n, and give me the first quest; I spring
Like flame from ashes.”

U Here the King’s calm eye
Fell on, and check’d, and made him flush, and bow
Lowly, to kiss his hand, who answer'd him:

#Son, the good mother let me know thee here,

And sent her wish that T would yield thee thine,
Make thee my knight ? my knights are sworn to vows
Of utter hardihood, utter gentleness,

And, loving, utter faithfulness in love,

And uttermost obedience to the King.”

{ Then Gareth, lightly springing from his kneesg
“My King, for hardihood I can promise thee.
For uttermost obedience make demand

Of whom ye gave me to, the Seneschal,

No mellow master of the meats and drinks!

And as for love, God wot, I love not yet,

But love I shall, God willing.”

6 And the King :
“Make thee my knight in secret ? yea, but he,
Our noblest brother, and our truest man,

And one with me in all, he needs must know.”

4« Let Lancelot know, my King, let Lancelot know,
Thy noblest and thy truest ”
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And the King:

1 on 2
{‘,But wherefore would ye men should wonder at you ?

! sake of their King,
Nay, rather for the sake of me, g
Anﬁ’ the deed’s sake my knighthood do the deed,
Than to be noised of.” :

Merrily Gareth ask’d :
ZHa.ve I not earn’d my cake in baking of it?
Let be my name until I make my name !
My deeds will speak : it is but to}' a day.
So with a kindly hand on Gareth's arm
Smiled the great King, and hal f-nn\\'l]lmgly
Loving his lusty youthhood yieltlml. t'o him.
Then, after summoning Lancelot ])1'1\‘11.)’:
« T have given him the first quest: 1.19 is not proven.
Look therefore, when he calls f.or this in hall,
Thou get to horse and follow him far away.
Cover the lions on thy shield, and see, .
Far as thon mayest, he be nor ta’en nor slain.

7

#Then that same day there past into the hall
A damsel of high lineage, and a brow
May-blossom, and a cheek of apple-blossom,
Hawk-eyes; and lightly was her slender nose
Tip-tilted like the petal of a flower : '

She into hall past with her page and cried:

#% O King, for thon hast driven the foe without,
See to the foe within ! bridge, ford, beset

By bandits, every one that owns a Fm\'m-

The lord for half a league. Why sit ye there ?
Rest would I not, Sir King, an I were king,

Till even the lonest hold were all as free

From cursed bloodshed as thine :1lt:1r-.v1«')‘t11

From that best blood it is a sin to:spill.”
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/% Comfort thyself,” said A rthur, “I nor mine
Rest: so my knighthood keep the vows they swore,
The wastest moorland of our realm shall be

Safe, damsel, as the centre of this hall.

What is thy.name ? thy need 2

/3 “ My name ?” she said —
“ Lynette, my name; noble: my need, a knight
To combat for my sister, Lyonors,

A lady of high lineage, of great lands,

And comely, yea, and comelier than 111'yself.

She lives in Castle Perilous: a river

Runs in three loops about her living-place ;

And o'er if; are three passings, and three knights
Defend the passings, brethren, and a fourth,
And of that four the mightiest, holds her s';ay’d
In her own castle,and so besieges her

To break her will, and make her wed with him ;
And but delays his purport till thou send

To do the battle with him thy chief man

Sir Lancelot, whom he trusts to overthrow;
Then wed, with glory : but she will not wed
Save whom she loveth, or a holy life.

Now therefore have I come for Lancelot.”

/%hen Arthur mindful of Sir Gareth ask’d :

“ Damsel, ye know this Order lives to crush

All wrongers of the realm. But say,these four
Who be they ? 'What the fashion of the men ?”’

1% They. be of foolish fashion, O Sir King,
The fashion of that old knight-errantry
Who ride abroad, and do but what they will;
Courteous or bestial from the moment, such
As have nor law nor king; and three of these
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Proud in their fantasy call themselves the Day,
Morning-Star, and Noon-Sun, and Evening-Star,
Being strong fools; and never a whit more wise
The fourth, who alway rideth arm’d in black,

A huge man-beast of boundless savagery.

He names himself the Night and oftener Death.
And wears a helmet mounted with a skull,
And bears a skeleton figured on his arms,

To show that who may slay or scape the three,
Slain by himself, shall enter endless night.
And all these four be fools, but mighty men,
And therefore am I come for Lancelot.”

'“Hearat Sir Gareth call’d from where he rose,

A head with kindling eyes above the throng,

“ A boon, Sir King — this quest!” then — for he
mark’d

Kay near him groaning like a wounded bull —

“Yea, King, thou knowest thy kitchen-knave am I,

And mighty thro’ thy meats and drinks am I,

And I can topple over a hundred such.

Thy promise, King,” and Arthur glancing at him,

Brought down a momentary brow. ¢ Rough, sudden,

And pardonable, worthy to be knight —

Go therefore,” and all hearers were amazed.

e

A%ut on the damsel’s forehead shame, pride, wrath
Slew the may-white: she lifted either arm,

‘“Fie on thee, King! I ask’d for thy chief knight,
And thou hast given me but a kitchen-knave.”
Then ere a man in hall could stay her, turn’d,

Fled down the lane of access to the King,

Look horse, descended the slope street, and past
The weird white gate, and paused without, beside
The field of tourney, murmuring “ kitchen-knave ! ”
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Now two great entries open’d from the hall,
At one end one that gave upon a range
Of level pavement where the King would pace
At sunrise, gazing over plain and wood ;
And down from this a lordly stairway sloped
Till lost in blowing trees and tops of towers ;
And out by this main doorway past the King.
But one was counter to the hearth, and rose
High that the highest-crested helmn could ride
Therethro’ nor graze; and by this entry fled
The damsel in her wrath, and on to this
Sir Gareth strode; and saw without the door
King Arthur's gift, the worth of half a town,
A war-horse of the best, and near it stood
The two that out of north had follow’d him.
This bare a maiden shield, a casque; that held
The horse, the spear; whereat Sit Gareth loosed
A cloak that drept from collar-bone to heel,
A cloth of roughest web, and east it down,
And from it, like a fuel-smother'd fire
That lookt halfidead, brake bright, and flash’d as

those

Dull-coated things, that making slide apart
Their dusk wing-cases, all beneath there burns
A jewell’d harness, ere they pass and fly.
So Gareth ere he parted flash’d in arms.
Then as he donn’d the helm, and took the shield
And mounted horse and graspt a spear, of grain
Storm-strengthen’d on a windy site, and tipt
With trenchant steel, around him slowly prest
The people, while from out of kitchen came
The thralls in throng, and seeing who had work’d
Lustier than any, and whom they conld but love,
Mounted in arms, threw up their caps and cried,
“God bless the King, and all his fellowship !
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And on thro' lanes of shouting Gareth rode
Down the slope streef, and past without the gate.

So Gareth past with joy; but as the cur
Pluckt from the cur he fights with, ere his cause
Be cool’d by fighting, follows, being named,

His owner, but remembers all, and growls
Remembering, so Sir Kay beside the door
Mutter’d in scorn of Gareth whom he used
To harry and hustle.

“Bound upon a quest

With horse and arms — the King hath past his time—
My secullion knave! Thralls; to yourwork again,
For an your fire be low ye kindle mine!

Will there be dawn in West and eve in East ?
Begone!—my knave! — belike and like enow
Some old head-blow not heeded in his youth

So shook his wits they wander in his prime —
Crazed! How the villain lifted up his voice,
Nor shamed to bawl himself a kitchen-knave!
Tut, he was tame and meek enow with me,

Till peacock’d up with Lancelot’s noticing.

Well —1I will after my loud knave, and learn
Whether he know me for his master yet.

Out of the smoke he came, and so my lance
Hold, by God’s grace, he shall into the mire —
Thence, if the King awaken from his craze,
Into the smoke again.”

But Lancelot said :
“ Kay, wherefore wilt thou go against the King,
For that did never he whereon ye rail,
But ever meekly served the King in thee ?
Abide : take counsel; for this lad is great
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And lusty, and knowing both of lance and sword.”
“Tut, tell not me,” said Kay, “ ye are overfine

To mar stout knaves with foolish courtesies:”
Then mounted, on thro’ silent faces rode

Down the slope city,and out beyond the gate.

But by the field of tourney lingering yet
Mutter’d the damsel: « Wherefore did the King
Scorn-me ? for, were Sir Lancelot lackt, at least
Hemight have yielded to me one of those
Who tilt for lady’s love and glory here,

Rather than — O sweet heaven! O fie upon him ! —
His kitchen-knave.”

To whom Sir Gareth drew —
And there were none but few goodlier than he —
Shining in arms, ¢ Damsel, the quest is mine.
Lead, and I follow.” She thereat, as one
That smells a foul-flesh’d agaric in the holt,
And deems it carrion of some woodland thing,
Or shrew, or weasel, nipt her slender nose
With petulant thumb and finger, shrilling, “ Hence!
Avoid, thou smellest all of kitchen-grease.
And look who comes behind; 7 for there was Kay.
“Knowest thon not-me ? thy master + I am Kay.
We lack thee by the hearth.”

And Gareth to him,
“ Master no more! too well T know thee, ay —
The most ungentle knight in Arthur’s hall.”

“ Have at thee then,” said Kay: they shock’d, and Kay

Fell shoulder-slipt, and Gareth cried again,_
“Lead, and I follow,” and fast away she fled.

But after sod and shingle ceased to fly
Behind her, and the heart of her good horse
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Was nigh to burst with violence of the beat,
Perforce she stay’d, and overtaken spoke:

“What doest thou, seullion, in my fellowship ?
Deem’st thou that I accept thee aught the more
Or love thee better, that by some device
Full cowardly, or by mere unhappiness,

Thou hast overthrown and slain thy master — thou! —

Dish-washer and broach-turner, loon ! — to me
Thou smellest all of kitchen as before.”

“ Damsel,” Sir Gareth answer’d gently, “ say
Whate’er ye will, but whatsoe’er ye say,
I leave not till I finish this fair quest,
Oz die therefore.”

“ Ay, wilt thou finish it ?
Sweet, lord, how like a noble knight he talks!
The listening rogue hath eaught the manner of it.
But, knave, anon thou shalt be met with, knave,
And then by such a one that thou for all
The kitchen brewis that was ever supt
Shalt not once dare to look him in the face.”

“ T shall assay,” said Gareth with a smile
That madden’d her, and away she flash’d again
Down the long avenues of a boundless wood,
And Gareth following was again beknaved:

“Sir Kitchen-knave, I have miss'd the only way
Where Arthur’s men are set along the wood ;
The wood is nigh as full of thieves as leaves:
If both be slain, T am rid of thee; but yet,
Sir Scullion, canst thou use that spit of thine?
Fight, an thou canst: I have miss’'d the only way.”
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So till the dusk that follow’d evensong
Rode on the two, reviler and reviled ;
Then after one long slope was mounted, saw,
Bowl-shaped, thro’ tops of many thousand pines
A gloomy-gladed hollow slowly sink
To westward — in the deeps whereof a mere,
Round as the red eye of an eagle-owl,
Under the half-dead sunsef glared; and shouts
Ascended, and there brake a servingman
Flying from out of the black wood, and crying,
“They have bound my lord to cast him in the mere.”
Then Gareth, “ Bound am I to right the wrong’d,
But straitlier bound am I to bide with thee.”?
And when the damsel spake contemptuously,
“Lead, and I follow,” Gareth cried again,
“Follow, I lead !” so down among the pines
He plunged; and there, black-shadow’d nigh the mere,
And mid-thigh-deep in bulrushes and reed,
Saw six tall men haling a seventh along, '
A stone about his neck to drown him in it
Three with good blows he quieted, but three
Fled thro’ the pines; and Gareth loosed the stone
From off his neck, then in the mere beside
Tumbled it ; oilily bubbled up the mere.
Last, Gareth loosed his bonds and on free feet
Set him, a stalwart baron, Arthur’s friend.

“ Well that ye came, or else these caitiff rogues
Had wreak’d themselves on me; good cause is theirs
To hate me, for my wont hath ever been
To catch my thief, and then like vermin here
Drown him, and with a stone about his neck ;

And under this wan water many of them ‘
Lie rotting, but at night let go the stone,
And rise, and flickering in a grimly light
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Dance on the mere. Good now, ye have saved a life
Worth somewhat as the cleanser of this wood.
And fain would I reward thee worshipfully.

Db

What guerdon will ye *

Garveth sharply spake:
“None! for the deed’s sake have I doune the deed,
In uttermost obedience to the King.
But wilt thou yield this damsel harborage ?

Whereat the baron saying, “I well believe
You be of Arthur’s Table,” a light laugh
Broke from Lynette: ¢ Ay, truly of a truth,
And in a sort, being Arthur's kitehen-knave ! —
But deem not I accept thee aught the more,
Scullion, for running sharply with thy spit
Down on a rout of craven foresters.

A thresher with his flail had scatter’d them.
Nay —for thou smellest of the kitchen still.
But an this lord will yield us harborage,
Well.”

So she spake. A league beyond the wood,
All in-a full-fair manor and a rich,
His towers, where that day a feast had been
Held in high hall, and many a viand left,
And many a costly cate, received the three.
And there they placed a peacock in his pride
Before the damsel, and the baron set
Gareth beside her, but at once she rose.

“Meseems, that here is much discourtesy,
Setting this knave, Lord Baron, at my side.
Hear me — this morn I stood in Arthur’s hall,
And pray’d the King would grant me Lancelot
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To fight the brotherhood of Day and Night —
The last a monster unsubduable

Of any save of him for whom I call’d —
Suddenly bawls this frontless kitchen-knave,
‘The quest ismine; thy kitchen-knave am I,
And mighty thro’ thy meats and drinks am 1.2
Then Arthur all at onee gone mad replies,

¢ Go, therefore,” and o gives the quest to him —
Him — here — a villain fitter to stick swine
Than ride abroad redressing women’s wrong,
Or sit beside a noble gentlewoman.”

Then half-ashamed and part-amazed, the lord
Now look’d at one and now at other, left
The damsel by the peacock in his pride,
And, seating Gareth at another hoard,
Sat down beside him, ate and then hegan ;

“Friend, whether thou be kitchen-knave, or not;,
Or whether it be the maiden’s fantasy,
And whether she be mad, or else the King,
Or both or neither, or thyself he mad,
I ask not: but thou strikest a strong stroke,
For strong thou art-and goodly therewithal,
And saver of my life; and therefore now,

For here be mighty men to joust with, weigh
Whether thou wilt not with thy damsel back
To crave again Sir Lancelot of the King.
Thy pardon ; I but speak for thine avail,
The saver of my life.”

And Gareth said,
“Full pardon, but I follow up the quest,
Despite of Day and Night and Death and Hell.”
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So when, next morn, the lord whose life he saved
Had, some brief space, convey’d them on their way
And left them with God-speed, Sir Gareth spake,
“Lead, and I follow.” Haughtily she replied:

“I fly no more : I allow thee for an hour.
Lion and stoat have isled together, knave,
In time of flood. Nay, furthermore, methinks
Some ruth is mine for thee. Back wilt thou, fool 2
For hard by here is one will overthrow
And slay thee ; then will T to court again,
And shame the King for only yielding me
My champion from the ashes of his hearth.”

To whom Sir Gareth answer’d courteonsly :
“ Say thou thy say, and I will do my deed.
Allow me for mine hour, and thou wilt find
My fortunes all as fair as hers who lay
Among the ashes and wedded the King’s son.”

Then to the shore of one of those long loops
‘Wherethro’ the serpent river coil’d, they came.
Rough-thicketed were the banks and steep; the stream
Full, narrow ; this a bridge of single arc
Took at a leap; and on the further side
Arose a silk pavilion, gay with gold
In streaks and rays, and all Lent-lily in hue,

Save that the dome was purple, and above,

Crimson, a slender banneret fluttering.

And therebefore the lawless warrior paced

Unarm’d, and calling, “ Damsel, is this he,

The champion thou Last brought from Arthur’s hall ?
For whom we let thee pass.” “Nay, nay,” she said,
“Sir Morning-Star. The King in utter scorn

Of thee and thy much folly hath sent thee here
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His kitchen-knave: and look thou to thyself:
See that he fall not on thee suddenly,
And slay thee unarm’d ; he is not knight but knave.”

Then at his eall, “ O daughters of the Dawn,
And servants of the Morning-Star, approach,
Arm me,” from ont the silken curtain-folds
Bare-footed and bare-headed three fair girls
In gilt and rosy raiment came : their feet
In dewy grasses glisten’d ; and the hair
All over glanced with dewdrop or with gem
Like sparkles in the stone Avanturine.

These arm’d him in blue arms, and gave a shield
Blue also, and thereon the morning star.

And Gareth silent gazed upon the knight,

Who stood a moment, ere his horse was brought,
Glorying; and in the stream beneath him shone,
Immingled with heaven’s azure waveringly,
The gay pavilion and the naked feet,

His arms, the rosy raiment, and the star.

Then she that wateh’d him : « Wherefore stare ye
s0 ?
Thou shakest in thy fear: there yet is time :
Flee down the valley before he get to horse.
Who will ery shame? Thou art not knight but
knave.”

Said Gareth : “ Damsel, whether knave or knight,
Far liefer had I fight a score of times
Than hear thee so missay me and revile.
Fair words were best for him who fights for thee;
But truly foul are better, for they send
That strength of anger thro’ mine arms, I know
That I shall overthrow him.”
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And he that bore
The star, when mounted, cried from o’er the bridge:
“ A kitchen-knave, and sent in scorn of me!
Such fight not I, but answer scorn with scorn.
For this were shame to do him further wrong
Than set him on his feet, and take his horse
And arms, and so return him to the King.
Come, therefore, leave thy lady lightly, knave.
Avoid : for it beseemeth not a knave
To ride with such a lady.”

“Dog, thou liest !
I spring from loftier lineage than thine own.”
He spake; and all at fiery speed the two
Shoek’d on the central bridge, and either spear
Bent but not brake, and either knight at once,
Hurl’d as a stone from out of a catapult
Beyond his horse’s crupper and the bridge,
Fell as if dead ; but quickly rose and drew,
And Gareth lash’d so fiercely with his brand
He drave his enemy backward down the bridge,
The damsel crying, ¢ Well-stricken, kitchen-knave !’
Till Gareth’s shield was cloven ; but one stroke
Laid him that clove it grovelling on the ground.

Then cried the fallen, “ Take not my life: I yield.”
And Gareth, “ So this damsel ask it of me
Good —1I accord it easily as a grace.”
She reddening, “Tusolent scullion ! I of thee ?
I bound to thee for any favor ask’d!?”
“Then shall he die.” And Gareth there unlaced
His helmet as to slay him, but she shriek’d,
“Be not so hardy, scullion, as to slay
One nobler than thyself.” ¢ Damsel, thy charge
Is an abounding pleasure to me. Knight,
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Thy life is thine at her command. Arise

And quickly pass to Arthur’s hall, and say

His kitchen-knave hath sent thee. See thou crave
His pardon for thy breaking of his laws.

Myself when I return will plead for thee.

Thy shield is mine — farewell ; and, damsel, thou,
Lead, and T follow.”

And fast away she fled;
Then when he eame upon her, spake: “ Methought,
Knaye, when I watch’d thee striking on the bridge,
The savor of thy kitchen ¢ame upon me
A little faintlier : but the wind hath changed ;
I seent it twenty-fold.” And then she sang,
“ 0 morning star’— not that tall felon there
Whom thou, by sorcery or unhappiness
Or some deyice, hast foully overthrown,—
¢ O morning star that smilest in the blue,
O star, my morning dream hath proven true,
Smile sweetly, thou! my love hath smiled on me.

“ But thou begone, take counsel, and away,
For hard by here is one that guards a ford —
The second brother in their fool’s parable —
Will pay thee all thy wages, and to boot.
Care not for shame : thou art not knight but knave.”

To whom Sir Gareth answer’d laughingly :
“Parables ? Hear a parable of the knave.
‘When I was kitchen-knave among the rest,
Fierce was the hearth, and one of my co-mates
Own’d a rough dog, to whom he cast his coat,
‘Guard it,’ and there was none to meddle with it.
And such a coat art thou, and thee the King
Gave me to guard, and such a dog am I,
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To worry, and not to flee —and — knight or knave —
The knave that doth thee service as full knight

Is all as good, meseems, as any knight

Toward thy sister’s freeing.”

“Ay, Sir Knave!
Ay, knave, because thou strikest as a knight,
Being but knave, 1 hate thee all the more.”

“ Fair damsel, you should worship me the more,
That, being but knave, I throw thine enemies.”

“ Ay, ay,” she said “but thou shalt meet thy match.”

So when they toueh’d the second river-loop,
Huge on a huge red horse, and all in mail
Burnish’d to blinding, shone the Noonday Sun
Beyond a raging shallow. As if the flower
That blows a globe of after arrowlets
Ten-thousand-fold had grown, flash’d the fierce shield,
All sun; and Gareth’s eyes had flying blots
Before them when he turn’d from watching him,
He from beyond the roaring shallow roar’d,
“What doest thou, brother, in my marches here ?”
And she athwart the shallow shrill’d again,

“Here is a kitchen-knave from Arthur’s hall

Hath overthrown thy brother, and hath his arms.”
“Ugh!” eried the Sun, and, vizoring up a red

And cipher face of rounded foolishness,

Push’d horse across the foamings of the ford,

Whom Gareth met mid-stream : no room was there
For lance or tourney-skill: four strokes they struck
With sword, and these were mighty; the new knight
Had fear he might be shamed ; but as the Sun
Heaved up a ponderous arm to strike the fifth,
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The hoof of his horse slipt in the stream, the stream
Descended, and the Sun was wash’d away.

Then Gareth laid his lance athwart the ford ;
So drew him home; but he that fought no more,
As being all boue-batter'd on the rock,
Yielded ; and Gareth sent him to the King.
“Myself when T return will plead for thee.
Lead, and I follow.” Quietly she led.
“Hath not the good wind, damsel, changed again ?”
“Nay, not a point; nor art'thou vietor here.
There lies a ridge of slate across the ford;
His horse thereon stumbled —ay, for I saw it.

“¢0 sun’—mnot this strong fool whom thon, Sir Knayve,

Hast overthrown thro’ mere unhappiness —

0 sun, that wakenest all to bliss or pain,

O moon, that layest all to sleep again,

Shine sweetly : twice my love hath smiled on me.’
“What knowest thou of love-song or of love ?

Nay, nay, God wot, so thou wert nobly born,

Thou hast a pleasant presence. Yea, perchance, —

“£0 dewy flowers that open to the sun,
O dewy flowers that close when day is done,
Blow sweetly : twice my love hath smiled on me.’

“ What knowest thou of flowers, except, belike,
To garnish meats with ? hath not our good King
Who lent me thee, the flower of kitchendom,

A foolish love for flowers ? what stick ye round
The pasty ? wherewithal deck the boar’s head ?
Flowers ? nay, the boar hath rosemaries and bay.

1020
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“¢0 birds that warble to the morning sky,
O birds that warble as the day goes by,
Sing sweetly : twice my love hath smiled on me.’

“What knowest thou of birds, lark, mavis, merle,
Linnet ? what dream ye when they utter forth
May-music growing with the growing light,

Their sweet sun-worship ? these be for the snare —
So runs thy fancy — these be for the spit,

Larding and basting. See thou have not now
Larded thy last, except thou turn and fly.

There stands the third fool of their allegory.”

For there beyond a bridge of treble bow,
All in a rose-red from the west, and all
Naked it seem’d, and glowing in the broad
Deep-dimpled current underneath, the knight
That named himself the Star of Evening stood.

And Gareth, “ Wherefore waits the madman there
Naked in open dayshine?” «Nay,” she cried,
“Not naked, only wrapt in harden’d skins
That fit him like his own ; and so ye cleave
His armor off him, these will turn the blade.”

Then the third brother shouted o’er the bridge,
“ () brother-star, why shine ye here so low ?
Thy ward is higher up: but have ye slain
The damsel’s champion ?” and the damsel eried :

“No star of thine, but shot from Arthur’s heaven
With all disaster nnto thine and thee!
For both thy younger brethren have gone down
Before this youth; and so wilt thou, Sir Star;
Art thou not old 2 ?
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“0ld, damsel, old and hard,
0ld, with the might and breath of twenty boys.”
Said Gareth, «“Old, and over-bold in brag!
But that same strength which threw the Morning Star
Can throw the Evening,”

Then that other blew
A hard and deadly note npon the horn.
“ Approach and arm me!” With slow steps from out
An old storm-beaten, russet, many-stain’d
Pavilion, forth a grizzled damsel cane,
And arm’d him in old arms, and brought a helm
With but a drying evergreen for crest,
And gave a shield whereon the star of even
Half-tarnish’'d and half-bright, his emblem; shone.
But when it glitter’d o’er the saddle-bow,
They madly hurlPd together on the bridge ;
And Gareth overthrew him, lighted, drew,
There met him drawn, and overthrew him again,
But up like fire he started : and as oft
As Gareth brought him grovelling on his knees,
So many a time he vaulted up again;
Till Gareth panted hard, and his great heart,
Foredooming all his trouble was in vain,
Labor’d within him, for he seem’d as one
That all in later, sadder age begins
To war against ill uses of a life,
But these from all his life arise, and ery,
“Thou hast made us lords, and canst not put us
down!?”
He half despairs; so Gareth seem’d to strike
Vainly, the damsel clamoring all the while,
“Well done, knaveknight, well stricken, O good
knight-knave —
O knave, as noble as any of all the knights —
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Shame me not, shame me not. T have prophesied —
Strike, thou art worthy of the Table Round —

His arms are old, he trusts the harden’d skin —
Strike — strike — the wind will never change again.”
And Gareth hearing ever stronglier smote,

And hew’d great pieces of his armor off him,

But lash’d in vain against the harden’d skin,

And could not wholly bring him under, more

Than loud Southwesterns, rolling ridge on ridge,
The buoy that rides at sea, and dips and springs
For ever; till at length Sir Gareth’s brand

Clash’d his, and brake it utterly to the hilt

“1 have thee now ;” but forth that other sprang,
And, all unknightlike, writhed his wiry arms
Around him, till he felt, despite his mail,

Strangled, but straining even his uttermost

Cast, and so hurl’d him headlong o’er the bridge
Down to the river, sink or swim, and eried,

“ Lead, and I follow.”

But the damsel said :
“I lead no longer; ride thou at my side;
Thou art the kingliest of all kitchen-knaves.

“* O trefoil, sparkling on the rainy plain,
O rainbow with three colors after rain,
Shine sweetly : thrice my love hath smiled on me.’

“Sir, —and, good faith, I fain had added — Knight,
But that I heard thee call thyself a knave, —
Shamedram I that I so rebuked, reviled,

Missaid thee; noble I am; and thought the King
Scorn’d me and mine; and now thy pardon, friend,
For thou hast ever answer’d courteously,

And wholly bold thou art, and meek withal
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As any of Arthur’s best, but, being knave,
Hast mazed my wit: I marvel what thou art.”

“Damsel,” he said, “ you be not all to blame,
Saving that you mistrusted onr good King
Would handle scorn, or yield you, asking, one
Notfit to cope your quest. You said your say;
Mine answer was my deed. Good sooth! T hold
He scarce is knight, yea but half-man, nor meet
To fight for gentle damsel, he, who lets
His heart be stirr’d with any foolish heat
At any gentle damsel’s waywardness.
Shamed ¥ care not ! thy foul sayings fonght for me:
And seeing now thy words are fair, methinks
There rides no knight, not Lancelot, his great self,
Hath force to quell me.”
p
Nigh upon that hour
When the lone hern forgets his melancholy,
Lets down his other leg, aud stret¢hing dreams *
Of goodly supper in the distant pool,
Then turn’d the noble damsel smiling at him,
And told him of a cavern hard at hand,

Where bread and baken meats and good red wine
Of Southland, which the Lady Lyonors
Had sent her coming champion, waited him.

Anon they past a narrow comb wherein
Were slabs of rock with fignres, knights on horse
Sculptured, and deckt in slowly-waning hues,
“Sir Knave, my knight, a hermit once was here,
Whose holy hand hath fashion’d on the rock
The war of Time against the soul of man.
Aund yon four fools have suck’d their allegory
From these damp walls, and taken but the form.
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Know ye not these ? ” and Gareth lookt and read —
In letters like to those the vexillary

Hath left crag-carven o’er the streaming Gelt —

“ ProspHORUS,” then “ MERIDIES,” — “ HESPERUS ? —
“Nox” —“Mogs,” heneath five figures, armed men,
Slab after slab, their faces forward all,

And running down the Soul, a shape that fled

With broken wings, torn raiment, and loose hair,
For help and shelter to the hermit’s cave.

“Follow the faces, and we find it. TLook,

‘Who comes behind ?”

For one — delay’d at first
Thro’ helping back the dislocated Kay
To Camelot, then by what thereafter chanced,
The damsel’s headlong error thro’ the wood —
Sir Lancelot, having swum the river-loops —
His blue shield-lions cover’d — softly drew
Behind the twain, and when he saw the star
Gleam, on Sir Gareth’s turning to him, cried,
“Stay, felon knight, I avenge me for my friend.”
And Gareth crying prick’d against the cry ;
But when they closed — in a moment— at one touch
Of that skill’d spear, the wonder of the world —
Went sliding down so easily, and fell,
That when he found the grass within his hands
He laugh’d; the laughter jarr’d upon Lynette :
Harshly she ask’d him, “ Shamed and overthrown,
And tumbled back into the kitehenknave,
Why laugh ye? that ye blew your boast in vain?”
“Nay, noble damsel, but that I, the son
Of old King Lot and good Queen Bellicent;,
And vietor of the bridges and the ford,
And knight of Avthur, here lie thrown by whom
I know not, all thro’ mere unhappiness —
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Device and sorcery and unhappiness —

Out, sword; we are thrown!” And Lancelot answer'd :
“Prince, 1205

O Gareth — thro’ the mere unhappiness

Of one who came to help thee, not to harm,

Lancelot, and all as glad to find thee whole

As on the day when Arthur knighted him.”

Then Gareth: “Thou— Lancelot!-—thine the
hand 1210
That threw me 2~ An some chance to mar the boast
Thy brethren of thee make — which could not chance —
Had sent thee down before a lesser spear,
Shamed had I been; and sad— O Lancelot— thou!”

Whereat the maiden, petulant: Lancelot,
Why came ye not, when call’d 2 and wherefore now
Come ye, not call’d? 1T gloried in my knave,
Who being still rebuked would answer still
Courteous as any knight— but now, if knight,
The marvel dies, and leaves me fool’d and trick’d,
And only wondering wherefore play’d upon;
And doubtful whether I and mine be scorn’d.
Where should be truth if not in Arthur’s hall,
In Arthur’s presence ? Knight, knave, prince and fool,
I hate thee and forever.”

And Lancelot said :
“Blessed be thou, Sir Gareth ! knight art thou
To the King’s best wish. O damsel, be you wise,
To call him shamed who is but overthrown ?
Thrown have I been, nor once, but many a time.
Vietor from vanquish’d issues at the last,
And overthrower from being overthrown.
With sword we have not striven; and thy good horse
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And thou are weary; yet not less I felt

Thy manhood thro’ that wearied lance of thine.

Well hast thou done; for all the stream is freed,

And thou hast wrealk’d his justice on his foes,

And when reviled hast answer’d graciously,

And makest merry when overthrown. Prince, knight,
Hail, knight and prince, and of our Table Round!”

And then when turning to Lynette he told
The tale of Gareth, petulantly she said:
“ Ay, well —ay, well —for worse than being fool’d
Of others, is to fool one’s self. A cave,
Sir Lancelot, is hard by, with meats and drinks
And forage for the horse, and flint for fire.
But all about it flies a honeysnckle.
Seek, till we find.” And when they sought and found,
Sir Gareth drank and ate, and all his life
Past into sleep; on whom the maiden gazed :
“Sound sleep be thine! sound cause to sleep hast
thon.
Wake lusty ! Seem I not as tender to him
As any mother ? Ay, but such a one
As all day long hath rated at her child,
And vext his day,but blesses him asleep —
Goad lord, how sweetly smells the honeysuckle
In the hush’d night, as if the world were one
Of utter peace, and love, and gentleness !
O Lancelot, Lancelot,” — and she ¢lapt her hands —
“ Full merry am I to find my goodly knave
Is knight and noble. ~See now,sworn have I,
Else yon black felon had not let me pass,
To bring thee back to do the battle with him.
Thus an thou goest, he will fight thee first;
Who doubts thee victor 2 so will my knight-knave
Miss the full flower of this accomplishment.”
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Said Lancelot: “Peradventure he you name
May know my shield. Let Gareth, an he will,
Change his for mine, and take my charger, fresh,
Not to be spurr’d, loving the battle as well
As he that rides him.” ~ % Lancelot-like,” she said,
“Courteous in this, Lord Lancelot, as in all.”

And Gareth, wakening, fiercely clutch’d the shield :
“ Ramp, ye lance-splintering lions, on whom all spears
Are rotten sticks! ye seem agape to roar!
Yea, ramp and roar at leaving of your lord ! —
Care not, good beasts, so well I care for you.
O noble Lancelot, from my hold on these
Streams virtue — fire— thro’ one that will not shame
Even the shadow of Lancelot under shield.
Hence: let us go.”

Silent the silent field
They traversed. - Arthur’s Harp tho’ summer-wan,
In counter motion to the clouds, allured
The glance of Gareth dreaming on his liege.
A star shot: “Lo,”said Gareth, “the foe fallg!?”
An owl whoopt : < Hark the victor pealing there !
Suddenly she that vode upon his left
Clung to the shield that Lancelot lent him, erying :
“Yield, yield him this again; ’tis he must fight:
I curse the tongue that all thro’ yesterday
Reviled thee, and hath wronght on L:muo]nt: now
To lend thee horse and shield wonders ye have ¢ -
Miracles ye cannot: here is glory enow FEER
In having flung the three: I see thee maim’d,
Mangled : I swear thou canst not fling the fourth.”

“ And wherefore, damsel ? tell me all ye know.
You cannot scare me; nor rough face, or voice,
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Brute bulk of limb, or boundless savagery
Appall me from the quest.”

“ Nay, prince,” she cried,
“God wot, I never look’d upon the face,
Seeing he never rides abroad by day ;
But wateh’d him have T like a phantom pass
Chilling the night: nor have I heard the voice.
Always he made his mouthpiece of a page
Who came and went, and still reported him
As closing in himself the strength of ten,
And when his anger tare him, massacring
Man, woman, lad, and girl — yea, the soft babe!
Some hold that he hath swallow’d infant flesh,
Monster! O prince, I went for Lancelot first,
The quest is Lancelot’s : give him back the shield.”

Said Gareth laughing, “ An he fight for this,
Belike he wins it as the better man :
Thus —and not else!”

But Lancelot on him urged
All the devisings of their chivalry
When one might meet a mightier than himself ;
How best to manage horse, lance, sword, and shield,
And so fill up the gap where force might fail
With skill and fineness. Instant were his words.

Then Gareth : < Here be rules. I know but one —
To dash against mine enemy and to win.
Yet have I watch’d thee victor in the joust,
And seen thy way.” ¢ Heaven help thee!” sigh’d
Lynette.

Then for a space, and under cloud that grew
To thunder-gloom palling all stars, they rode
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In converse till she made her palfrey halt,

Lifted an arm, and softly whisper’d,  There.”

And all the three were silent seeing, piteh’d

Beside the Castle Perilous on flat field,

A huge pavilion like a mountain peak

Sunder the glooming erimson on the marge,

Black, with black banner, and a long black horn

Beside it hanging; which Sir Gareth graspt,

And so, before the two could hinder him,

Sent all his heart and breath thro’ all the horn.

Echo'd the walls; a light twinkled; anon

Came lights and lights, and once again he blew ;

Whereon were hollow tramplings up and down

And muffied voices heard, and shadows past:;

Till high above him, circled with her maids,

The Lady Lyonors at a window stood,

Beautiful among lights, and waving to him

White hands and courtesy ; but when the prince

Three times had blown —after long hush — at last —

The huge pavilion slowly yielded up,

Thro’ those black foldings, that which housed
therein.

High on a night-black horse, in night-black arms,

With white breast-bone, and barren ribs of Death,

And crown’d with fleshless laughter— some ten steps —

In the half-light — thro’ the dim dawn —advanced

The monster, and then paused, and spake no word. 1350

But Gareth spake and all indignantly :
“Fool, for thou hast, men say, the strength of ten,
Canst thou not trust the limbs thy God hath given,
But must, to make the terror of thee more,
Trick thyself out in ghastly imageries
Of that which Life hath done with, and the clod,
Less dull than thou, will hide with mantling flowers
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As for pity ?” But he spake no word ;

Which set the horror higher: a maiden swoon'd ;
The Lady Lyonors wrung her hands and wept,
As doom’d to be the bride of Night and Death;
Sir Gareth’s head prickled beneath his helm;
And even Sir Lancelot thro’ his warm blood felt
Ice strike, and all that mark’d him were aghast.

At once Sir Lancelot’s charger fiercely neigh’d,

And Death’s dark war-horse bounded forward with
him.

Then those that did not blink the terror saw
That Death was cast to ground, and slowly rose.
But with one stroke Sir Gareth split the skull.
Half fell to right and half to left and lay.
Then with a stronger buffet he clove the helm
As throughly as the skull; and out from this
Issued the bright face of a blooming boy
Fresh as a flower new-born, and crying, “ Knight,
Slay me not: my three brethren bade me do it,
To make a horrorall about the house,
And stay the world from Lady Lyonors;
They never dream’d the passes would be past.”
Answer’d Sir Gareth graciously to one
Not. many a moon his younger, “ My fair child,
‘What madness made thee challenge the chief knight
Of Arthur’s hall?” <« Fair Sir, they bade me do it.
They hate the King and Lancelot, the King’s friend ;
They hoped to slay him somewhere on the stream,
They never dream’d the passes could be past.”

Then sprang the happier day from underground ;
And Lady Lyonors and her house, with dance
And revel and song, made merry over Death,
As being after all their foolish fears
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And horrors only proven a blooming boy.
So large mirth lived, and Gareth won the quest.

And he that told the tale in olden times
Says that Sir Gareth wedded Lyonors,
But he that told it later says Lynette.

INTRODUCTION TO “LANCELOT AND ELAINE.”

Texnvyson has followed closely the lines of the original
romance. He has reproduced the tale with exquisite beauty
of thought and touch of fancy. The central figure of the
Idyll is Lancelot. On either side stand the contrasted
figures of Guinevere and Elaine, both of whom loved him
well, but differently, — the one beautiful, of queenly dignity
and splendor, but voluptuous and sin-stained, the other a
simple maiden, full of sweetness and purity. Lancelot is
the peerless knight, gallant and courteous as ever, but with
face marred by long conflict between ¢ the great and guilty
love he bare the queen ” and his loyalty to his lord. Woven
in and out of the Idyll is the story of the development to
which the love of Lancelot and Guinevere has now attained.
In his treatment of the subject, the poet, as Elsdale re-
marks, trusts to the “effect of alternating light and shadow,
to the artistic harmonies and contrasts produced by rapidly
changing sequence and grouping of his incidents.”! We
are led rapidly on through shifting scenes, strikingly con-
trasted, until we come to that characteristic and culminat-
ing one between Guinevere and Lancelot in the oriel of
the palace. The beautiful soliloquy of Lancelot is a fitting
close of the Idyll

1 “Studies in the Idylls.*
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That the reader may more readily understand the TIdyll
of “Lancelot and Elaine” a brief description of the chief
personages is appended.

Lancelot dw Lac.. -Most of those prominent at King
Arthur’s court had, at least, a historic prototype. It is
doubtful if this is true of Lancelot. . Some writers are of
the opinion that he is a reproduction of a certain Welsh
king, Mael, a contemporary of Arthur. | There are some
points of resemblance between the two, but the opinion
seems hardly warranted. The ILancelot of romance is
undoubtedly a creation of Map. Whether Map founded his
character on a preéxisting Welsh chief isa question. It is
more probable that he was a fictitious character, created to
embody Map’s idea of a purely heroie, chivalrie knight
of the twelfth century.. According to Map, he was the
son of King Ban of Brittany, at whose death the infant
Lancelot  was carried away by Vivien, the Lady of the
Lake, who sprang with the child into a deep lake; henece
the name Lancelot du Lac. He was afterwards fostered
by her, and when he grew to youth was taken to Arthur’s
court to receive the honor of kmighthood. Subsequently
by his prowess he became the most renowned knight of
the Round Table, and the favorite of Arthur. He it was

who acted as Arthur’s ambassador to Leodegraunce, to ask
the hand of the beautiful Guinevere, when commenced that
fatal love which clouded his whole future life.
Guinevere, or, as the bards call her, Gwenhwyvar, was
the daughter of Leodegraunce, or Leodegran, king of
Cameliard. She became the wife of Arthur, and queen
of his court. She is represented by the early bards as  of
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a haughty disposition even in her youth, and still more
haughty in her womanhood.” She is jealous, proud, and
quick to anger. Her unlawful love for Lancelot, and his
attachment to her, brought dishonor to Arthur’s court and
destruction to the Order of the Round Table.

Elaine was the daughter of Sir Bernard, Lord of Astolat.
She represents a gracious and beautiful type of innocent
girlhood, and the story of her unrequited love moves all
hearts.




LANCELOT AND ELAINE.

——o0tat00—

SrAINE the fair, Elaine the lovable,
Elaine, the lily maid of Astolat,
High in her chamber up a tower to the east
Guarded the sacred shield of Lancelot;
Which first she placed where morning’s earliest ray
Might strike it, and awake her with the gleam;
Then, fearing rust or soilure, fashion’d for it
A case of silk, and braided thereupon
All the devices blazon’d on the shield
In their own tinct, and added, of her wit,
A border fantasy of branch and flower,
And yellow-throated nestling in the nest.
Nor rested thus content, but day by day,
Leaying her household and good father, elimb’d
That eastern tower, and entering barr’d her door,
Stript off the case, and read the naked shield,
Now- guess’d a hidden meaning in his-arms,
Now made a pretty history to herself
Of every dint a sword had beaten in it,
And every scratch a lance had made upon it,
Conjecturing when and where: this éut is fresh;
That ten years back ; this dealt him at Caerlyle;
That at Caerleon; this at Camelot:
And ah, God’s mercy, what a stroke was there!
And here a thrust that might have kill’d, but God
Broke the strong lance, and roll’d his enemy down,
And saved him: so she lived in fantasy.
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How came the lily maid by that good shield
Of Lancelot, she that knew not even his name ?
He left it with her, when he rode to tilt
For the great diamond in the diamond jousts,
Which Arthur had ordain’d, and by that name
Had named them, since a diamond was the prize.

For Arthur, long before they crown’d him king,
Roving the trackless realms of Lyonnesse,
Had found a glen; gray boulder and black tarn.
A horror lived about the tarn, and clave
Like its own mists to all the mountain side:
For here two brothers, one a king, had met
And fought together; but their names were lost;
And each had slain his brother at a blows:
And down they fell and made the glen abhorr’d :
And there they lay till all their bones were bleach’d,
And lichen’d into color with the crags:
And he that once was king had on & erown
. Of diamonds, one in front and faur aside.
And Arthur came, and laboring up the pass,
All in a misty moonshine, unawares
Had trodden that crown’d skeleton, and the skull
Brake from the nape, and from the skull the crown
Roll'd into light, and turning ou its rims
Fled like a glittering rivulet to the tarn :

And down the shingly scaur he plunged, and caught,
And set it on his head, and in his heart
Heard murmurs, ¢ Lo, thou likewise shalt be king.”

Thereafter, when a king, he had the gems

Pluck’d from the crown, and show’d them to his knights,

Saying: “These jewels, whereupon I chanced
Divinely, are the kingdom’s, not the King’s —
For public use: henceforward let there be,
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Once every year, a joust for one of these:

For so by nine years’ proof we needs must learn
Which is our mightiest, and ourselves shall grow
In use of arms and manhood, till we drive

The heathen, who, some say, shall rule the land
Hereafter, which God hinder!” Thus he spoke:
And eight years past, eight jousts had been, and still
Had Lancelot won the diamond of the year,
With purpose to present them to the Queen
When all were won; but, meaning all at once

To snare her royal fancy with a boon

Worth half her realm, had never spoken word.

Now for the ecentral diamond and the last
And largest, Arthur, holding then his court
Hard on the river nigh the place which now
Is this world’s hugest, let proclaim a joust
At Camelot, and when the time drew nigh
Spake —for she had been sick— to Guinevere:
“ Are you so sick, my Queen, you cannot move
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To these fair jousts ?” ¢ Yea, lord,” she said, ye know it.”

“Then will ye miss,” he answer’d, the great deeds
Of Lancelot, and his prowess in the lists,

A sight ye love to look on.” 'And the Queen
Lifted her eyes, and they dwelt languidly

On Lancelot, where he stood beside the King.
He, thinking that he read her meaning there,
“Stay with me, T am sick; my love is more
Than many diamonds,” yielded ; and a heart
Love-loyal to the least wish of the Queen —
However much he yearn’d to make complete
The tale of diamonds for his destined boon —
Urged him to speak against the truth, and say,
“Sir King, mine ancient wound is hardly whole,
And lets me from the saddle;” and the King
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Glanced first at him, then her, and went his way.
No sooner gone than suddenly she began :

¥To blame, my lord Sir Lancelot, much to blame!
Why go ye not to these fair jousts ? the knights
Are half of them our enemies, and the erowd
Will murmur, ‘Lo the shameless ones; who take
Their pastime now the trustful King is gone!’?
Then Lancelot, vext at having lied in vain:
““Are ye so wise? ye were not once so wise,
My Queen, that summer when ye loved me first.
Thien of the crowd ye took no more account
Than of the myriad ericket of the mead,
When its own voice elings to each blade of grass,
And every voice is nothing. As to knights,
Them surely can I silence with all ease.
But now my loyal worship is allow’d
Of all men: many a bard, without offence,
Has link’d our names together in his lay,
Lancelot, the flower of bravery, Guinevere,
The pearl of beauty ; and our knights at feast
Have pledged us in this union, while the King .
Would Tisten smiling. How then ? is there more ?
Has Arthur spoken aught ? or would yourself;
Now weary of my service and devoir,
Henceforth be truer to your faultless lord 2

She broke into a little scornful laugh :
“ Arthur, my lord, Arthur, the faultless King,
That passionate perfection, my good lord —
But who can gaze upon the sun in heaven ?
He never spake word of reproach to me,
He never had a glimpse of mine untruth,
He cares not for me: only here to-day
There gleamed a vague suspicion in his eyes:
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Some meddling rogue has tamper’d with him — else
Rapt in this faney of his Table Round,

And swearing men to vows impossible,

To make them like himself; but, friend, to me

He is all fanlt who hath no fault at all:

For who loves me must have a touch of earth;

The low sun makes the color: I am yours,

Not Arthur’s, as ye know, save by the bond.

And therefore hear my words: go to the jousts:
The tiny-trumpeting gnat can break our dream
When sweetest; and the vermin voices here

May buzz so loud — we scorn them, but they sting.””

Then answer'd Lancelot, the chief of knights:
“And with what face, after my pretext made,
Shall T appear, O Queen, at Camelot, I
Before a king who honors his own word
As if it were his God’s ?”

“Yea,” said the Queen,
A moral child without the eraft to rule,
Else had he not lost me: but listen to me,
If T must find you wit: we hear it said
That men go down before your spear at a touch,
But knowing you are Lancelot; your great name,
This conquers: hide it therefore; go unknown:
Win! by this kiss you will: and our true King
Will then allow your pretext, O my knight,
As all for glory: for to speak him true,
Ye know right well, how meek soe’er he seem,
No keener hunter after glory breathes. ‘
He loves it in his knights more than himself;
They prove to him his work: win and return.”
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Then got Sir Lancelot suddenly to horse,
Wroth at himself. Not willing to be known,
He left the barren-beaten thoroughfare,
Chose the green path that show’d the rarer foot,
And there among the solitary downs,
Full often lost in faney, lost his way ;
Till as he traced a faintly-shadow’d track,
That all in Ioops and links among the dales
Ran to the Castle of Astolat, he saw
Fired from the west, far on a hill, the towers.
Thither he made, and blew the gateway horn.
Then came an old, dumb, myriad-wrinkled man,
Who let him into lodging and disarm’d.
And Lancelot marvell’d at the wordless man ;
And issuing found the Lord of Astolat
With two strong sons, Sir Torre and Sir Lavaine,
Moving to meet him in the castle court;
And elose behind them stept the lily maid
Elaine, his daughter: mother of the house
There was not. ' Some light jest among them rose
With laughter dying down as the great knight
Approach’d them ; then the Lord of Astolat:
“Whence comest thou, my guest, and by what name
Livest between the lips ? for by thy state
And presence I might guess thee chief of those,
After the King, who eat in Arthur’s halls.
Him have I seen: the rest, his Table Round,
Known as they are, to me they are unknown.”

Then answer’d Lancelot, the chief of knights:
“Known am I, and of Arthur’s hall, and known,
What I by mere mischance have brought, my shield.
But since T go to joust as one unknown
At Camelot for the diamond, ask me not;

Hereafter ye shall know me —and the shield —
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I pray you lend me one, if such you have,
Blank, or at least with some device not mine.”

Then said the Lord of Astolat: “ Here is Torre’s:
Hurt in his first tilt was my son, Sir Torre;
And so, God wot, his shield is blank enough.
His ye can have.” Then added plain Sir Torre,
“ Yea, since I cannot use it, ye may have it.”
Here laugh’d the father saying: ¢ Fie, Sir Churl,
Is that an answer for a noble knight ?
Allow him! but Lavaine, my younger here,
He is so full of lustihood, he will ride,
Joust for it, and win, and bring it in an hour,
And set it in this.damsel’s golden hair,
To make her twice as wilful as before.””

“Nay, father, nay, good father, shame me not
Before this noble knight,” said young Lavaine,
“For nothing. Surely I but play’d on Torre:
He seem’d so sullen, vext he could not go:

A jest, no more! for, knight, the maiden dreamt
That some one put this diamond in her hand,
And that it was too slippery to be held,

And slipt and fell into some pool or stream,
The castle-well, belike; and then T said

That if I went and if I fought and won it —
But all was jest and joke among ourselves —
Then must she keep it safelier. All was jest.
But, father, give me leave, and if he will,

To ride to Camelot with this noble knight:
Win shall T not, but do my best to win;
Young as I am, yet would I do my best.”

“So ye will grace me,” answer’d Lancelot,
Smiling a moment, “ with your fellowship
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O’er these waste downs whereon I lost myself,
Then were I glad of you as guide and friend :
And you shall win this diamond, —as T hear,

It is a fair large diamond, — if ye may,

And yield it to this maiden, if ye will.”

“A fair large diamond,” added plain Sir Torre,
“Such be for queens, and not for simple maids.”
Then she, who held her eyes upon the ground,
Elaine, and heard her name so tost about,
Flush’d slightly at the slight disparagement
Before the stranger knight, who, looking at her,
Full courtly, yet not falsely, thus return’d:

‘“If what is fair be but for what is fair,

And only queens are to be counted so,

Rash were my judgment then, who deem this maid
Might wear as fair a jewel as is on earth,

Not violating the bond of like to like.”

He spoke and ceased : the lily maid Elaine,
Won by the mellow wvoice before she look’d,
Lifted her eyes and read his lineaments.

The great and guilty love he bare the Queen,
In battle with the love he bare his lord,

Had marr’d his face, and mark’d it ere his time,
Another sinning on such heights with one,

The flower of all the west and all the world,
Had been the sleeker for it; but in him

His mood was often like a fiend, and rose

And drove him into wastes and solitudes

For agony, who was yet a living soul.

Marr’d as he was, he seem’d the goodliest man
That ever among ladies ate in hall,

And noblest, when she lifted up her eyes.
However marr’d, of more than twice her years,
Seam’d with an ancient sword-cut on the cheek,
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And bruised and bronzed, she lifted up her eyes
And loved him, with that love which was her doom.

Then the great knight, the darling of the court,
Loved of the loveliest, into that rude hall
Stept with all grace, and not with half disdain
Hid under grace, as in a smaller time,
But kindly man moving among his kind :
Whom they with meats and vintage of their best
And talk and minstrel melody entertain’d.
And much they ask’d of eourt and Table Round,
And ever well and readily answer’d he;
But Lancelot, when they glanced at Guinevere,
Suddenly speaking of the wordless man,
Heard from the baron that, fen years before,
The heathen caught and reft him of his tongue.
% He learnt and warn’d me of their fierce design

Against my house, and him they caught and maim’d ;

But I, my sons, and little daughter fled

From bonds or death, and dwelt among the woods
By the great river in a boatman’s hut.

Dull days were those, till onr good Arthur broke
The Pagan yet once more on Badon hill.”

%0 there, great lord, doubtless,” Lavaine said, rapt
By all the sweet and sudden passion of youth
Toward greatness in its elder, “ you have fought.
O, tell us — for we live apart — you know
Of Axthur’s glorious wars.” And Lancelot spoke
And answer’d him at full, as having been
With Arthur in the fight which all day long
Rang by the white mouth of the violent Glem;
And in the four loud battles by the shore
Of Duglas; that on Bassa; then the war
That thunder’d.in and out the gloomy skirts
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Of Celidon the forest; and again
By Castle Gurnion, where the glorious King
Had on his cuirass worn our Lady’s Head,
Carved of one emerald centred in a sun
Of silver rays, that lighten’d as he breathed 5
And at Caerleon had he helped his lord,
When the strong neighings of the wild White Horse
Set every gilded parapet shuddering ;
And up in Agned-Cathregonion too,
And down the waste sand-shores of Trath Treroit,
Where many a heathen fell ; « and on the mount
Of Badon I myself beheld the King
Charge at the head of all his Table Round,
And all his legions crying Christ and him,
And break them; and I saw him, after, stand
High on a heap of slain, from spur to plume
Red as the rising sun with heathen blood,
And seeing me, with a great voice he cried,
‘They are broken, they are broken !’ for the King,
However mild he seems at home, nor cares
For triumph in our mimie wars, the jousts —
For if his own knight casts him down, he laughs,
Saying his knights are better men than he —
Yet in this heathen war the fire of God
Fills him: I never saw his like ; there lives
No greater leader.”

While he utter’d this,
Low to her own heart said the lily maid,
“Save your great self, fair lord;” and when he fell
From talk of war to traits of pleasantry —
Being mirthful he, but in a stately kind —
She still took note that when the living smile
Died from his lips, across him came a cloud
Of melancholy severe, from which again,
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Whenever in her hovering to and fro
The lily maid had striven to make him cheer,
There i)rake a sudden-beaming tenderness
Of manners and of nature: and she thought
That all was nature, all, perchance, for .her.
And all night long his face before her lived,

As when a painter, poring on a face,
Divinely thro’ all hindrance finds t}}e man

Behind it, and so paints him that h1§ face,

The shape and color of a mind and life,
Lives for his children, ever at its bes-t

And fullest; so the face before l.1er lived,
Dark-splendid, speaking in the silence, full

Of noble things, and held her from her sleep,

'i‘ill rathe she rose, half-cheated in the t]'lOl'lght
She needs must bid farewell to sweet Lavaine.
First as in fear, step after step, sh(-.. stole

Down the long tower-stairs, hesit-a.tmg:

Anon, she heard Sir Lancelot ery in the court, _
¢ This shield, my friend, where is it ?” and Lavaine
Past inward, as she came from out the tower. ‘
There to his proud horse Lancelot t.'uru’d, and smooth’d 345
The glossy shoulder, humming to himself.
Half-envious of the flattering hand, she drew
Nearer and stood. He look’d, and, more amazed
Than if seven men had set upon him, saw

The maiden standing in the dewy light.

He had not dream’d she was so beauntiful.

Then came on him a sort of sacred fear,

For silent, tho’ he greeted her, she stood

Rapt on his face as if it were a go@’s.

Suddenly flash’d on her a wild desire

That he should wear her favor at the tilt..

She braved a riotous heart in asking for it. L
« Fair lord, whose name I know not —noble it is,
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I well believe, the noblest — will you wear

My favor at this tourney ?»? « Nay,” said he,

“ Fair lady, since I never yet have worn

Favor of any lady in the lists.

Such is my wont, as those who know me know.”

“ Yea, 80,” she answer'd ; “then in wearing mine
Needs must be lesser likelihood, noble lord, :
That those who know should know you.” And he turn’d
Her counsel up and down within his mind,

And found it true, and answer'd: True, my child.
Well, T will wear it: fetch it out to me:

What is it ?”? and she told him, # A red sleeve
Broider’d with pearls,” and brought it: then he bound
Her token on his helmet, with a smile

Saying, “ T never yet have done so much

For any maiden living,” and the blood

Sprang to her face and fill’d her with delight;

But left her all the paler when Lavaine

Returning brought the yet-unblazon’d shield,

His brother’s ; which he gave to Lancelot,

Who parted with his own to fair Elaine:

“Do me this grace, my child, to have my shield

In keeping till T come.” <A grace to me,”

She answer’d, “ twice to-day. I am your squire!”
‘Whereat Lavaine said laughing : Lily maid,

For fear our people call you lily maid

In earnest,. let me bring your color back ;

Once, twice, and thrice: now get you hence to bed : ”
So kiss’d her, and Sir Lancelot his own hand,

And thus they moved away : she staid a minute,
Then made a sudden step to the gate, and there —
Her bright hair blown about the Serious face
Yet rosy-kindled with her brother’s kiss —

Paused by the gateway, standing near the shield

In silence, while she watch’d their arms far-off
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i i the downs.
Sparkle, until they dipt below |
Tll)xen to’ her tower she climb’d, and took the shield,

There kept it, and so lived in fantasy.

Meanwhile the new companions past away

Far o’er the long backs of the bushl'ess downs_, .
To where Sir Lancelot knew there lived a knight
Not far from Camelot, now for forty years .

A hermit, who had pray’d, labor’.d and pray’d,
And ever laboring had scoop’d himself

Tn the white rock a chapel and a lm_.ll

On masgive columns, like a shorc-chﬁ. cave, :
And cells and chambers: all were fair and dr}y s
The green light from the meado\.\'s undern(?at i
Struck up and lived along the milky roofs;

And in the meadows tremulous a‘spen-trees

And poplars made a noise of falln‘xg showeri. ’
And thither wending there that night they bode.

But when the next day broke from underground,
And shot red fire and shadows thro’ the cz.we, ,
They rose, heard mass, broke fast, and l'odfa a‘\\ ay.
Then Lancelot saying, ¢ Hear, but hold m)- n,;une
Hidden, you ride with Lancelot of the Lake,
Abash’d Lavaine, whose instant re verence, .
Dearer to true young hearts than t-he"n‘.own pia;tbe,
But left him leave to stammer, “Is it mdee;’d ?

And after muttering, “ The great Lal}celof,

At last he got his breath and answer d: “One,
One have I seen — that other, our }1ege lor'd,
The dread Pendragon, Britain’s ?’xmg of kings,
Of whom the people talk mystenol.lsly, .
He will be there—then were I stricken bl’l,nd
That minute, I might say that I had seen.
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So spake Lavaine, and when they reach’d the lists

By Camelot in the meadow, let his eyes

v-lun thro’ the peopled gallery which half round
Lay like a rainbow fallen upon the grass

Until they found the clear-faced Ki?}w ;'.jho sat
R.obed in red samite, easily to be kno?s"n ‘
Since to his crown the golden dragon (eh’m
And down his robe the dragon \\'1'&1}0& in g.old
x%nd from the carven-work behind hiﬁx cregt ’
Two dragons gilded, sloping down to make
’Arms for his chair, while all the rest of them
Thro’ knots and loops and folds innumerabje
Fled ever thro’ the woodwork, till they .found
The new design wherein they lost themselves
Yet W:lth all ease, so tender \‘vas the work: ’
And, in the costly canopy o’er him set ;
Blazed the last diamond of the nameléss king,

) L'fhen Lancelot answe.r’d young Lavaine and said :
e you call great: mine is the firmer seat

'I:he truer lance: but there is many a youth’

Now creseent, who will come to ul] I am

Avnd overcome it; and in me there dwells

No greatness, save it be some far-off touch

(If greatness to know well I am not ereat :

There is the man.”” And Lavaine u:ln'ped 1.\ von hi

As on a thing miraculous, and ‘(’lllﬂl: : -

The trumpets blew; and then did either side

They that assail’d, and they that held ﬂl(; li;q

Set lance in rest, strike spur, suddenly move &

Meet in the midst, and there so furio'usl\' ’

Shock that a man far-off might well per&eive

If any man that day were left afield ]

The hard earth shake, and a low th\;nder of arm

And Lancelot bode a little, till he saw )

.
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Which were the weaker; then he hurl’d into it
Against the stronger: little need to speak

Of Lancelot in his glory! King, duke, earl,
(ount, baron — whom he smote, he overthrew.

But in the field were Lancelot’s kith and kin,
Ranged with the Table Round that held the lists,
Strong men, and wrathful that a stranger knight
Should do and almost overdo the deeds
Of Lancelot; and one said to the other, “Lo!
What is he? I do not mean the force alone —
The grace and versatility of the man!

Is it not Lancelot?” ¢ When has Lancelot worn
Favor of any lady in the lists ?

Not such his wont, as we that know him know.”
« How then ? who then ?” a fury seized them all,
A fiery family passion for the name

Of Lancelot, and a glory one with theirs,

They couch’d their spears and prick’d their steeds, and
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thus,
Their plumes driven backward by the wind they made
In moving, all together down upon him
Bare, as a wild wave in the wide North Sea,
Green-glimmering toward the summit, bears, with all
Its stormy crests that smoke against the skies,
Down on-a bark, and overbears the bark
And him that helms it; so they overbore
Sir Lancelot and his charger, and a spear
Down-glancing lamed the charger, and a spear
Priek’d sharply his own cuirass, and the head
Pierced thro’ his side, and there snapt and remain’d.

Then Sir Lavaine did well and worshipfully :
He bore a knight of old repute to the earth,
And brought his horse to Lancelot where he lay.
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He up the side, sweating with agony, got,

But thought to do while he might yet endure,
And being lustily holpen by the rest,

His party, — tho’ it seem’d half-miracle

T'o those he fought with, — drave his kith and kin,
And all the Table Round that held the lists,
Back to the barrier; then the trumpets blew
I‘rO(:lztixujxlg his the prize who wore the sleeve
Of searlet and the pearls; and all the knights,
His party, cried, “Advance and take thy prize
The diamond;” but he answer'd : # Diamond ;ne
No diamonds! for God’s love, a little air!

Prize me no prizes, for my prize is death!

Hence will I, and T charge you, follow me not.”

He spoke, and vanish’d suddenly from the field
With young Lavaine into the poplar grove.
There from his charger down he slid; and sat
Gasping to Sir Lavaine, “ Draw the ]anoo-lmn’( S
“Ah, my sweet lord Sir Lancelot,” said Lavaine
“I dread me, if T draw it, you will die.” i
But he, I die already with it: draw —
Draw,” —and Lavaine drew, and Sir Laucelot gave
A marvellous great shriek and ghastly groan,
And half his blood burst forth; aud down he sank
For the pure pain, and wholly swoon’d away.
Then came the hermit out and bare him in,
There stanch’d his wound ; and there, in daily doubt
‘Whether to live or die, for many a week
Hid from the wild world’s rumor by the grove
Of poplars with their noise of falling sho:vers,
And ever-tremulous aspen-trees, he lay.

.But on that day when Lancelot fled the lists,
His party, knights of utmost North and West,
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Lords of waste marshes, kings of desolate isles,
Came round their great Pendragon, saying to him,

% Lo, Sire, our knight, thro’ whom we won the day,
Hath gone sore wounded, and hath left his prize
Untaken, erying that his prize is death.”

« Heaven hinder,” said the King, ¢ that such an one,
So great a knight as we have seen to-day —

He seem’d to me another Lancelot—

Yea, twenty times I thought him Lancelot —

He must not pass uncared for. Wherefore rise,

O Gawain, and ride forth and find the knight.
Wounded and wearied, needs must he be near.

I charge you that you get at once to horse.

And, knights and kings, there breathes not one of you
Will deem this prize of ours is rashly given:

His prowess was too wondrous. We will do him
No customary honor: since the knight

Came not to us, of us to elaim the prize,

“Ourselves will send it after. Rise and take

This diamond, and deliver it, and return,
And bring us where he is, and how he fares,
And cease not from your quest until ye find.”

So saying, from the carven flower above,
To which it made a restless heart, he took
And gave the diamond: then from where he sat
At Arthur’s right, with smiling face arose,
With smiling face and frowning heart, a prince
In the mid might and flourish of his May,
Gawain, surnamed the Courteous, fair and strong,
And after Lancelot, Tristram, and Geraint,
And Gareth, a good knight, but therewithal
Sir Modred’s brother, and the child of Lot,
Nor often loyal to his word, and now
Wroth that the King’s command to sally forth
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In quest of whom he knew not, made him leave
The banquet and concourse of knights and kings.

So all in wrath he got to horse and went;
While Arthur to the banquet, dark in mood,
Past, thinking, ¢Is it Lancelot who hath come
Despite the wound he spake of, all for gain
Of glory, and hatll ada«’ wound to wound,
And ridden away to die?-  So fear’d the King,
And, after two days’ tarriance there, return’d.
Then when he saw the Queen, embracing ask’d,
¢ Love, are you yetiso sick ?2”  “Nay, lord,” she said.
“ And where is Lancelot 7? Then the Queen amazed,
“Was he not with you? won he not your prize ? *
“Nay, but one like him.” “Why, that like was he.”
And when the King demanded how she knew,
Said: “ Lord, no-sooner had ye parted from us
Than Lancelot told me of a common talk
That men went down before his spear at a touch,
But knowing he was Lancelot ; his great name
Conquer’d ; and therefore would he hide his name
From all men, even the King, and to this end
Had made the pretext of a hindering wound,
That he might joust unknown of all, and learn
If his old prowess were in aught decay’d ;
And added, ¢Our true Arthur, when he learns,
Will well allow my pretext, as for gain
Of purer glory.””

Then replied the King:
“Far lovelier in our Lancelot had it been,
In lieu of idly dallying with the truth,
To have trusted me as he hath trusted thee.
Surely his King and most familiar friend
Might well have kept his secret. True, indeed,
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Albeit I know my knights fantastical,

So fine a fear in our large Lancelot

Must needs have moved my laughter: now remains
But little cause for laughter: his own kin —

I11 news, my Queen, for all who love him, this! —
His kith and kin, not knowing, set upon him;

So that he went sore wounded from the field.

Yet good news too; for goodly hopes are mine
That Lancelot is no more a lonely heart.

He wore, against his wont, upon his helm

A sleeve of scarlet, broider’d with great pearls,
Some gentle maiden’s gift.”

“Yea, lord,” she said,
“Thy hopes are mine,” and saying that, she choked,
And sharply turn’d about to hide her face,
Past to her chamber, and there flung herself
Down on the great King’s couch, and writhed upon it,
And clench’d her fingers till they bit the palm,
And shriek’d out “Traitor!” to the unhearing wall,
Then flash’d into-wild tears, and rose again,

And moved about her palace, proud and pale.

Gawain the while thro’ all the region round
Rode with his diamond, wearied of the quest,
Touch’d at all points except the poplar grove,
And came at last, tho’ late, to Astolat;
Whom glittering in enamell’d arms the maid
Glanced at, and cried, “What news from Camelot, lord ?
What of the knight with the red sleeve 2 ¢ He won.”
“I knew it,” she said. “But parted from the jousts
Hurt in the side;” whereat she caught her breath ;
Thro’ her own side she felt the sharp lance go;
Thereon she smote her hand ; wellnigh she swoon’d :
And, while he gazed wonderingly at her, came
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The Lord of Astolat out, to whom the prince
Reported who he was, and on what quest

Sent, that he bore the prize and could not find

The victor, but had ridden a random round

To seek him, and had wearied of the search.

To whom the Lord of Astolat: “Bide with us,

And ride no more at random, noble prince !

Here was the knight, and here he left a shield ;
This will he send or come for: furthermore

Our son is with him; we shall hear anon,

Needs must we hear.”  To this the courteous prince
Accorded with his wonted courtesy,

Courtesy with a touch of traitor in it,

And staid; and cast his eyes on fair Elaine;

Where could be found face daintier? then her shape
From forehead down to foot, perfect — again

From foot to forehead exquisitely turn’d :

“Well —if I bide, lo! this wild flower for me!”
And oft they met among the garden yews,

And there he set himself to play upon her

With sallying wit, free flashes from a height

Above her, graces of the court, and songs,

Sighs, and low smiles, and golden eloguence,

And amorous adulation; till the maid

Rebell’d against it, saying to him: * Prince,

O loyal nephew of our noble King,

Why ask you not to see the shield he left, 649
Whence you might learn his name ? - Why slight your King,
And lose the quest he sent you on, and prove

No surer than our falcon yesterday,

‘Who lost the hern we slipt her at, and went

To all the winds ?” “Nay, by mine head,” said he,
“I lose it, as we lose the lark in heaven,

O damsel, in the light of your blue eyes;

But an ye will it let me see the shield.”
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And when the shield was brought, and Gawain saw
Sir Lancelot’s azure lions, crown'd with gold,
Ramp in the field, he smote his thigh, and moek’d :
“Right was the King! our Lancelot! that true man!”
“ And right was I,” she answer’d merrily, “T,

Who dream’d my knight the greatest knight of all.”
“And if I dream’d,” said Gawain, “that you love
This greatest knight, your pardon! lo, ye know it!
Speak, therefore: shall T waste myself in vain ? ”
Full simple was her answer: “ What know 12

My brethren have been all my fellowship;

And I, when often they have talk’d of love,

Wish’d it had been my mother, for they talk’d,
Meseem’d, of what they knew not; so myself —

I know not if I know what true love is,

But if T know, then, if I love not him,

I know there is none other I can love.”

“Yea, by God’s death,” said he, “ye love him well,
But would not, knew ye what all others know,

And whom he loves.” “So be it,” eried Elaine,
And lifted her fair face and moved away :

But he pursued her, calling, “ Stay a little!

One golden minute’s grace! he wore your sleeve:
‘Would he break faith with one I may not name ?
Must our true man change like a leaf at last?

Nay —like enow: why then, far be it from me

To cross our mighty Lancelot in his loves!

And, damsel, for I deem you know full well

Where your great knight is hidden, let me leave
My quest with you; the diamond also: here!

For if you love, it will be sweet to give it;

And if he love, it will be sweet to have it

From your own hand; and whether he love or not,
A diamond is a diamond. Fare you well

A thousand times!—a thousand times farewell |
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Yet, if he love, and his love hold, we two
May meet at court hereafter: there, I think,
So ye will learn the courtesies of the court,
We two shall know each other.”

Then he gave,
And slightly kiss’d the hand to which he gave,
The diamond, and all wearied of the quest
Leapt on his horse, and carolling as he went
A true-love ballad, lightly rode away.

Thence to the court he past; there told the King
What the King knew, “Sir Lancelot is the knight.”
And added, * Sire, my liege, so much I learnt;

But fail'd to find him, tho’ T rode all round

The region : but I lighted on the maid

Whose sleeve he wore ; she loves him; and to her,
Deeming our courtesy is the truest law,

I gave the diamond : she will render it ;

For by mine head she knows his hiding-place.”

The seldom-frowning King frown’d, and replied:
“Too courteous truly ! ye shall go no more
On quest of mine, seeing that ye forget
Obedience is the courtesy due to kings.”

He spake'and parted. Wroth, but all in awe,
For twenty strokes of the blood, without a word,
Linger'd that other, staring after him;
Then shook his hair, strode off, and buzz’d abroad
About the maid of Astolat, and her love.
All ears were prick’d at once, all tongues were loosed :
“The maid of Astolat loves Sir Lancelot,
Sir Lancelot loves the maid of Astolat.”
Some read the King’s face, some the Queen’s, and all
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Had marvel what the maid might be, but most
Predoom’d her as unworthy. One old dame
(Came suddenly on the Queen with the sharp news
She, that had heard the noise of it before,
But sorrowing Lancelot should have stoop’d so low,
Marr’d her friend’s aim with pale tranquillity.
So ran the tale like fire about the court,
Fire in dry stubble a nine-days’ wonder flared :
Till even the knights at banquet twice or thrice
Forgot to drink to Lancelot and the Queen,
And pledging Lancelot and the lily maid
Smiled at each other, while the Queen, who sat
With lips severely placid, felt the knot
Climb in her throat, and with her feet unseen
Crush’d the wild passion out against the floor
Beneath the banquet, where the meats became
As wormwood and she hated all who pledged.

But far away the maid in Astolat,
Her guiltless rival, she that ever kept
The 6ne‘day-seerl Sir Lancelot in her heart,
Crept to her father, while he mused alone,

Sat o