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INTRODUCTION

HE notes that introduce the matter in these volumes
l do no more than gather together certain fragments
and certain memories, and here and there recall what
course my father’s life was taking in other dire&ions at the
time of writing. The personal impressions thus recorded are
intermittent, butsometimes the child’s picture of “ things as
they seem’ may help to bring the reality before older eyes.
So I use what 1 find of these piGures that comeand golike
wavering reflections in a stream, hoping that the want of art
in them will tell more in their favour than against them.

In these early poems and prose stories of my father's, real
places seen are as vividly felt and described as the dream-
places, and a great deal of his local colour is taken from the
wide flat Essex country where he passed his childhood. The
eldest boy in a large family, his early time went by in con-
tented open-air a&ivity in pleasant surroundings which
throughout his life were keenly and affectionately remem-
bered. The whimsical play-world of a numerous and united
family does not interest anyone outside the circle, but cer-
tainly the doings and sayings of those boys and girls who
lived happily on the edge of the Great Forest had an absorb-
ing charm for William Morris’s two young listeners in later
years,and many times has the present writer dreamed herself
into that young circle, playing at Indians on the island at
Water House, or wandering through the twilight of the
hornbeams in the Forest in search of adventure. Never
through life did he lose the pleasure of those early memories
or the vividness of them. With a few words simply and casu-
ally let fall in conversation, he would sometimes bring the
young days before his listeners as in a sudden vision, beau-
tiful and poignant like all the intimate things that have
passed. It need hardly be said how deep an impression was
made upon his writings by this harmony and contentment,
this delight in the open country and in the noble woodland.
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His school-life was spent at Marlborough, a choice both
luckyand unlucky; unlucky in so far that he was there at the
beginning of the school rebellion historic toold Marlburians,
of which he used to give racy and graphic accounts to the
younger generation; lucky, in that he was to spend some
years of a sensitive boyhood in a legendary stretch of land,
which, like the Essex country with its wide marshes and its
forest, was to penetrate into his life and find expression later
in his writings. In a pilgrimage to Marlborough and Saver-
nake and the neighbourhood one lovely summer evening
the present writer, going overall the old hauntsshe had often
heard described, stood at last before a tablet inscribed with
the familiar name, and woke outofadream: for she had been
wandering from place to place with a youthful companion,
well-known though never seen, the shy boy who sat devour-
ing his books in shady corners of the school-house, who
roamed through Savernake Forest watching the squirrels
at play (hundreds of them there); who toiled up the valley
of the Grey Wethers and lingered in the great circle at
Avebury, weaving stories of the remote people, and carried
away from those schooldays something of morelasting value
than the rough and ready teaching of the “boy farm,” in his
dreaming and wondering over the secret of the earth and
over the story of the early world.

Leaving Marlborough prematurely, owing to the disor-
ganized state of the sehool at the moment, William Morris
read for abouta year with a private tutor, Dr Guy of Forest
School, Walthamstow, a2 man of whom 1 always formed a
pleasantpiture, owing to the warmly affe@ionateand appre-
ciative terms in which my father spoke of him to us.

In 1853 he went up to Oxford; there, in the next few
years, he makes his early friends—the friends of a lifetime—
and the circle is formed, the record of whose work is a singu-
larly bright page in the history of Viétorian art and letters.

The Oxford days, in college and afterwards, are repre-
sented by the poemsand prose pieces in this volume. It may
be convenient for reference to give here briefly certainlead-
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ingdates whichare well-known. As I havealready said, it was
in 1853 that the young mencreated for themselvesa delight-
ful existence in the midst of an Oxford “languid and in-
different,” as Burne-Jones says, far other than the Oxford
they had expected to find. In 1855 William Morris wrote
his first poem, “The Willow and the Red Cliff,” and the
event is pleasantly narrated in Mr Mackail’s “ Life.”

“Here one morning, just after breakfast,” says Burne-
Jones, “he brought mein thefirst poem heever made. After
that no week went by without some poem.” It was read to
the set and created much excitement. Canon Dixon says: “1
felt that it was something the like of which had never been
heard before.It wasa thingentirely new:founded on nothing
previous ...’

After the publication of “Guenevere,” my father de-
stroyed the manuscriptof the early poems he had not wished
to include, and this was probably among them. Four copies
had been made however by Canon Dixon, and considering
its quality and the interest attached to it | have decided to
print this poem in the last volume of the series.

This year 185 is a turning point in my father’s history.
In the course of ashorttourin France with Burne-Jonesand
William Fulford, heand Burne-Jones came toa serious con-
clusion: to give up the Church, for which they had both
been intended, and devote themselves to art; Burne-Jones
would be a painter and Morris an architect. In a beautiful
letter to his mother, my father gave her his reasons and his
feelings on the matter, saying very simply: “You see I do
not hope to be great at all in anything, but perhaps I may
reasonably hope to be happy in my work.” In January 1856
he was articled to George Edmund Street, and there in the
office in Beaumont Street, Oxford, first met his life-long
friend, Philip Webb, then Street’s senior clerk. And in
January also the first number of “The Oxford and Cam-
bridge Magazine” was published, the magazine living
through twelve monthly numbers.

Altogether this was an eager and difficult time: the busi-
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ness routine of an architet’s office would always have been
distasteful to a young man of my father’s temperament;*
his thoughts were turning moreand more towards painting;
in the autumn, on ashort visit to North Franceand Belgium,
he once moret had a sight of the work of Jan van Eyck and
Memling, and he had this year made the personal acquaint-
ance of Dante Gabriel Rossetti,alreadyto him a great name.
He must study drawing at any cost, and in a letter written
in the summer, announces hisintention of “ trying to get six
hours a day for drawing ™ without giving up architecture.
But the office work had to go, and before the year ended he
had definitely given it up for the new work.

One cannot help seeing, however, that he takes to the
new path not altogether happily; there is, indeed, a distin&
note of depression in this and in other letters nowand later,
which deal with the matter. “Rossettisays loughttopaint,”
he writes; “hesays I shall be able; now as he is a very great
man, and speaks with authority and not as the scribes, 1
must try. I don’t hope much, I must say, yet will try my best
—he gave me practical advice on the subjedt....So I am
going to try, not giving up the architecture, but trying if it
is possible to get six hours a day for drawing besides office
work. One won’t get much enjoyment out of life at this rate
I know well, but that don’t matter. I have no right to ask for
it at all events—love and work, these two things only. ... 1

*Mr Webb tells me that he was deputed to overlook the new pupil’s
work, and remarks that from the first they understood each other,
and that he found this a pleasant and easy duty. He says that my
father had an astonishing intuition for architecture; he knew for in-
stance, in some mysterious way, just what constituted the difference
in character between two French Gothic cathedrals; it was not rea-
soned out, but a thing deeply felt.

1 His first journey abroad was in the Long Vacation of 1854,when
he visited Belgium and North France with his sister Henrietta. It
is not difficult to imagine what the journey meant to him—Mem-
ling and Van Eyck first seen; Rouen, Beauvais, Amiens, Chartres
first seen.
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can’t enter into politico-social subjeéts with any interest, for
on the whole I see that things are in a muddle, and I have no
power or vocation to set them right in ever so little adegree.
My work is the embodiment of dreams in one form or ano-
ther....

“Yet I shall have enough to do, if I a¢tually master this
artof painting: Idarescarcely think failure possibleat times,
and yetI know in mymind that mychances areslender;Tam
glad that I am compelled to try anyhow; I was slipping off
into a kind of small (very small) Palace of Art ... Ned and 1
are going to live together. I go to London early in August.”
I take these extracts as Mr Mackail gives them in the ¢ Life;”
the letter is one of the landmarks in my father’s life, and each
phrase issignificant: first, the influence of Rossetti, to whom
pic¢ture-painting was the one form of art; then the very pas-
sion of industry, and the not quite happy sense of duty that
overcomes him in following the new career; the naive de-
mand for work and love— “these two things only;” the
dawning impossibility of detaching himself artist-fashion
from all sympathy with subje@s concerning the welfare of
his fellows; finally the dream of his small Palace of Art and
the vague foreshadowing of his future work—the letteris a
whole chapter descriptiveof a mind at work with doubtsand
dreams and hopes.

Then follow what are known in the Morris and Burne-
Jones families as  Red Lion Square days:" days wonderful
to hear tell of, days filled with Homeric laughter, strenuous
work and the hundred fantastic experiments in furniture-
making and decorating that gave rise to the establishment
of the firm of Morris, Marshall, Faulkner and Company.
Before this event, however, comes the first acual piece of
decoration—unfortunately experimental this—in the Ox-
ford Union, while all the year Morrisis working at different
crafts, showing the beginnings of his many-sided activities
and the instin& for grasping technique with little effort and
wonderful swiftness. In 18 58 “ The Defence of Guenevere”
was published, and in Aprilof thefollowing year hemarried.
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The story of how he built a beautiful home to receive his
wife and his friends, of the happy, vivacious days the young
circle spent among the blossoming orchards in a forgotten
corner sonear the Tushand hurry of thecity, all this has been
told timeand again, though I think the charm ofthe busy life,
atonce so gay and sofull of seriousness, will never grow stale
in the telling. Laughter sounded from the half-furnished
rooms where the young people painted the walls with scenes
from the Round Table histories; laughter sounded from the
fragrant little garden as the host victim of some ingenious
practical joke, fulfilled the pleased expectation of his guests
by conduc at once vigorous and pitturesque under the tor-
ment;laughterover theapple-gathering,laughter overevery
new experiment, every fantastic failure of the young house-
keepers; but amid the delight in mere existence and in the
beauty of the earth, these young lives were ripening and de-
veloping in all seriousness, and their laughter was not the
crackling of thorns under the pot. If I linger a little in touch-
ing upon the light-hearted exuberance of all these closely-
bonded personalities, William Morris, D. G. Rossetti, Ed-
ward Burne-Jones, Ford Madox Brown, Cormell Price,
Philip Webb, Charles Faulkner, it is partly because the con-
templation of work and play so interchangeable,so thorough-
ly enjoyed, is in itself stimulating to a more languid (and
perhaps a less hard-working) generation. And though they
one and all settled down to theresponsibilities of Londonlife
very soon, the Red House days remain typical—an intensi-
fied illustration of much that William Morris felt and said
later regarding the nature of human toil.

The present writer has retained certain dream-pictures of
those days (by some mysterious process sharply printed on
the baby-mind); though too intimateand tender for descrip-
tion here, they are strangely intense,and itiscurious to note
in passing how such pictures come to be impressed on an
unconcerned tiny brain, and carried through the child-life
till in later days the time comes for spirit and mind to seize
on the import of them: then their beauty at last pierces the
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heart, and they become a reality—dream and memory, to-
day and yesterday—all strangely intermingled till the
dreamer sometimes comes to feel that she too was a guest in
the Red House days and shared in the laughter there. “ We
laughed because we were happy,” says one who was there in
reality, words almost profound in their simplicity.

Such are the landmarks of these years between the ages of
twenty and twenty-five.

¢«The Defence of Guenevere,and other Poems ” was pub-
lished in 1848; the other pieces included in this present
volumeare taken from The Oxford and Cambridge Maga-
zine,” Though theyappeared before the Guenevere volume,
I naturally give first place to the Poems first colle&ed and
published under William Morris’s own eye.

THE HOLLOW LAND

Y father’s trustees published in 1903 the contribu-
M tions to “ The Oxford and Cambridge Magazine”

in the Kelmscott Press letter known as the Golden
Type. No one felt more keenly than my father the wrong
done to dead authors by gathering together every fragment
of their writing regardless of quality, and in his lifetime he
always refused to reprint his early prose. Yet in destroying
that bundle of verse when* Guenevere”appeared, the young
poet did a thing that his friends regretted very much at the
moment and atterwards. His first poem already mentioned,
apart from its value to-day in the changed perspedive, de-
served a different fate, and it is probable, considering that
his style altered after the appearance of that first slim book,
thatwe have lost poemsof a fine intense quality, much under-
valued by theimpetuous author. The blemishes of this early
work, both prose and poetry, are, in truth, not disfiguring
or irritating, and are far outweighed by its beauty: a beauty
strangeand dreamlike, that scarcely finds a place in the work
of a man of mature thought.
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The writer practised in his craft of stringing words is im-
patient of his own early work which shows too clearly the de-
tects as well as the ingenuous charm of youth; moreover, the
task of the moment 1s naturally uppermost in his mind. His
attitudetowardslifeischanged,and Icanimaginethatitwould
be difficult for him to get outside himselfand, forgetting the
craftsmanship that displeases him, be touched by those quali-
ties that touch and delight us. Hence, though we can under-
stand this wholesale destruction, we regret that the impulse
for it camesosoon. In“The Story of the Unknown Church”
the description on pages 149, 150 of the ancient abbey and
the wall-girt town is as finely imagined as could well be;and
the ensuing lines on the building among the waving trees,
with the glimpse of the open country, brings to one’s mind
most vividly the setting of Chartres Cathedral, poised above
“the greatgolden corn sea” of the Beauce, which spreads its
endless leagues to a far horizon. In “Gertha's Lovers” one
sees already that intimate knowledge of medieval warfare,
with all its engines and weapons, which is noticeable all
through the romances. My father writes of such things in an
unconcerned way, pretty much as though he himself were
in the daily habit of handling them.* He never looked upon
himself as an archaologist, yet his knowledge of the every-
day usages of past times wasamazing; it wasan instinét, a sort
of second sight, I believe, brought in naturally as though the
writer were recounting a bit of his own experiences. 1 know
of no case in the Froissart poems or in the Arthur poems
where such detail interferes with the dramatic intensity of
the piece: on the contrary, this close description and vivid
realization of the story’s setting helps to place before our
eyes his own wonderful prismatic vision.

In “Lindenborg Pool ”’ is a remarkable piece of dramatic
description of desolate forest waste, full of keen observation,

* Hesaid once, ina moment of exasperation, a poor drawing of some
medieval armour being in question: “ No one can draw armour pro-
perly unless he can draw a knight with his feet on the hob, toasting
a herring on the point of his sword.”
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and giving an impression of intolerable dreariness. Many
times I have heard  thereeds justtaken by the wind, knock-
ing against each other, the flat ones scraping all along the
round ones,” but never thought to describe them in this
simple direct way. “The Hollow Land” gives, one after
another, the broken pictures of a strange, beautiful dream,
and should be known if only that the snatches of carols and
the lovely song at the close might be read in their due place
in the story. My plan has been to publish all these contribu-
tions to the magazine, except thosethat appearin “The De-
fence of Guenevere,” so the modern tale of “Frank’s Sealed
Letter” has to be included. An early Victorian story by my
father, with a cold proud heroine named Mabel, iscertainlya
literary curiosity. The papers on Browning’s “Menand Wo-
men,” on “The Churches of North France,” *and “Death
the Avenger,” etc., need no comment. One poet discussing
the work of anotherisalwaysinteresting reading ; moreover,
the Browning poems are treated with a sweet seriousness
and a certain direct simplicity in the attempt to straighten
out some of the complicated personalities that it is scarcely
possible to read without being touched ; the writing seems to
breathe the fresh fragrance of a June garden, and one could
not wish these papers overlooked.

Four of the five poems that appeared in the magazine,
“Riding Together,” “The Chapel in Lyoness,” “Summer
Dawn,” “Hands,” were included in the “Guenevere”
volume. “Hands” appears there as the song at the end of
“Rapunzel.”

* He himself writesof thisarticle: “Ithas cost me moretroublethan
anything I have written yet; I ground at it the other night from nine
o’clock till half past four a.m., when the lamp went out, and I had
to creep upstairs to bed through the great dark house like a thief.”
He was writing from Water House, Walthamstow.
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THE DEFENCE OF GUENEVERE AND OTHER
POEMS

HE author had certainly designed a complete Arthur

I cycle, and we have fragments of other Arthurian sub-

jects, such as “The Maying of Queen Guenevere,”

which gives the following picture of Mellyagraunce brood-
ing on his castle-roof:

The end of spring was now drawn near
And all the leaves were grown fulllong;
The apple twigs were stiff and strong,

And one by one fell off from song

‘This thrush and that thrush by daylight,
Though lustily they sing near night.

This time a-maying went the Queen,

But Mellyagraunce across the green

Fresh meadows where the blue dykes were
Stared out and thought of Guenevere.

“If I could get her once,” he said,
“Whatever men say, by God’s head

But I would hold her.” Here he glanced
Across his strong courts, for he chanced
To be on a tower-roof that tide,

And his banner-staff up beside

His bended knee. “St. Mary, though,
When I think well, I do not know

Why I should give myself this pain

About the Queen, and be so fain

To have her by me; God to aid,

I have seen many a comely maid—
Ah!and well-born too—if I said:

‘Fair lady, may I bear your glove?’ h
Would turn round quick and look all love:
While she laughs at me—Ilaughs aloud ™. ..

There is an interesting fragment froma poemon Iseult of
Brittany which I am giving in the last volume of this series.
There are also some fifteen verses of “Sir Palomydes’
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Quest,” and the following fragment of a descriptive opening
of “Guenevere.” As an isolated piece of colour and detail
this last is too interesting to pass over, though the author
discarded it for the abrupt and dramatic opening of the pub-
lished poem. It is in the “Guenevere” measure, though it
stands unbroken in the poet’s first draft:

That summer morning out in the green fields
Along the Itchen, sat King Arthur’s knights
Long robed and solemn, their brave battle shields

Hung in the canopies, to see such sights
As might be seen that morning, and to hear
Such strange grim words fiercer than many fights,

That on that morn 'twixt anger and great fear
Brave lips and beautiful might writhe to say.
High up in wooden galleriesanear

That solemn court of judgment dames sat—gay
With many coloured kirtles, yea, but some
Were sick and white with much fear on that day;

For now take notice, Launcelot was not come;
The lordly minstrel Tristram, nigh to death
From King Mark’s glaive, sat brooding at his home;

Gareth was riding fearful of men’s breath
Since he was Gawaine’s brother; through the trees
And over many a mountain and bare heath

The questing beast, wings spread out to the breezc,
Trailed Palomydes, wearied feet and sore,
And ever Lawaine was at Launcelot’s knees,

So he was missed too; ever more and more
Grew Gawaine's nets round Guenevere the Queen.
Look round about what knights were there that wore

Sir Launcelot’s colours, the great snake of green
That twisted on the quartered white and red—
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It is characteristic of my father’s way of working that he
should re-model a poem, sometimes on entirely different
lines and in a different measure, discarding pagesand pages
of matter with the cheerful indifference of one to whom the
production of these beautiful thingsappeared to be the spon-
taneous flow of a spring that is never dry. Corre&ing meant
for him, more often than not, re-writing.

“The Defence of Guenevere” was received with indif-
ference by thecritics. Intgrotheyoung poetsof“the fifties
take their due stand on the hill of Parnassus; in the Vi&orian
mid-century they were smiled at by some of the critics. And
yet they were, in truth, of their century, and stood for much
thatcould only be voiced through them;they were inheritors
of the romantic tradition, themselves covering fresh ground
withyouthfuleagernessand power. Butifsome peoplesmiled
at the new music, men of letters did not fail to know that it
rang true. Two figures, well known in London, stand out in
the crowd, friendly and genial. They were the first critics to
““discover” the new poet; my mother remembers how my
father came to her oneday inagreat state of excitement, wav-
ing the paper containing the notice of “The Defence of
Guenevere,”” and the excitement was no less over Dr Rich-
ard Garnett’s cordial and discriminating review of the poems,
some of which he welcomed as already known and admired.
I have often heard my father speak with warm appreciation
of the kindly treatment he received at the hands of these two
men. I do not think the feeling of affe@ionate gratitude he
had towards them in consequence ever weakened through-
out hislife. Itisnot a little thing forashyand sensitive young
man to have his first volume of poems treated with under-
standing and sympathy. That thoughtful critic ¢“Shirley "*
wrote on “Guenevere” a little later. He saw that the un-
wonted words employed in these chivalric poems, which
were generally received as affedtation, “were not mere

*MTr John Skelton in “Fraser’s Magazine,” June, 1860.
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fantasy, that the employment of antique and formal words
and habits is not formal or antiquarian only, but denotes a
living insight into the thought and heart of the dead people
whose life they shaped.”

Mr Andrew Lang, writing on “The Poetry of William
Morris ™ at a later date, remarks:

“Ifacriticmayfora momentindicate his personal relations
to the work received, I might say that I, and several of my
contemporaries at college, knew ¢ The Defence of Guene-
vere' almost by heart, before the name of Mr Morris was
renowned, and before he had published *The Lifeand Death
of Jason.” Wefound in the earlier book something which no
other contemporary poet possessed in the same measure:an
extraordinary power in the realm of fantasy; an unrivalled
sense of what was most exquisite and rare in the life of the
Middle Ages. We found Froissart’s people alive again in
Mr Morris’s poems, and we knew better what thoughts and
emotions lay in the secret of their hearts, than wecould learn
from the bright superficial pages of Froissart.”

In the Guenevere volume certain alterations were made
by the author in a copy of the first edition, made, I should
think, at the time of the Ellis reprint in 1873, but not used
except for a small erratum (p. 89, line 11, for shan read for).

In “The Chapel in Lyoness” (p. 31 in this present edi-
tion) he substitutes “arose lay by my face™ for “a rose lay
on my face.”

The further corrections I give consecutivelyand print the
alterations in italics, for convenience in reading:

SIRGALAHAD
All day long and every day
Till dreams and madness pass’d away
I watched Ozana as he lay
Within the gilded screen,
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1 sung, my singing moved him not;
1 held my peace; my heart grew hot,
About the quest and Launcelot

Far away, I ween.

So I went a little space
From out the chapel, bathed my face
Amid the stream that runs apace

By the churchyard wall.

There in my rest I plucked a rose

Where neath the lime a garden blows

And winds run through the trembling rows
Of lilies slim and tall.

1 bore him water for his drouth,

1 laid the flower beside his mouth,

He smiled, turned round towards the south,
Held up a golden tress.

The light smoteon it from the west:

He drew the covering from his breast,

Against his heart that hair he prest;
Death draws anigh 1o bless.

Next, in Sir Bors’ speech, the two first verses are cancel-
led and these three take their place; the verse following is
altered, as below:

SIR BORS

The western door wide open lay
About the time when we grew sad,

And close beside the door there lay
The red crossed shield of Galahad.

I entered, and despite of fear,
My sword lay quiet in its sheath,
Across the rood-screen gilded clear
I heard the sound of deep-drawn breath,
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Isaid:«Ifall be found and lost?”

And pushed the doors and raised my head,
And o’er the marble threshold crossed

And saw the seeker nowise dead.

I heard Ozana murmur low,
The King of many hopes he seemed,

But Galahad stooped and kissed his brow,
And triumph in his eyen gleamed.

After Ozana dies, the next verse is altered to:

SIR BORS
Galahad gazeth dreamily
On wondrous things his eyes may see
Amidst the air’ twixt him and me—
On his soul, Lord, have mercy.

In “Sir Peter Harpdon’s End ™ there are twoalterations.
On page 43, in the scene between Sir Peter and Sir Lambert
outside the castle, one passage in Sir Peter’s longest speech
1s thus altered:

Now
Why shouid I not do this thing that I think,
For even when I come to count the gams,
I have them my side: men will talk of us
*Twixt talk of Heltor dead so long agone;
Will 1alk of us long dead,and how we clung
To what we loved; perchance of how one died
Hoping for naught, doing some desperatedeed . . .

In the French camp before the castle, page 48, in Sir
Peter’s speech, line 2 from thebottom, for then read for; page
49, line 3, for

Fear not death so,
read
Nor fear—so; for I can tilt rzght well—
Let me not say, «I could”
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I think I'am right in this reading; the corretion is a little
ambiguous, but my father often made a word with a vowel-
sound of the same value as in fear to stand for two syllables,

I have followed the firstedition here,except in the case of
obvious misprints. The question of the author’s later cor-
rections brings me to a point which I have considered care-
fully, and about which there may well be difference of
opinion.* I have beenguided by what my father did when the
?uestion arose of a corrected poem by Keats. “I shall never
orget your father’s rage,” writes Mr Cockerell, “when he
found a late version of ‘La Belle Dame sans Merci’ in the
proofs of the Kelmscott Press Keats, and with what alacrity
thesheet was cancelledand reprinted.”” I donot mean it to be
inferred that he wasa fanatic on thispoint, but he had a certain
feeling about the first-published form of other men’s work,
if not about that of his own; I am bound to confess that if the
alteration made by Keats had been in his judgement an im-
provement to the poem, I feel sure he would have let it
stand.

Twoalterations were made by my father for the Kelmscott
Press edition of “Guenevere,” in spite of which I have ven-
tured to keep to the original reading; in “King Arthur's
Tomb™ the fourth verse g‘om the end was originally:

Banner and sword and shield, you dare not pray to die,}

* My father was not willing to have “ Guenevere” republished,
but was finally persuaded by Mr Ellis, and, as I have said, began to
make some corrections in an interleaved copy. Buthe thought better
of ity the alterations were not used and the volume comes out at Jast
with all its early imperfections; not only that, but, as Mr Forman
pointsout, the slip of errata being missing in the copy used, the 1875
edition appears with the old printers” errors that had been noted for
correftion in 1858.

+ Note, in the next verse,  Never, never again; not even when I
die,” the same {conscious or unconscious) lengthening of the line
with strangely intensifying effect.
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which he altered to
Banner and sword and shield, you dare not die.
In “Summer Dawn,” the old line,
Through the long twilight they pray for the dawn,

was first changed to

They pray through long glooming for daylight new born
and ultimately appears as

They pray the long gloom through for daylight new born.

As we all know, the alteration was made under friendly
pressure and my father was unconvinced of sin, “No one
but a Scotchman makes any difference between dawn and
morn,” he said, leaving the rhyme a few lines higher up,
moreover.

The following is a scene for “Sir Peter Harpdon’s End,”
omitted from the poem, as my father thought it weighted it
too much. Swinburne considered it so good that he tried to
persuade him to leave it in.

SIRPETER HARPDON’'SEND
In the Castle on the walls.

JOHN CURZON
And yet their hammering is grown fainter now;
An hour might be something, Sir.

SIRPETER

No fear
But they’ll be ready by the daylight, John.
Far better let this matter have its way;
Don’t think of it, your heart grows heavy so.
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JOHN CURZON

Sir, truly? Well, I know not, just as if
I were a builder and knew what would strain
And yet not break, or perhaps might not break.
Just so, you see, Sir, do I hold this;as for death
It makes my heart jump when I say the word,
But otherwise my thoughts keep off from it
Without much driving.

SIRPETER

John, where were you born?
You never told me yet, whose son were you.

JOHN CURZON

At Goring by the Thames, a pleasant place:
So many sluices on from lock to lock,
All manner of slim trees—"tis now ten years
Since I was there, and I was young that time,
For I look older than I am, fair Sir.
My father holds a little manor there,
He’salive still: I mind once—pardon me,
I trouble you.

SIR PETER

No, Curzon, on my word.

JOHN CURZON
1 mind once when my sister Anne was wed—

And she has children now: Why, what’s to-day?

Tenth of November—we shall mind it long

Hereafter when we sit at home in peace—

The tenth to-day then, or to-morrow—which is it?

I never could keep these things in my mind—

Is poor Anne’s birthday—hope it is to-day,

I shouldn’t like them to be holding feast

While—God, Sir Peter, those men are in shot.

'l fetch some archers, hold you still the while
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The Green Tower men will be the least tired out
And John of Waltham draws the stronger bow.
No noise, Sir, I'll be back soon.  He goes.

SIR PETER
That man now,

His thoughts go back in such a simple way,
Without much pain, I think, while mine—1 feel
As if I were shut up in [a] close room
Steaming and stifling with no hope to reach
The free air outside—O if [ had lived
To think of all the many happy days
I should have had, the pleasant quiet things,
Counted as little then, but each one now
Like lost salvation—Say I see her head
Turnedround to smile at cheery word of mine;
I'see her in the dance her gown held up
To free her feet, going to take my hand,
I see her in some crowded place bend down,
She is so tall, lay her hand flat upon
My breast beneath my chin as who should say,
Come here and talk apart: I see her pale,
Her mouth half open, looking on in fear
As the great tilt-yard fills; I see her, say,
Beside me on the dais; by my hearth
And in my bed who should have been my wife;
Day after day I see the French draw on;
Hold after hold falls as this one will fall,
Knight after knight hangs gibbeted like me,
Pennon on pennon do they drain us out
And I not there to let them. Lambert too,
I know what things he’ll say—ah well, God grant
That he gets slain by these same arrows here
That come up now. Enter John Cyrzon.

So, Curzon; little noise,
Wind the big perriere that they call Torte Bouche
I th%xgk we shall just reach them there: see now,
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Y ou mark their beftroi by the loose ox-skins
If you strain hard your eyes; now aim well up
To the windward and you’ll hit the midmost.

Set the staff—So, another inch this way of it,
Hands to the winch all ready. Now, Long Wat,
Stand with your six well on the right side

And aim about the little red bombard,

I mark them gathering there; you'll see them too
Within a little, when your eyelashes

Are well freed, so no hurry. By the Lord!
Here John of Waltham on [the] left, see here!
About the chestnut perriere I saw

The fellow with the red Montauban hat

Who did so well the first day—bend this way,
Lend me your arrow, there by the eightbarb
He’s stooping.

LONG WAT
Yea, fair Sir, I see right well.

SIR PETER

Curzon, all’s over; they’re quite ready now—

Are going to assault, I think, at once,

Here in the dark. (Aloud.) Yea, draw the catch when 1
Cry out aloud whatever cry comes first.

Lads, draw to the barb points for the King's sake.
—St. Edward for Lord Richard of Bordeaux!

Broad arrows for the King!—Shout, boys, hurrah!
The beffroy’s down.

JOHN CURZON
The Red Montauban hat
Hath got a token not a lady’s, Sir.

SIRPETER
By God they're moving though, their cries, Curzon—
“Our Lady for the Constable of France,” )
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‘ Sanxere, Sanxere,” ¢“the Marshal for King Charles,”’
“St. Ives for Clisson—"" Curzon, did you hear?

JOHN CURZON
Yea, Sir, and felt; a good round ton, I doubt,
Has fallen from the wall. I'm ready.

SIR PETER
Again
Among the men then, by Lord Clisson’s tent.

St. George Guienne! Long Wat and all you
Shoot all you may.

JOHN CURZON
St. George! Why again there,
It comes away like dried mud; at this rate
They will not need the beffroi. By daybreak
May God have mercy on our souls, fair Sir!
They have madeabreach—hark there,they know it too.

The following verses are taken from a fragment of a ballad
of about the same period.

Lo, Sirs, a desolate Damozel
In all highways I made my moan
With words on parchment written well
To help me to get back mine own;

And at the crossways that lead down
To either sea and the waste land,
The forest and the golden town,
I got a pursuivant to stand

Beside a cross of white and red,

And each day many knights passed by
Some bravely were apparelled

And had most things that gold can buy,
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And some came poorly from the wars,
With broken arms and visages

Scarred by the Saracen scimitars—
And unto each and all of these

My pursuivant cried loud and well
The words upon the parchment writ
By me the desolate Damozel:
“Fair Knights, I do you all to wit

“My lady a most noble dame
A recreant traitor hath appealed,
And surely, Sirs, it were great blame
Such a fair noble dame to yield

“Unto the fire...”

Some of thedrafts of these early poems are writtenin large
quarto note-books, some on half-sheets of note-paper, writ-
ten on both sides—the first thing that came to hand. There
are scarcely any stopsand few capitals. My father was notori-
ously careless in spelling common words, and he did not
trouble himself much about stops; he had, however, certain
peculiarities in pun&uation, and when these got entangled
with the printers’ views, the rather muddled scheme has
sometimes a quaint appearance, so I am told by people who
are exact in these matters.

The portrait in this volume is taken from a little pencil
drawing by my father himself. It must have been done at
about the age of twenty-three.

NOTE TOPAGE X1
MONG the letters written home on the tour in France
Awith Burne-Jones and Fulford in 18§ were some to
A Grandmamma, the first a hurried note in pencildated
from Abbeville at midnight the night of their arrival, and
written, evidently, in excited anticipation. After describing
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how afterleaving the station they walked along a paved road
with poplars on either sidetill they cameto the river Somme,
which they nearly walked into, he concludes: “ We caughta
glimpse of the Big Church, it looks exceedingly splendid, 2
very mountain of wrought stone; I long for to-morrow
morning: as far as we could see the country about the town
is very pretty; but of course a beautiful starlight night does
wonders—My best love to Emma and Joseph, Henrletta
the boys & all of them
Youraff. Son
William

The following letters show how that state of excitement
was kept up all through the holiday, and show the capacity
of enjoying things to the utmost, always so characteristic.
They give an epitome of the tour, and all the church-seeing
and the leisured road travelling, on foot and in diligence.

Rouen: Hotel de France
Sunday, July 29th. [1855]

My dear Mother S

I suppose you will be expecting to hear of me by this
time so here is a dull account of what we have been doing
since we landed; Abbeville has a very fine Church, though
very unfinished, and the town itself is very old and full of
exceedingly good houses; we were all three in exstasies
thereat; we left Abbeville about midday the next day (Fri-
day) and got to Amiens in an hour or so, we stayed there till
the next morning being in the Church nearly all the time;
my friends were utterly taken aback at the grandeur of the
French Churches and have remained in thatstateever since:
well on Saturday we went first by train to Clermont and
thence walked to Beauvais{about 17 miles) we reached that
town about 6 o'clock in the evening having had a splendid
walk through the lovely country, a very flower garden it is
at this time of the year; I was rather knocked up by thewalk
in consequence of having to wear my slippers, for the shoes
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I brought with me I could not wear at all: I think I like
Beauvais Cathedral better than Amiens;the apse of Beauvais
must be the finest in the world. Well we stayed there till the
Sunday evening, when we went back to Clermont by dili-
gence and got back to Paris by % past eleven o'clock: we
stayed at Paris Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday; and saw
there the Beaux Arts department of the exhibition which
was very well worth seeing for the English pictures therein
and for nothing else; we stayed there about 7 hours on one
day. We saw too the Picture Gallery in the Louvre; Notre
Dame and some half dozen other Churches including the
Sainte Chapelle, and besides that the Hotel de Cluny: no-
thing ¢lse, though we worked hard at sight seeing forat least
12 hours a day, doing a great deal of walking; 1 don’t quite
like Paris yet, though my friends are delighted with it: We
left Paris on the Wednesday evening and got to Chartres
about ro3o’clock,and stayedthereall the nextday Thursday,
enjoyingourselvesimmensely overits quaint streetsand gor-
geous Churches; on the Friday morning early we took train
back to Maintenon (’tis a very little way), from Maintenon
to Dreux by a very quaint nondescript public conveyance.
Dreux is a very quaint old town with a fine church: from
Dreux toa place with an unpronounceable name Boueill, by
the same conveyance; from Boueill to Evreux by a railway,
it isonlya half hour’sride,we had avery short timeat Evreux
to ourgrief forseeing the beautiful Cathedral there,and then
had togoon byasimilarnondescript conveyance to Louviers;
by the way this same conveyance is a thing with an open cou-
pée holding three, and a rotonde holding 4, it is drawn by
one horse, and goes very slow I can tell you, but I can’t tell
youthe namethereof: Louviers hasavery richand beautiful,
though (for France) small Church: well from Louviers we
went fora few miles by omnibus to Louviers St Pierre where
we met the Rouen railway and got to Rouen by 8% P.M. this
was much better we thought than having to go back to Paris
and lose a day in railway travelling, for we fairly enjoyed this
journey (wh: took us inall about 1 § hoursand cost about gs.
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a piece) travelling through a most beautiful country (no
Lowland country 1 ever saw equals the valley in wh: Lou-
viers lies) seeing too 3 pituresque old towns each with its
lovely church. It was quite delightful, I have seldom enjoyed
a day so much; the railway took us little more than an hour
in all—well here we are in Rouen, glorious Rouen; yester-
day we went about the churches, mounted to the top of the
iron spire (360ft.) such a view from there, went all about the
roof and lantern of St. Ouen; heard vespers at Notre Dame
and finally after dinner mounted S. Catherine and wandered
about there till it was quite dark—Well we have had a glori-
ous time of it, working desperately hard; my two friends
have been in a state of exstasy since we landed, and for the
matter of that so have I. The weather has been just what we
could have wished: we hope to be able to stay out another
fortnight. I mustn’t write any more or it will be overweight
—Best love to all—
Your affectionate son

William
The penis VERY bad.
Hotel de France
Coutances, Normandy
h 18
My dear Mother August 7th 1855

We left Rouen on the Wednesday morning, &, be-
ing dissappointed of the Havre boat (wh: dosnt begin to run
until later in the year) went on foot to Caudebec, we had a
glorious walk, but it was rather too far perhaps for oneday’s
tramp, being 2 § miles, we wereall threea good deal knocked
up (you know I have very bad shoes for walking or I could
havedone it easily) and we could not well walk the nextday so
we went bya diligence to Yvetot & by railway from Yvetot
to Havre; and by the way as a rather remarkable fa&, I might
tell you that we paid the sum of one penny sterling for our
ride from Caudebec to Yvetot a distance of 16 miles; we
slept at Havre the Thursday night, and went on the Friday
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morning to Caen by steamer over a very smooth sea, Caen is
a fine place, but I'was never the less dissappointed therewith
as I had heard so much of it, but I was not dissappointed with
S. Etienne in that town, which is a splendid church; we left
Caen on Saturday afternoon by diligence for Bayeux, slept
there on Saturday evening, and saw the Cathedral wh: is a
very good one, and the tapestry on the Sunday; but as they
were repairing the choir and transepts, we could not, in spite
of our strenuous efforts get into that part of the church
much to our disgust; the tapestry is very quaint,and rude, &
very interesting. Well on the Monday morning we went on
to Coutances stopping an hour or two at S, Lo where there
is a fine Church; the Cathedral here is one of the finest we
have seen built almost uniformly in a style like our Early
English, very plain but very beautiful; there are two fine
Churches here besides: the town is built mostly of granite,
and lies up a steep hill overlooking a very pretty country,
very English in its look, much like Clay Cross without the
chimnies. We go on tomorrow by diligence to Avranches
from whence we shall see Mont S. Michel, & there alas!
alas! will end our French tour, for we shall go back to Gran-
ville on the Saturday evening, & start from Granville for
Jersey on the Sunday morning (at 11 o'clock just when you
are all in church)and I suppose the Monday or T'uesday fol-
lowing will see meat Walthamstow, ina very seedy condition
asto my clothes, for my coatisa beautiful russet brownwhere
the sun hascaught it, my beautiful violet ribbon had become
so seedy that I was obliged to throw it awayat Caudebec,and
no words can describe the seediness of my dusty hat; then
my shoes, O! my shoes! I was obliged to buy a pair of cloth
boots at Paris, (boots like you wear, you know) because
those shoes I took with me had made my corns so bad, well
they were not good things to walk in, but they were the only
things I could wear, and I hope they will hold together till I
come home, but I don’t think they will, they have been
patched twice at the sides, and now the heels are coming off,
and to-day I took them to a cobbler’s, there were 3 men and
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a boy there, I said when I had taken off my boot (in French
of course), Can you mend my boot if you please? and made
a face, expeéting what the answer would be; well they laid
their heads together and presently they (or rather one of
them) said, Monsieur we cannot mend it—so I went away.

Well, I can’t tell you when Ishall be at home as I don’t
quite know whether we shall be obliged to sleep at Jersey or
not, if I can find out before leaving Avranches I will write
and tell you.

Itis, I am happy to say, just dinner time, so good bye.

Give my best love to all—

Your affeGtionate son
William.
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THE DEFENCE OF GUENEVERE
AND OTHER POEMS



TO MY FRIEND
DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI1
PAINTER
I DEDICATE THESE POEMS



THE DEFENCE OF GUENEVERE

UT, knowing now thatthey would have herspeak,
She threw her wet hair backward from her brow,
Her hand close to her mouth touching hercheck,

As though she had had there a shameful blow,
And feeling it shameful to feel aught but shame
All through her heart, yet felt her cheek burned so,

She must a little touch it; like one lame
She walked away from Gauwaine, with her head
Still lifted up; and on her cheek of flame

The tears dried quick; she stopped at last and said:
“QO knights and lords, it seems but little skill
To talk of well-known things past now and dead.

“God wot I ought to say, I have done ill,
And pray you all forgiveness heartily!
Because you must be right, such great lords—still

“Listen, suppose your time were come to die,
And you were quite alone and very weak;
Yea, laid a dying while very mightily

“The wind was ruffling up the narrow streak
Ofriver through your broad lands running well:
Suppose a hush should come, then some one speak:

“¢One of these cloths is heaven, and one is hell,
Now choose one cloth for ever; which they be,
I will not tell you, you must somehow tell

“¢Of your own strength and mightiness; here, see!’
Yea, yea, my lord, and you to ope your eyes,
At foot of your familiar bed to see

A great God’s angel standing, with such dyes,
Not known on earth, on his great wings, and hands
Held out two ways, light from the inner skies
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The Defence
of Guenevere

«Showing him well, and making his commands
Seem to be God’s commands, moreover, too,
Holding within his hands the cloths on wands;

“ And one of these strange choosing clcths was blue,
Wavy and long, and one cut short and red;
No man could tell the better of the two.

“After a shivering half-hour you said:
‘God help! heaven’scolour, theblue;’ and hesaid: ¢he!
Perhaps you then would roll upon your bed,

“And cry to all good men that loved you well,
¢Ah Christ! if only I had known, known, known;’
Launcelot went away, then I could tell,

“Like wisest man how all things would be, moan,
And roll and hurt myself, and long to die,
And yet fear much to die for what was sown.

“Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie,
Whatever may have happened through these years,
God knows I speak truth, saying that you lie.”

Her voice was low at first, being full of tears,
Butas it cleared, it grew full loud and shrill,
Growing a windy shriek in all men’s ears,

A ringing in their startled brains, until
She said that Gauwaine lied, then her voice sunk,
And her great eyes began again to fill,

Though still she stood right up, and never shrunk,
But spoke on bravely, glorious lady fair!
Whatever tears her full lips may have drunk,

She stood, and seemed to think, and wrung her hair,
Spoke out atlast with no more trace of shame,
With passionate twisting of her body there:
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“It chanced upon a day that Launcelot came The Defence
To dwell at Arthur’s court: at Christmas-time of Guenevere
This happened; when the heralds sung his name,

“¢Son of King Ban of Benwick,’ seemed to chime
Along with all the bells that rang that day,
O’er the white roofs, with little change of rhyme.

“Christmas and whitened winter passed away,
And over me the April sunshine came,
Made very awful with black hail-clouds, yea

“And in the Summer I grew white with flame,
And bowed my head down—Autumn, and the sick
Sure knowledge things would never be the same,

“ However often Spring might be most thick
Of blossoms and buds, smote on me, and I grew
Careless of most things, let the clock tick, tick,

“To my unhappy pulse, that beat right through
My eager body; while I laughed out loud,
And let my lips curl up at false or true,

“Seemed cold and shallow without any cloud.
Behold my judges, then the cloths were brought;
While I was dizzied thus, old thoughts would crowd,

“Belonging to the time ere I was bought
By Arthur’s great name and his little love;
Must I give up for ever then, [ thought,

“That which I deemed would ever round me move
Glorifying all things; for a little word,
Scarce ever meant at all, must I now prove

“Stone-cold for ever? Pray you, does the Lord
Will that all folks should be quite happy and good?
I love God now a little, if this cord
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The Defence  “Were broken, once for all what striving could
of Guenevere Make me love anything in earth or heaven?

So day by day it grew, as if one should

“Slip slowly down some path worn smooth and even,
Down to a cool sea on a summer day;
Yet still in slipping there was some small leaven

“Of stretched hands catching small stones by the way,
Until one surely reached the sea at last,
And felt strange new joy as the worn head lay

“Back, with the hair like sea-weed; yea all past
Sweat of the forehead, dryness of the lips,
Washed utterly out by the dear waves o'ercast,

“In the lone sea, far off from any ships!
Do I not know now of a day in Spring?
No minute of that wild day ever slips

“From out my memory; I hear thrushes sing,
And wheresoever I may be, straightway
Thoughts of it all come up with most fresh sting:

“1 was half mad with beauty on that day,
And went without my ladies all alone,
In a quiet garden walled round every way;

] was right joyful of that wall of stone,
That shut the flowers and trees up with the sky,
And trebled all the beauty: to the bone,

“Yea right through to my heart, grown very shy
With weary thoughts, it pierced, and made me glad;
Exceedingly glad, and 1 knew verily,

A little thing just then had made me mad;
I dared not think, as I was wont to do,
Sometimes, upon my beauty;if I had
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“ Held out my long hand up against the blue, The Defence
And, looking on the tenderly darken’d fingers, of Guenevere
Thought that by rights one ought toseequite through,

“There, see you, where the soft still light yet lingers,
Round by the edges; what should 1 have done,
If this had joined with yellow spotted singers,

“ And startling green drawn upward by the sun?
But shouting, loosed out, see now! all my hair,
And trancedly stood watching the west wind run

« With faintest half-heard breathing sound—why there
I lose my head e’en now in doing this;
But shortly listen—In that garden fair

“Came Launcelot walking; this is true, the kiss
Wherewith we kissed in meeting that spring day,
I scarce dare talk of the remember’d bliss,

“When both our mouths went wandering in one way,
And aching sorely, met among the leaves;
Our hands being left behind strained far away.

“Never within a yard of my bright sleeves
Had Launcelot come before—and now, so nigh!
After that day why is it Guenevere grieves?

“ Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie,
Whatever happened on through all those years,
God knows I speak truth, saying that you lie.

“Being such a lady could 1 weep these tears
If this were true? A great queen suchas |
Having sinn’d this way, straight her conscience sears;

“ And afterwards she liveth hatefully,
Slaying and poisoning, certes never weeps,—
Gauwaine, be friends now, speak me lovingly.

rs
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The Defence  “Do I not see how God’s dear pity creeps
of Guenevere  All through your frame, and trembles in your mouth?
Remember in what grave your mother sleeps,

“Buried in some place far down in the south,
Men are forgetting as I speak to you;
By her head sever’d in that awful drouth

“Of pity that drew Agravaine’s fell blow,
I pray your pity! let me not scream out
For ever after, when the shrill winds blow

“Through half your castle-locks! let me not shout
For ever after in the winter night
When you ride out alone! in battle-rout

“Let not my rusting tears make your sword light!
Ah! God of mercy, how he turns away!
So, ever must I dress me to the fight;

“So—Tlet God’s justice work! Gauwaine, 1 say,
See me hew down your proofs: yea, all men know
Even as you said how Mellyagraunce one day,

“One bitter day in /a Fausse Garde, for so
All good knights held it after, saw—
Yea, sirs, by cursed unknightly outrage; though

“You, Gauwaine, held his word without a flaw,
This Mellyagraunce saw blood upon my bed—
Whose blood then pray you? is there any law

“To make a queen say why some spots of red
Lie on her coverlet? or will you say:
¢ Your hands are white, lady, as when you wed,

““Where did you bleed " and must I stammer out: ‘Nay
I'blush indeed, fair lord, only to rend
My sleeve up to my shoulder, where there lay



“¢A knife-point last night:” so must I defend The Defence
The honour of the lady Guenevere? of Guenevere
Not so, fair lords, even if the world should end

“This very day, and you were judges here
Instead of God. Did you see Mellyagraunce
When Launcelot stood by him? what white fear

“Curdled his blood, and how his teeth did dance,
Hisside sink in? as my knight cried and said:
‘Slayer of unarm’d men, here isa chance!

“¢Setter of traps, I pray you guard your head,
By God I am so glad to fight with you,
Stripper of ladies, that my hand feels lead

“¢For driving weight; hurrah now! draw and do,
Forall my woundsare moving in my breast,
And Iam getting mad with waiting so.’

“He struck his hands together o’er the beast,
Who fell down flatand grovell’d at his feet,
And groan’d at being slain so young—-*at least.’

“My knight said: ¢Rise you, sir, who are so flect
At catching ladies, half-arm’d will I fight,
My left side all uncovered!’ then I weet,

“Up sprang Sir Mellyagraunce with great delight
Upon his knave’s face; not until just then
Did I quite hate him, as I saw my knight

“Along the lists look to my stake and pen
With such a joyous smile, 1t made me sigh
From agony beneath my waist-chain, when

“The fight began, and to me they drew nigh;
Ever Sir Launcelot kept him on the right,
And traversed warily, and ever high



The Defence

of Guenevere

“And fast leapt caitiff ’s sword, until my knight
Sudden threw up his sword to his left hand,
Caught it,and swung it; that was all the fight,

“ Except a spout of blood on the hot land;
For it was hottest summer;and I know
I wonder’d how the fire, while I should stand,

“And burn, against the heat, would quiver so,
Yards above my head; thus these matters went;
Which things were only warnings of the woe

“That fell on me. Yet Mellyagraunce was shent,
For Mellyagraunce had fought against the Lord;
Therefore, my lords, take heed lest you be blent

“With all this wickedness; say no rash word
Against me, being so beautiful; my eyes,
Weptall away to grey, may bring some sword

“To drown you in your blood; see my breast rise
Like waves of purple sea, as here I stand;
And how my arms are moved in wonderful wise,

“Yeaalsoat my full heart’s strong command,
See through my long throat how the words go up
In ripples to my mouth; how in my hand

“The shadow lies like wine within a cup
Of marvellously colour’d gold; yea now
This little wind is rising, look you up,

“And wonder how the light is falling so
Within my moving tresses: will you dare,
When you have looked a little on my brow,

“To say this thing is vile? or will you care
For any plausible lies of cunning woof,
When you can see my face with no e there
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“Forever?am I not a gracious proof— The Defence
¢But in your chamber Launcelot was found '— of Guenevere
Is there a good knight then would stand aloof,

“When a queen says with gentle queenly sound:
‘O true as steel, come now and talk with me,
I love to see your step upon the ground

“<Unwavering, also well I love to see
That gracious smile light up your face, and hear
Your wonderful words, thatall mean verily

“¢The thing they seem to mean: good friend, so dear
To mein everything, come here to-night,
Or else the hours will pass most dull and drear;

“<If you come not, I fear this time I might
Get thinking over much of times gone by,
When I was young, and green hope was in sight:

“<For no man cares now to know why I sigh;
And no man comes to sing me pleasant songs,
Nor any brings me the sweet flowers that lie

“¢So thick in the gardens; therefore one so longs
To see you, Launcelot; that we may be
Like children once again, free from all wrongs

¢ Just for one night.” Did he not come to me?
What thing could keep true Launcelot away
If I said, *Come?’ There was one less than three

“In my quiet room that night, and we were gay;
Till sudden I rose up, weak, pale, and sick,
Because a bawling broke our dream up, yea

“I looked at Launcelot’s face and could nat speak,
For he looked helpless too, for a little while;
Then I remember how 1 tried to shriek,



The Defence

of Guenevere

“ And could not, but fell down; from tile to tile
The stones they threw up rattled o’er my head
And made me dizzier; till within a while

“My maids were all about me, and my head
On Launcelot’s breast was being soothed away
From its white chattering, until Launcelot said—

“By God! I will not tell you more to-day,
Judge any way you will—what matters it?
You know quite well the story of that fray,

“How Launcelot still’d their bawling, the mad fit
That caught up Gauwaine—all, all, verily,
But just that which would save me; these things flit.

“Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie,
Whatever may have happen’d these long years,
God knows I speak truth, saying that you lie!

¢« All T have said is truth, by Christ’s dear tears.”
She would not speak another word, but stood
Turn'd sideways; listening, like a man who hears

His brother’s trumpet sounding through the wood
Of his foes’ lances. She lean’d eagerly,
And gave a slight spring sometimes, as she could

At last hear something really; joyfully

Her cheek grew crimson, as the headlong speed
Of the roan charger drew all men to see,

The knight who came was Launcelot at good need.
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KING ARTHUR’S TOMB

OT August noon—already on that day

H Sincesunrise throughthe Wiltshire downs, most sad
Of mouth and eye, he had gone leagues of way;

Ay and by night, till whether good or bad

He was, he knew not, though he knew perchance
That he was Launcelot, the bravest knight

Of all who since the world was, have borne lance,
Or swung their swords in wrong cause or in right.

Nay, he knew nothing now, except that where
The Glastonbury gilded towers shine,

A lady dwelt, whose name was Guenevere;
This he knew also; that some fingers twine,

Not only in a man’s hair, even his heart,
(Making him good or bad I mean,) butin his life,
Skies, earth, men’s looks and deeds, all that has part,
Not being ourselves, in that half-sleep, half-strife,

(Strange sleep, strange strife,) that men call living; so
Was Launcelot most glad when the moon rose,

Because it brought new memories of her—* Lo,
Between the trees a large moon, the wind lows

““Notloud, but as a cow begins to low,

Wishing for strength to make the herdsman hear:
The ripe corn gathereth dew; yea, long ago,

In the old garden life, my Guenevere

“Loved to sit still among the flowers, till night
Had quite come on, hair loosen’d, for she said,
Smiling like heaven, that its fairness might
Draw up the wind sooner to cool her head.

“Now while I ride how quick the moon gets small,
As it did then-—I tell myselfa tale
That will not last beyond the whitewashed wall,
Thoughts of some joust must help me through the vale,
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King Arthur’s “Keep this till after—How Sir Gareth ran

Tomb

A good course that day under my Queen’s eyes,
And how she sway’d laughing at Dinadan—
No—back again, the other thoughts will rise,

“And yet I think so fast "twill end right soon—
Verily then I think, that Guenevere,

Made sad by dew and wind and tree-barred moon,
Did love me more than ever, was more dear

“T'o me than ever, she would let me lie
And kiss her feet, or, if I sat behind,
Would drop her hand and arm most tenderly,
And touch my mouth. And she would let me wind

“Her hair around my neck, so that it fell
Upon my red robe, strange in the twilight

With many unnamed colours, till the bell
Of her mouth on my cheek senta delight

“Through all my ways of being; like the stroke
Wherewith God threw all men upon the face

When he took Enoch, and when Enoch woke
With a changed body in the happy place.

“Once, I remember, as I sat beside,
She turn’d a little and laid back her head,
And slept upon my breast; I almost died
In those night-watches with my love and dread.

“There lily-like she bow’d her head and slept,
And I breathed low and did not dare to move,

But sat and quiver’d inwardly, thoughts crept,
And frighten’d me with pulses of my Love.

“The stars shone out above the doubtful green
Of her bodice, in the green sky overhead;

Pale in the green sky were the stars | ween,
Because the moon shone like a star she shed
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“When she dwelt up in heaven a while ago, King Arthur’s
And ruled all things but God: the night went on, Tomb

The wind grew cold, and the white moon grew low,
One hand had fallen down, and now lay on

“ My cold stiff palm; there were no colours then
For near an hour,and 1 fell asleep

In spite of all my striving, even when A
I held her whose name-letters make me leap.

“] did not sleep long, feeling that in sleep

I did some loved one wrong, so that the sun
Had only just arisen from the deep

Still land of colours, when before me one

“Stood whom 1 knew, but scarcely dared to touch,
She seemed to have changed so in the night;
Moreover she held scarlet lilies, such
As Maiden Margaret bears upon the light

“Of the great church walls, natheless did I walk
Through the fresh wet woodsand the wheat that morn,

Touching her hair and hand and mouth, and talk
Oflove we held, nigh hid among the corn.

“Back to the palace, ere the sun grew high,
We went, and in a cool green room all day

I gazed upon thearras giddily,
Where the wind set the silken kings a-sway.

“1 could not hold her hand, or see her face;
For which may God forgive me! but I think,
Howsoever, that she was not in that place.”
These memories Launcelot was quick to drink;

And when these fell, some paces past the wall,
There rose yet others, but they wearied more,
And tasted not so sweet; they did not fall
So soon, butvaguely wrenched his strained heart sore
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King Arthur’s In shadowy slipping from his grasp: these gone,
Tomb A longing followed; if he might but touch
That Guenevere at once! Still night, the lone
Grey horse’s head before him vex’d him much,

In steady nodding over the grey road-—

Still night, and night, and night, and emptied heart
Of any stories; whata dismal load

Time grew at last, yea, when the night did part,

And let the sun flame over all, still there
The horse’s grey ears turn’d this way and that,
And still he watch’d them twitching in the glare
Of the morning sun, behind them still he sat,

Quite wearied out with all the wretched night,
Until about the dustiest of the day,

On the last down’s brow he drew his rein in sight
Of the Glastonbury roofs that choke the way.

And he was now quite giddy as before,

When she slept by him, tired out, and her hair
Was mingled with the rushes on the floor,

And he, being tired too, was scarce aware

Of her presence; yet as he sat and gazed,

A shiver ran throughout him, and his breath
Came slower, he seem’d suddenly amazed,

As though he had not heard of Arthur’s death.

This for a moment only, presently
He rode on giddy still, until he reach’d

A place of apple-trees, by the thorn-tree
Wherefrom St. Joseph in the days past preached.

Dazed there he laid his head upon a tomb
Not knowing it was Arthur's, at which sight
One of her maidens told her, “He is come,”
And she went forth to meet him; yeta blight
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Had settled on her, all her robes were black, King Arthur’s
Witha long white veil only; she went slow, Tomb

As one walks to be slain, her eyes did lack
Half her old glory, yea, alas! the glow

Had left her face and hands; this was because

As she lay last night on her purple bed,
Wishing for morning, grudging every pause

Of the palace clocks, until that Launcelot’s head

Should lie on her breast, with all her golden hair
Each side—when suddenly the thing grew drear

In morning twilight, when the grey downs bare
Grew into lumps of sin to Guenevere.

At first she said no word, but lay quite still,
Only her mouth was open, and her eyes
Gazed wretchedly about from hill to hill;
As though she asked, not with so much surprise

As tired disgust, what made them stand up there
So cold and grey. After, a spasm took

Her face, and all her frame; she caught her hair,
All her hair, in both hands, terribly she shook,

And rose till she was sitting in the bed,
Set her teeth hard, and shut her eyes and seem’d
As though she would have torn it from her head,
Natheless she dropp’d it, lay down, as she deem’d

It matter’d not whatever she might do—
O Lord Christ! pity on her ghastly face!
Those dismal hours while the cloudless blue
Drew the sun higher—He did give her grace;

Because at last she rose up from her bed,
And put her raiment on, and knelt before
The blessed rood, and with her dry lips said,
Muttering the words against the marble floor:
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King Arthur’s “Unless you pardon, what shall I do, Lord,

Tomb

But go to hell? and there see day by day
Foul deed on deed, hear foulest word on word,
For ever and ever, such as on the way

“To Camelot I heard once from a churl,
That curled me up upon my jennet’s neck
With bitter shame; how then, Lord, should I curl
Forages and for ages? dost thou reck

“That I am beautiful, Lord, even as you
And your dear Mother? why did 1 forget

You were so beautiful, and good, and true,
That you loved me so, Guenevere? O yet

“If even I go to hell, I cannot choose

But love you, Christ, yea, though I cannot keep
From loving Launcelot; O Christ! must Ilose

My own heart’s love? see, though I cannot weep,

“Yetam I very sorry for my sin;
Moreover, Christ, I cannot bear that hell,
I am most fain to love you, and to win
A place in heaven some time—1I cannot tell-——

“Speak to me, Christ! I kiss, kiss, kiss your feet;
Ah! now I weep!”—The maid said: “By the tomb
He waiteth for you, lady,” coming fleet,
Not knowing what woe filled up all the room.

So Guenevere rose and went to meet him there;
He did not hear her coming, as he lay
On Arthur’s head, till some of her long hair
Brush’d on the new-cut stone—“Well done! to pray

“For Arthur, my dear lord, the greatest king
That ever lived.” « Guenevere! Guenevere!

Do you not know me, are you gone mad? fling
Your arms and hair about me, lest I fear
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“You are not Guenevere, but some other thing,”
“Pray you forgive me, fair lord Launcelot!
Lam not mad, but [ am sick; they cling,
God’s curses, unto such as I am; not

“Ever again shall we twine arms and lips.”
“Yea, she is mad: thy heavy law, O Lord,
Is very tight about her now, and grips
Her poor heart, so that no right word

¢Can reach her mouth; so, Lord, forgive her now,
That she not knowing what she does, being mad,
Kills me in this way—Guenevere, bend low
And kiss me once! for God’s love kiss me! sad

“Though your face is, you look much kinder now;

King Arthur’s
Tomb

Yea once, once for the last time kiss me, lest I die.”

“Christ! my hot lipsare very near his brow,
Help me to save his soul!—Yea, verily,

“ Across my husband’s head, fair Launcclot!
Fair serpent mark’d with V upon the head!
This thing we did while yet he was alive,
Why not, O twisting knight, now he is dead?

“Yea, shake! shake now and shiver! it you can
Remember anything for agony,

Pray you remember how when the wind ran
One cool spring evening through fair aspen-tree,

“And elm and oak about the palace there,

The king came back from battle, and I stood
To meet him, with my ladies, on the stair,

My face made beautiful with my young blood.”

“Will she lie now, Lord God?” * Remember too,

Wrung heart, how first before the knights there came

A royal bier, hung round with green and blue,
About it shone great tapers with sick flame.
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King Arthur’s “And thereupon Lucius, the Emperor,
Tomb Lay royal-robed, but stone-cold now and dead,
Notable to hold sword or sceptre more,
But not quite grim; because his cloven head

“Bore no marks now of Launcelot’s bitter sword,
Being by embalmers deftly solder’d up;

So still it seem’d the face of a great lord,
Being mended as a craftsman mends a cup.

“Also the heralds sung rejoicingly

To their long trumpets: ‘Fallen under shield,
Here lieth Lucius, King of Italy,

Slain by Lord Launcelot in open field.’

“Thereat the people shouted: ¢ Launcelot!”
And through the spears I saw you drawing migh,
Youand Lord Arthur—nay, I saw you not,
But rather Arthur, God would not let die,

“I hoped, these many years; he should grow great,
And in his great arms still encircle me,

Kissing my face, half blinded with the heat
Ofking’s love for the queen 1 used to be.

“Launcelot, Launcelot, why did he take your hand,
When he had kissed me in his kingly way?
Saying: ‘This s the knight whom all the land
Calls Arthur’s banner, sword and shield to-day;

“¢Cherish him, love.” Why did your long lips cleave
In such strange way unto my fingers then?

So eagerly glad to kiss, so loath toleave
When you rose up? Why among helmed men

“Could I always tell you by your long strong arms,
And sway like an angel’s in your saddle there?
Why sicken’d I so often with alarms
Over the tilt-yard? Why were you more fair
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“Than aspens in the autumn at their best? King Arthur's
Why did you fill all lands with your great fame,  ‘Tomb

So that Breuse even, as he rode, fear’d lest
At turning of the way your shield should flame?

¢ Was it nought then, my agony and strife?
When as day passed by day, year after year,
I found I could not livea righteous lifel
Didst ever think queens held their truth for dear?

“Q, but your lips say: ¢ Yea, but she was cold
Sometimes, always uncertain as the spring;

When I was sad she would be overbold,
Longing for kisses;’ when war-bells did ring,

“The back-toll’d bells of noisy Camelot—"
“Now, Lord God, listen! listen, Guenevere,

Though I am weak just now, I think there’s not
A man who dares to say: ¢ You hated her,

¢ And left her moaning while you fought your fill
In the daisied meadows!” lo you her thin hand,

That on the carven stone can not keep still,
Because she loves me against God’s command,

“ Has often been quite wet with tear on tear,
Tears Launcelot keeps somewhere, surely not
In his own heart, perhaps in Heaven, where
He will not be these ages "—* Launcelot!

“Loud lips, wrung heart! I say when the bells rang,
The noisy back-toll'd bells of Camelot,

There were two spots on earth, the thrushes sang
In the lonely gardens where my love was not,

“Where I was almost weeping; I dared not

Weep quite in those days, lest one maid should say,
In tittering whispers: *Where is Launcelot

To wipe with some kerchief those tears away?’
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King “ Another answer sharply with brows knit,

Arthur’s And warning hand up, scarcely lower though:

Tomb ‘You speak too loud, see you, she heareth it,
This tigress fair has claws, as 1 well know,

“¢As Launcelot knowstoo, the poor knight! well-a-day
Why met he not with Iseult from the West,

Or better still, Iseult of Brittany,
Perchance indeed quite ladyless were best.’

“Alas, my maids, you loved not overmuch
Queen Guenevere, uncertain as sunshine

In March; forgive me! for my sin being such,
About my whole life, all my deeds did twine,

“Made me quite wicked; as I found out then,
I think; in the lonely palace where each morn
We went, my maids and I, to say prayers when
They sang mass in the chapel on the lawn.

“And every morn I scarce could pray atall,

For Launcelot’s red-golden hair would play,
Instead of sunlight, on the painted wall,

Mingled with dreams of what the priest did say;

“Grim curses out of Peter and of Paul;
Judging of strange sins in Leviticus;
Another sort of writing on the wall,
Scored deep across the painted heads of us.

“Christ sitting with the woman at the well,
And Mary Magdalen repenting there,

Her dimmed eyes scorch’d and red at sight of hell
So hardly ’scaped, no gold light on her hair.

“And if the priest said anything that seemed
"To touch upon the sin they said we did,—
(This in their teeth) they looked as if they deem’d
That I was spying what thoughts might be hid
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“Under green-cover’d bosoms, heaving quick Kin
Beneath quick thoughts; whilethey grewred with shame, Arthur’s

And gazed down at their feet—while 1 felt sick, Tomb
And almost shriek’d if one should call my name.

“The thrushes sang in the lone garden there—

But where you were the birds were scared I trow—
Clanging of arms about pavilions fair,

Mixed with the knights’ laughs; there,as [ well know,

“Rode Launcelot, the king of all the band,
And scowling Gauwaine, like the night in day,
And handsome Gareth, with his great white hand
Curl’d round the helm-crest, ere he join’d the fray;

¢« And merry Dinadan with sharp dark face,
All true knights loved to see; and in the fight
Great Tristram, and though helmed you could trace
In all his bearing the frank noble knight;

«And by him Palomydes; helmet off,
He fought, his face brush’d by his hair,
Red heavy swinging hair; he fear’d a scoff
So overmuch, though what true knight would dare

“To mock that face, fretted with useless care,
And bitter useless striving after love?

O Palomydes, with much honour bear
Beast Glatysaunt upon your shield, above

““Your helm that hides the swinging of your hair,
And think of Iseult, as your sword drives through
Much mail and plate—O God, let me be there
A little time, as | was long ago!

“Because stout Gareth lets his spear fall low,
Gauwaine and Launcelot and Dinadan

Are helm’d and waiting; let the trumpets go!
Bend over, ladies, to seeall you can!
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King Arthur’s “Clenchteeth,dames, yea,clasp hands, for Gareth’sspear

Tomb

Throws Kay from out his saddle, like a stone
From a castle-window when the foe draws near—
¢Iseult!’ Sir Dinadan rolleth overthrown.

“¢Iseult!’—again—the pieces of each spear
Fly fathoms up, and both the great steeds reel;
“Tristram for Iseult!’ ¢Iseult!’ and ‘Guenevere!’
The ladies’ names bite verily like steel.

“They bite—bite me, Lord God!—1I shall go mad,
Or else die kissing him, he is so pale;

He thinks me mad already, O bad! bad!
Let melie down a little while and wail.”

“No longer so, rise up, 1 pray you, love,
And slay me really, then we shall be heal'd,
Perchance, in the aftertime by God above.”
“Banner of Arthur—with black-bended shield

“Sinister-wise across the fair gold ground!
Here let me tell you what a knight you are,

O sword and shield of Arthur! you are found
A crooked sword, I think, that leaves a scar

“On the bearer’s arm, so be he thinks it straight,
Twisted Malay’s crease beautiful blue-grey,

Poison’d with sweet fruit; as he found too late,
My husband Arthur, on some bitter day!

“O sickle cutting hemlock the day long!

That the husbandman across his shoulder hangs,
And, going homeward about evensong,

Dies the next morning, struck through by the fangs!

“Banner and sword and shield, you dare not pray to die
Lest you meet Arthur in the other world,

And knowing who you are, he pass you by,
Taking short turns that he may watch you curl’d,
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“ Body and face and limbs in agony, King Arthur’s
Lest he weep presently and go away, Tomb
Saying: ¢ Iloved him once,” with a sad sigh—
Now I have slain him, Lord, let me go too, I pray.
Launcelot falls.
“Alas! alas! I know not what to do,
If I run fastit is perchance that I
May fall and stun myself, much better so,
Never, never again! not even when I die.”

LAUNCELOT on awaking.

I stretch’d my hands towards her and fell down,
How long I lay in swoon I cannot tell:

My head and hands were bleeding from the stone,
When I rose up, also I heard a bell.
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SIR GALAHAD: A CHRISTMAS
MYSTERY

T is the longest night in all the year,

I Near on the day when the Lord Christ was born;
Six hours ago I came and sat down here,
And ponder’d sadly, wearied and forlorn.

The winter wind that pass’d the chapel door,
Sang out a moody tune, that went right well

With mine own thoughts: I look’d down on the floor
Between my feet, until I heard a bell

Sound a long way off through the forest deep,
And toll on steadily; a drowsiness

Came on me, so that 1 fell half asleep,
As I sat there not moving: lessand less

I saw the melted snow that hung in beads
Upon my steel-shoes; less and less I saw
Between the tiles the bunches of small weeds:

Heartless and stupid, with no touch of awe

Upon me, half-shut eyes upon the ground,
I thought: O Galahad! the days go by,

Stop and cast up now that which you have found,
So sorely you have wrought and painfully.

Night after night your horse treads down alone
The sere damp fern, night after night you sit

Holding the bridle like a man of stone,
Dismal, unfriended, what thing comes of it?

And what if Palomydes also ride,
And over many a mountain and bare heath
Follow the questing beast with none beside?
Is he not able still to hold his breath
24



With thoughts of Iseult? doth he not grow pale Sir Galahad
With weary striving, to seem best of all

To her, “as she is best,” he saith? to fail
Is nothing to him, he can never fall.

For unto such a man love-sorrow is

So dear a thing unto his constant heart,
That even if he never win one kiss

Or touch from Iseult, it will never part.

And he will never know her to be worse
Than in his happiest dreams he thinks she is:
Good knight and faithful, you have *scaped the curse
In wonderful-wise; you have great store of bliss.

Yea, what if Father Launcelot ride out,

Can he not think of Guenevere’s arms, round,
‘Warm and lithe, about his neck, and shout

Till all the place grows joyful with the sound?

And when he lists can often see her face,
And think: “ Next month I kiss you, or next week,
And still you think of me: ” therefore the place
Grows very pleasant, whatsoever he seek.

But me, who ride alone, some carle shall find
Dead in my arms in the half-melted snow,

When all unkindly with the shifting wind,
The thaw comes on at Candlemas: [ know

Indeed that they will say: “This Galahad
If he had lived had been a right good knight;
Ah! poor chaste body!” but they will be glad,
Not most alone, but all, when in their sight

That very evening in their scarlet sleeves

The gay-dress’d minstrels sing; no maid will talk
Of sitting on my tomb, until the leaves,

Grown big upon the bushes of the walk,
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Sir Galahad

East of the Palace-pleasaunce, make it hard
To see the minster therefrom: well-a-dayl

Before the trees by autumn were well bared,
I saw a damozel with gentle play,

Within that very walk, say last farewell
To her dear knight, just riding out to find
(Why should I choke to say it?) the Sangreal,
And their last kisses sunk into my mind,

Yea, for she stood lean’d forward on his breast,
Rather, scarce stood ; the back of one dear hand,

That it might well be kiss’d, she held and press’d
Against his lips; long time they stood there, fann’d

By gentle gusts of quiet frosty wind,
Till Mador de la porte a-going by,

And my own horsehoofs roused them; they untwined
And parted like a dream. In this way I,

With sleepy face bent to the chapel floor,
Kept musing half asleep, till suddenly

A sharp bell rang from close beside the door,
And I leapt up when something pass’d me by,

Shrill ringing going with it, still half blind
Istagger’d after, a great sense of awe
At every step kept gathering on my mind,

Thereat 1 have no marvel, for I saw

One sitting on the altar as a throne,

Whose face no man could say he did not know,
And though the bell still rang, he sat alone,

With raiment half blood-red, half white as snow.

Right so I fell upon the floor and knelt,

Not as one kneels in church when mass is said,
But in a heap, quite nerveless, for I felt

The first time what a thing was perfect dread.
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But mightily the gentle voice came down: Sir Galahad
“Rise up, and look and listen, Galahad,

Good knight of God, for you will see no frown
Upon my face; I come to make you glad.

“For that you say that you are all alone,
I will be with you always, and fear not
Youare uncared for, though no maiden moan
Above your empty tomb; for Launcelot,

“He in good time shall be my servant too,
Meantime,take note whose sword first made him knight,
And who has loved him alway, yea, and who
Still trusts him alway, though in all men’s sight,

“He is just what you know, O Galahad;
This love is happy even as you say,

But would you for a little time be glad,
To make ME sorry long day after day?

“ Her warm arms round his neck half throttle ME,
The hot Jove-tears burn deep like spots of lead,
Yea, and the years pass quick: right dismally
Will Launcelot at one time hang his head;

“Yea, old and shrivell'd he shall win my love.
Poor Palomydes fretting out his soul!

Not always is he able, son, to move
Hislove, and do it honour: needs must roll

“The proudest destrier sometimes in the dust,
And then ’tis weary work; he strives beside

Seem better than he 1s, so that his trust
Isalways on what chances may betide;

“And so he wears away, my servant, too,

When all these things are gone, and wretchedly
Hessits and longs to moan for Iseult, who

Is no care now to Palomydes: see,
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Sir Galahad

“0 good son Galahad, upon this day,
Now even, all these things are on your side,
But these you fight not for; look up, I say,
And see how I can love you, for no pride

“Closes your eyes, no vain lust keeps them down.
See now you have ME always; following

That holy vision, Galahad, go on,
Untilat last you come to ME to sing

“In Heaven always, and to walk around

The garden where I am.” He ceased, my face
And wretched body fell upon the ground;

And when 1 look’d again, the holy place

Was empty; but right so the bell again
Came to the chapel-door, there entered

Two angels first, in white, without a stain,
And scarlet wings, then after them, a bed

Four ladies bore, and set it down beneath
The very altar-step, and while for fear
['scarcely dared to move or draw my breath,
Those holy ladies gently came a-near,

And quite unarm’d me, saying: “Galahad,

Rest here awhile and sleep, and take no thought
Of any other thing than being glad;

Hither the Sangreal will be shortly brought,

“Yet must you sleep the while it stayeth here.”
Right so they went away, and I, being weary,

Slept long and dream’d of Heaven: thebell comesnear,
I doubt it grows to morning. Miserere!

Enter Two Angels in white, with scarlet wings ; also, Four Ladies
in gowns of red and green ; also an Angel, bearing in his hands a
surcoat of white, with a red cross.
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AN ANGEL Sir Galahad

SERVANT of the high God, Galahad!
Riseand bearm’d: the Sangreal is gone forth

Through the great forest,and youmustbe had
Unto the sea that lieth on the north:

There shall you find the wondrous ship wherein
The spindles of King Solomon are laid,

And the sword that no man draweth without sin,
But if he be most pure: and there is stay’d,

Hard by, Sir Launcelot, whom you will meet

In some short space upon that ship: first, though,
Will come here presently that lady sweet,

Sister of Percival, whom you well know,

And with her Borsand Percival: stand now,
These ladies will to arm you.

FIRST LADY puuting on the hauberk.
Galahad,
That I may stand so close beneath your brow,
I, Margaret of Antioch, am glad.

SECOND LADY girding him with the sword.
That I may stand and touch you with my hand,
O Galahad, I, Cecily, am glad.

THIRD LADY ZJuckling o the spurs.
That I may kneel while up above you stand,
And gaze at me, O holy Galahad,

I, Lucy, am most glad.

FOURTH LADY putting on the basnet.
O gentle knight,
That you bow down to us in reverence,
Weare most glad, I, Katherine, with delight
Must needs fall trembling.



Sir Galahad ~ ANGEL putting on the crossed surcoat.
1 Galahad, we go hence,

For here, amid the straying of the snow,
Come Percival’s sister, Borsand Percival.

The Four Ladies carry out the bed, and all go but Galahad.
GALAHAD
How still and quiet everything seems now:
They come, too, for I hear the horsehoofs fall.

Eunter Sir Bors, Sir Percival and his Sister.

Fair friends and gentle lady, God you save!
A many marvels have been here to-night;

Tell me what news of Launcelot you have,
And has God’s body ever been in sight?

SIR BORS
Why, as for seeing that same holy thing,
As we were riding slowly side by side,
An hour ago, we heard a sweet voice sing,
And through the bare twigs saw a great light glide,

With many-colour’d raiment, but far off,

And so pass’d quickly—from the court nought good;
Poor merry Dinadan, that with jape and scoft

Kept usall merry, in alittle wood

Was found all hack’d and dead: Sir Lionel
And Gauwaine havecome back from the great quest,
Just merely shamed; and Lauvaine, who loved well
Your father Launcelot, at the king’s behest

Went out to seek him, but was almost slain,
Perhaps is dead now; everywhere

The knights come foil’d from the great quest, in vain;
In vain they struggle for the vision fair.
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WINTER WEATHER

E rode together
In the winter weather
Tothebroad mead underthehill

370

Though the skies did shiver
With the cold, the river
Ran, and was never still.

No cloud did darken
The night; we did hearken
The hound’s bark far away.
It was solemn midnight
In that dread dread night
In the years that have passed foraye.

Two rode beside me,
My banner did hide me
As it drooped adown from my lance;
With its deep blue trapping
The mail overlapping,
My gallant horse did prance.

So ever together
In the sparkling weather
Moved my banner and lance;
And its laurel trapping
The steel overlapping,
The stars saw quiver and dance.

We met together
In the winter weather
By the town walls under the hill;
His mail-rings came clinking,
They broke on my thinking,
For the night was hushed and still.



Two rode beside him, Winter Weather
His banner did hide him
Asitdrooped down straight from his lance;
With its blood-red trapping
The mail overlapping,
His mighty horse did prance.

And ever together
In the solemn weather
Moved his banner and lance;
And the holly trapping
The steel overlapping,
Did shimmer and shiver and dance.

Back reined the squires

Till they saw the spires
Over the city wall;

Ten fathoms between us,

No dames could have seen us
Tilt from the city wall.

There we sat upright
Till the full midnight
Should be told from the city chimes;
Sharp from the towers
Leapt forth the showers
Of the many clanging rhymes.

"Twas the midnight hour,
Deep from the tower

Boomed the following bell;
Down go our lances!
Shout for the lances!

The last toll was his knell.
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Winter Weather
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There he lay dying;
He had for his Iymfr
A spear in his traitorous mouth;
A false tale made he
Of my true true lady,
But the spear went through his mouth.

In the winter weather
We rode back together
From the broad mead under the hill;
And the cock sang his wammg
As it grew toward morning,
But the far-off hound was still.

Black grew his tower
As we rode down lower,
Black from the barren hill;
And our horses strode
Up the winding road
To the gateway dim and still.

At the gate of his tower
In the quiet hour
We laid his body there;
But his helmet broken
We took as a token;
Shout for my lady fair!

We rode back together
In the winter weather
From the broad mead under the hill;
No cloud did darken
The night; we did hearken
How the hound bayed from the hill.
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