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INTRODUCTION

N the advertisements at the end of the Vlsunga Saga,*
IPart 1V of “The Earthly Paradise” is announced for

October 1870, and though not ready this month, as the
letters of the autumn show, it was out early in December.
The letters written in the spring of the year give some indi-
cation of the work my father had in hand.

On March 12 he writes to motherat Hastings:

“I have been hard at work, but havenot donemuch except
the translations as they are rather pressing now, and I want
to get all my Volsung work done this week; then I shall set
to work about Gabriel’s review which I must say rather terri-
fiesme. ..

¢“I did hopetobeable togive you the newsof my hairbeing
cut thismorning, butl had tostay in fair copying for Strange-
ways. . . . I send you a Spectator with a review not bad as
things go. . . . I shall write to the littles in a day or two and
try to find something pretty to send them; why haven’t the
little rascals written to me?”’

The review mentioned in this letter was one for “The
Academy 't that Rossetti was particularly anxious that he
should write of his newly published poems. He founditdiffi-
cult, as the compression of a theory of poetry into three col-
umns must be. The “fair copying for Strangeways” is of
course “The Earthly Paradise,” of which they were the
printers.

The next month my mother was at Firbank, Roberts-
bridge, Madame Bodichon’shouse,where Rossetti was paint-
ing at the time. My father writes to her again about work:

“April 27th1870.

“On Sunday Idid a good day’swork attheVenusbergand
sat up to 3% last night writing 1t all out; I think I may finish
this last part this week; but then I have to re-write a good
deal of the earlier part. I had a pleasant’evening with Brown
and Huoffer:} Elliscameinlaterand quitedistinguished him-

* Published early in 1870; see Volume VII.

t1Itappeared May 14, 1870.

I Brownisof course Ford Madox Brown,and Hueffer was his son-
in-law,
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self in the way of talk. | have just parted from Gabriel (and
oysters) at Rule’s: heispleased with his bindingand soam1.
The book seems selling well, 250 copies . . . 1 have sent in
my review; 1 read it to Brown on Friday and he thought it
good; the editor has asked me to write a notice on the
Academy pictures this year but I have refused; as there
would'nt be +a dozen pictures that I [could] speak of with-
out using more forcible words than people expect to see in
rint.”’

All through the year he was working diligently at “The
Earthly Paradise” and at Northern things, some of his play-
work being the writingand decoration o?manuscripts,which
he had taken up with great eagerness; and the late autumn
found him in the condition of mind that comes over people
who are taking leave of a big piece of work. On November
2§ he writes to mother, who is staying at Torquay with the
womenfolk, grandma and Aunt Henrietta and some of the
others:

“I am still hard at work over the proofs ; but ’twill soon
all be done: I expect to get a copy or two by about the 3rd in
which case you will have it down there; but I don’t suppose
the book will be published before the 1oth. The other vols.
have been moving a bit these past days; and Colvin’s article
has appeared,* which I send herewith: I think it may be con-
sidered satisfactory . . .

“I went yesterday to order myself some new clothes; but
was so alarmed at the chance of turning up something be-
tween a gamekeeper and a methodist parson, that I brought
away some patterns in my hand to show Webb: but haven’t
seen himyet . . .

I feel rather lost at having done my book: I find now I

* I take this opportunity, writing of reviews, to say that among
the most clear-sighted and just critics of my father’s early work was
the late Mir. Joseph Knight. His reviews of “ The Earthly Paradise”
are still worth reading, and he was the first (within a week of its
publication) to recognize the value of “The Defence of Guene-
vere” in “The Literary Gazette " of March 6, 1858.
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liked working at it better than I thought. I must try and get
something serious to do as soonas may be . . .

“Have the kids written? Such a rumpus this morning.
May enjoying a good tease and Jenny expressing herself in
boo hoo.”

Thebook which had been in his thoughts for somany years
had at last gone from him, the strain of the final moments
wasover,and he wasleftrelaxed and lonesome, yearning after
the companion that wasnow no longer his. Allthisyearning,
all theunwillingness to part with his Book, is gatheredin the
loving farewell of L.’Envoi, and as we have seen he cannot
quite keep it out of the letters of this month. To mother at
Torquay he writes againat the end of November the follow-
ing—so charmingly suggestive of varying moods:

[Nov. 3oth 1870.]

“I don’t suppose the book will be out much before you
come home. . .. I confess I am dull now my book is done;
one doesn’t know sometimes how much service a thing has
doneustill it is gone: however one hastime yet; and perhaps
something else of importance will turn up soon. Meantime,
one great event has occurred—the ordering of a suit of
clothes: Ellis took me to a place in the city, where I was
gratified by the tailor complimenting [me]on my great works
before he measured me.

I think, yes I think tomorrow I shall entrust the head
which accomplished the Earthly Paradise to the scissors and
comb of a hairdresser.”"*

A few days later she receives aletter containing a sudden
revelation of the sacred hidden self| such as he indulged in

* The last sentence in this letter needs a gloss: hehad to go to the
hairdresser, as mother was away from home. She was hair-cutter to
the family, and periodically cropped our thick and curly locks with
a celerity and boldness that in later days has fairly taken my breath
away. Sometimes she overdid it and then there was a general family
protest.
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perhaps even less than most people, in spite of theaffection-
ately frank relationin which he stood to his intimate friends.
I suppose indeed that highly sensitive people can scarcely
bring themselves to talk on serious mattersthat touch onlife
and death except with extreme reserve, and but rarely.

I quote the previous paragraph of the letterasit mentions
another matter to be referred to later.

[December 3, 1870.]

“Picture is hung up again; perhaps it looks better, but I
can’t see much difference, one can’s see it and never will be
able in that room. Meanwhile the room looks very little
altered for the new papering: the paint looks queer and
‘foxy.’. .. The book won’t be out till Tuesday; so it's no
use sending one down to you . . .

“As for living, dear, people like you speak about don’t
know either what life or death means, except for one or two
supreme moments of their lives when something pierces
through the crust of dullness and ignorance and they act for
the time as if they were sensitive people.

“For me I don’t think peoplereally want todiebecause of
mental pain, that is if they are imaginative people: they want
to live to see the play played out fairly—they have hopes that
they are not conscious of. Hillao! here’s cheerful talk for
you. I beg your pardon, dear, with all my heart.”

The picture mentioned is the portrait of my mother,
(v. frontispiece, Vol.V) which hung at the end of the Queen
Square sitting room over a great Italian chest of cypress
wood. The room was very light in key and the picture dark
and rich, so they rather spoiled each other. The portrait had
been back to thestudio to be worked on,and mother in com-
menting on this passage of the letter is evidently disap-
pointed and asks if it is not improved; he writes again:

Monday Dec. sth
Dearest Janey, . . .
As to the picture I didn’tsayit wasn’timproved; it visibly
is; but it is darker you know if anything, and the light on it
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of course is the same—in addition I don’t think the frame
suits it: it wants something more florid, a big dark-toned
picture likethat. ...

It was a noble room, that Queen Square parlour: no litter
about, nothing to distra& the eye from the breadth and sim-
plicity of it. The house was planned like so many Queen
Anne houses in London, 2 long room with its row of five
windows facing the Square opening on toasmaller one, called
the Blue Room, which itself opened into a little room still
further back, a projection into the ample paved yard behind
whichdid duty for “back garden.” At the bottom of the yard,
aswe have seen,was the former ball-room of fine proportions
approached by a corridor. We children played in the yard
sometimes, but I rather think that it was on myaccount that
thiscame to be forbidden; for oneday I'started out to bury my
best doll (shewas named Lady Audley because of her yellow
hair) in the flower-boxes below the corridor where the paint-
ers worked; the amusement and suspension of work caused
by this innocent occupation obliged the heads of the house
to veto it in the interests of the business. What queer little
animals children are! My best beloved doll was a discarded
little jointed lay-figure of father’s, whose name was John.
When mother was specially unwell and lay abed, I used to
bring himdown wrapped in aragged pieceof green baize (he
had no wardrobe) to pay her a visit. She had to kiss the dint
on his gaunt nose, much to my father’s amusement, and 1
thought my treasure would surely comfort her. I am glad
that our parents allowed us to love homely dolls and impro-
bable birds that creaked and bowed, and fairy books, and all
the silly delightful things that they had flourished on.

This gossip about dolls and things is really “part of the
story,” insomuchas we werelucky children not to be saddled
with parents full of theories—*“experimental parents,” if |
may call them so without disrespe& to the elders. I have
heard my father speak of the children of X and Y and Z,who
were being lovingly subjeted to experimentsin dietorcloth-
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ing or training or play, as “ poor little devils " with real pity
in his voice. “ Children bring each other up,” he often said,
and as one of a large family he knew it by experience.

The Bellerophon story came to be so long that it was di-
vided into two parts, the second part, telling of the hero’s
adventuresin Lycia, being of courseby far the longest. In the
printer’'smanuscript it startsas “ The Story of Bellerophon,”
and the argument covers the incidents in “Bellerophon at
Argos’ and * Bellerophon in Lycia.”

At the beginning ot ““ Bellerophon in Lycia” a little song
was struck out, in itself too delicate to be overlooked. The
introductory lines and three pages following the lyric were
also discarded, to judge by the pagination of the manu-
script.

There twixt the languid leaves
And o’er blown blossom he awhile did go,
Striving to think, but still that eager face
Wild with its love, and grief and hope and fear
Must he behold; and that sweet voice must hear
Sad and heart-piercing: but nigh where he did pass
Neath sweeping lime-boughs lay a bank of grass
And underneath the shadows there was laid
Unwitting of him, a fair Lycian maid
Not heeding if in that hot windless tide
The loosened clasp should let the linen glide
From off her shoulder, careless that the crown
Of roses from her head had fallen down;
But lying there faint words as of a song
She murmured, and her fingers moved among
The strings of a small harp that lightly lay
Upon her breast, till as one thrusts away
A listless mood she raised herself at last
And pensive music on the hot air cast:
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A sweet garden by the sea

Did my true love give to me,

The All-father’s paradise

Was not wrought in fairer wise;
Ah how lone, how loneitis.

There the birds sing songs for me

And the murmur of the sea

Do I hear day-long, night-long,

Nothing there may do me wrong;
Ah how lone, how lone it is.

There *twixt blossomed trees and sea
Helet build a house for me
Therein is there wealth of gold
Tales on walls and floor are told;

Ah how lone, how lone it is.

Many a slave he gat for me
On that beach along the sea,
From Mysian land and Argive land
Did the captive women stand;
Ah how lone, how lone it is.

Twixt lily-bed and white~crowned sea
Tales of love folk tell to me;
Songs they sing of happy dreams,
But the o’erword ever seems,

Ah how lone, how lone it is.

Sometimes do folk say to me

When the murmur of the sea

At dead ebb is far away,

“Forget him, he died yesterday.”
Ah how lone, how lone it is.

Or when west winds make the sea

Mad and loud, they say to me,

“ Weeping makes thine eyes less fair,

Tomorrow morn shall he be here,”
Ah how lone, how loneitis,
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When tomorrow comes to me

I shall not hear the unquiet sea,

When today is yesterday

No more shall I weep and say,
“Ah how lone, how lone it is.”

He stopped the while she sang, she saw him not
As'neath the moveless boughs in that green spot
Shesang,and when the last words of thesong were spent
Unto her feet she gatand slowly went

Another way, as one made well nigh sad

Amidst of joyouslife. ..

There are two passages in this volume where I have not
followed the one-volume edition (the text adopted). If they
had been mere printers’ slips they would have been left un-
recorded, but that is not quite the case. In “Bellerophon at
Argos,” page 72:

Dwelling with few folk in her woodland shrine

“few’ appearsas “new” in the one-volume and Kelmscott
editions, the first edition and the Silver Library follow the
manuscript.

In “Bellerophon in Lycia,” page 239:

Or when some fairest one whose fervent love
Seems strong the world from out its course to move,

here all the editions give “curse”—the manuscript has
“course,” and this I have preserved.

In addition to the manuscript of the whole “ Earthly Para-
dise"which passed through the printers’ hands,] have had the
use not only of the first fgrm ot “ The Hill of Venus,” writ-
ten in the early 'sixties, but also of a colle&ion of late though
fragmentary manuscripts, on which Iam basing the follow-
ing notes. In this colle&ion the draft of “ The Land East of
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the Sun” is immediately followed by a fragment of “The
Hill of Venus.”” Here they stand side by side within thesame
binding,thesestrangecompanionsrevealing different moods
of the author, different themes taken at a different pace. The
delicate fairy story wasapparently written with swiftness and
ease of composition; the wild romantic legend which con-
cludes the book taxed his skill and he did not bring it toa
satisfactory conclusion withouta good deal of labour.

The poem as it appears in the quarto manuscripts is very
close to the conceptionof Tieck in itsconstruction and atmo-
sphere. It is so utterly different from the tale in the form my
fatheradopted in “ The Earthly Paradise” that I feel obliged
to givea slight account of the story as he told it then. It will
be remembered that in the early list * this tale comes before
¢ Jason,” and, though not necessarily written before it, it is
in the same mood oé? observation,

The Swabian priest in whose mouth the tale is put, thus
begins:

I saw a forest once in Germany
Set in a lordship called Turingia,

and describes the coming on the cave,and the warning here-
ceives from a herd near byagainst its dangers. He passes on;

And so in time I came to Ratisbon
And there I met a certain ancient knight,

who tells the story:

So then the ancient man
This story of the sorceress began.

In the face of this network of story-tellers I must colle&
myself and take up the tale as editor. Walter (who was
Lawrence in the early manuscript, and thereafter Amyot,
which name he kept till the printer cameinsight), on passing

* See the list on p. xv of the third volume of this edition. I have
“‘The Hill of Venus™ down as Vol. 6, having numbered the book
consecutively, but on his label theauthor has written “Vol. 8.”
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through the cave, finds himself not in the magicwoodland of
the later poem, but in a fair valley with a city in its midst, all
distinétly visualized and described.

And gilded spires and vanes were borne aloft
From the fair walls by carven turrets high,

And

doves and pigeons in their flutterings soft,

With bright unknown birds thereabout did fly,
And from the windows came melodiously

The sound of music that made all things seem
Half dim and fleeting, like a happy dream.

The streets are crowded with happy lovers, and he makes
bold to stopadamsel—one of a hurrying group—toenquire
whither they go. She bids him follow her to the temple. He
stays outside its golden veil and hears the invocation to

Venus:

Xviij

Lady Venus, where art thou
We are faint with waiting now,

Haply in the northern breeze
Of the hurrying world without,
She is tangled mid the rout

Of Diana, and they go

Ever slower, and more slow,
Careless of the fleeting hart;
Each one thinking for her part
That her summer slips away,
And no hope has she by day,
And no happiness by night.

Or beneath the flickering light
Stands she by some torchlit door,
Where across the rose-strewn floor,
With her trembling, tender feet,
Her unknown delight to meet,



Goes the pale new-wedded bride
Slowly letting her smock glide
To the roses of the floor.

Lo our Queen is at the door
Gold-clad, yet her hair is wet
With the washing of the sea.

O sweet Queen, we kneel to thee.

He enters the templeon thisand sees Venussitting, clothed,
on her throne. She bids him serve her for a month and then
after doing herhomageheisto fight atourneyin herhonour,
when she will reveal herself

As when from out the green sea first I came
Hidden of nought;. ..

The part ends with a long description of Venus at the bath
and a vague suggestion of the Queen of Sorcery performing
strange rites under the moon.

The third part describes the tourney—a tourney of gla-
mour with no real opponent. I give the following stanza, it
will be readily understood, not for the quality of the verse,
but for this idea of magicinit:

And in his mind again the ill thought came
That all those things he saw, were but shadows
Set round him but to keep his heart aflame.
The smiling folk, the graceful girls in rows,
His damsel, and the bodies of his foes,

All were but deadly meshes of her net

About his fluttering soul in order set.

The lists are described and the beautiful song (preserved
throughall thevicissitudesof composition) makesitsappear-
ance here:

Before our Lady came on earth (p. 289). .
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At the end of this part Amyot is brought to the temple of
Venus and receives his reward.

Part 1V describes his life with Venus for the next three
months. Like all the earlier quarto manuscripts, the subjects
for illustration are noted on the opposite pages. Those indi-
cated for this part are “16.—playing in garden (like Ship of
Fools). 17.—samebut like Romanceof Rose. 18.—in boat.”
These directions to the artist (from some favourite manu-
scripts or printed books that were in his mind) will indicate
the general character of this part of the poem. At last Venus
feels thecall of the sea:

ere dawn was fully come
She woke, and fell a-longing for the sea,
And the broad yellow sands of her old home,
Where by their black boats fisher people be;
And longed to hear the wind sing mightily
With little changing song from point to point,
And in its waves her body to anoint.

She leaves him, and when he wakes he realizes that he is

Left all alone within this wicked place;
Left naked of her love, and growing old.

The valley is deserted and the town ruined, the only person
left being his guide. He refuses her love and comes out into
the world again. In the last part, which follows the legend
closely, he goes to Rome, confesses, is cursed by the Pope,
and returns to the Hill.

No less than three distinct attempts are preserved in the
collection of later drafts above referred to: even the faircopy
prepared for the printer shows traces of considerablerevision
and omission. He is working on it in 1870 and contemplates
rewriting the first partof the tale. The three attempts before
me cannot be earlier than the end of 1869, and one feels in
reading themacertain indecision of treatment. Uptothe last
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moment, the author seems to have been tempted to empha-
size the psychological interest so strongly marked in the
poem as it stands, running the risk of changing the centre of
interest from his hero to Venus, and of representing her not
as the impassive self-sufficing god but as a character in the
play, and Walter not as the medieval knight he was at first
and came to be again at the end, moved by broadly human
motives.

Draft A (I take them in the order in which they happen
to be bound) seems to bea complete but shortened form of
the poem as it stands in the printed text. It is numbered in
stanzas and closely written on both sides of the page in the
hurried draft manner. It begins at stanza 33 of the published
poem “He turned about,” etc., and finishes with the return
to the Hill. A good deal of it was afterwards rejected—one
whole block of twenty-five stanzas being omitted.

In the second draft, B, which like the third was written in
the author’s “copying hand,” presupposing earlier forms,
the author was finding what he wanted—indeed, a large
section of it was actually sent to the printer as finished copy
—the remainder being discarded altogether. It indicates a
rather different conception of both Venus and the Knight.
Venus is no longer the sorceress but a personality with
human interests. It is very introspective, full of the doubts
and vacillations of the man who is sated and afraid, but can-
not break loose from his passion. Some interesting stanzas
show what one may call Venus’s point of view:

“What thing dost thou desire
I cannot give? Has not thy fickle mouth
Been full of praises of the sweet strange fire
That dieth not, of the heart-cleaving drouth
Unquenchable; the sight of deathless youth
And changeless beauty? Shall I take away
These things once given?—Shall night follow day?

“The thing thou seem’st to lack
Xxj



I have not and 1 know not; ifit lay

Within mine hand to give, yet should [ say
The having it would never better thee,
Restless and lonely ever shalt thou be.

“Be wise, come back if for a while again!
I am the thing that thou didst cry to have,
That rest and refuge from dull common pain
For which within the world thou didst so crave:
Whencecame I, where I wend, what thing shallsave
My beauty from the swift decay of earth
I know not; but my heart is full of mirth:

“My heart is full of mirth, and all is good;
Good the slow creeping Iongmc and the ruth
That grows to restless fever of the blood,
Good the sweet blindness, good the ﬂaqh of truth
That dies and comes again; and good the growth
Of half regret and half forgetfulness
That as the days wear the worn heart doth bless.

“Yea even good awhile the emptied heart
To which but half believed quite scorned is pain,
Ere it is garnished for another part,
Good the new love the old shall not disdain
And all the sweetness sweet come back again—
—O come thou back, curse me, weep on my breast,
Belike it is thou hast not known the best!”

Besides the song ““ Before our Lady came on earth” this
fragment contains another experiment in lyric on the same
theme, written in another mood:

Still in the world old tales of Her they tell
They gaze upon the 1m1ges men madc .

Long time ago, before they grew afraid
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To call upon her beauty for their aid;
“Alas,” they say, “that she no more is here!”’

But who knows, who knows what great happiness
The heart of such a happy man would bless
As wandered hither from the world’s distress?

O the kind heart of her that dwelleth here.

The third fragment C works on B and selects passages
and single stanzas from it, butit, too, is almost completely
rejected. Both this and the draft A had an episode where
Amyot, despairing and exhausted, wakes up in the hospital
in Rome after falling fainting in thestreets. In A this occurs
before the Knight’s visit to the Pope; in C, while the monk
has gone to arrange the visit, Amyot

with his intent
Grown stronger, and because of strength, more met
By old despair, by old desire grown vile,
Stood with his hand upon a pillar set
And glaring at the door, and for a while
His hopelessness he strove hard to beguile
With thinking: “Ah let all things go their ways;
I will return, and yet win happy days.”

Then he muses on his love and sees Venus in vision, in
the following verses, which were originally written long be-
fore on half sheets of note-paper, as may be seen in the fac-
simile. 1 think my father must have given them up rather
unwillingly:

What hope in her to turn to? There between
The blossoming trees she stood, in such a shade,
That €’en the very air seemed well-nigh green,
With one hand on a smooth stemmed sapling laid
The other on her white breast, where there played
From over-head a thin bright flickering ray
Upon the place whereon his head once lay. )
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The burning kisses of a thousand years

Had sullied not her skin in any place;

The groans of ruined men, lost lovers’ tears,
So many a last despairing close embrace,
Had brought no wrinkle to her happy face,
No pain or terror yet had e'er made less
That long-enduring perfect loveliness.

And still no smile, no triumph in her eyes,

No frown upon her smooth white brows and fair,
No trouble on her mouth for memories

Of days past, and the lips once trembling there,
No coldness to keep back, no pride to scare
Gave hope of any change for bad or good,

The soul of worshipped beauty there she stood.

Ah what is fair beside her? the first day

When o’er the ruined winter blithe birds sing,
The summer eve when storms have passed away,
The blossomed boughs of happy dying spring,
The meadows in the May-tide flourishing—

All these we have, and lose with little pain

And nigh forget them till they come again.

But who can e’er forget her, having seen
Her beauty once, or ever take delight
Inaught but her, or be as he has been,

Or rest in peace a moment day or night,

For thinking of the tremor of his sight,
When, like a man who gazes on the sun

He scarce beheld her as he might have done?

Thereon the bewildered editor finds Amyot back again in

the Hill—before leaving it,in doubt and bitterness and love
out-worn. Standing once more in the cave thatleads outinto
the world, he cries:

“I go to seek if Love may yet be found
Within thearms of death.”

and the fragment breaks off.
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At the risk of repeating myself I must emphasize the fine
quality of much of the verse in this third fragment so ruth-
lessly sacrificed, where passages like

And all the toiling world, that ¢’en then lay
Resting alittle 'neath the peaceful show
Of the grey night.
or
O idle words unto her ears are thesel
O idle words; and nought she promiseth
Except the ceaseless flow of images
Of love, the casting by of thought of Death.

are constantly met with.

My father’s ending for the tale varies from that of the le-
gend; in this and the quarto MS. the Pope simply curses
Tannhiuser and gives him no hope of Paradise, and in both
of them Tannh#user’s return is the despairing outcome of
the curse; in the poem as it was published the curse is the
outcome of Walter’s declaration that he belongs to the Hill
—an interesting touch, as it carries the legend beyond the
atmosphere of medieval piety. The fine epilogue of the
death of the Pope has every appearance of having been writ-
ten straight off. I shall always be grateful for the preserva-
tion of the Venusberg legend as it wasbefore Wagner’shand
—which had not yet attained its later mastery—stamped it
for always in people’s minds as “the” story of material and
ideal love. Theintrusionintothissplendidlegend of the holy
Elizabethandall she stands for in the operatic world of senti-
ment is not to be borne without protest.

“The curious reader,” wanting to follow this rather late
legend as far as may be, should look through two suggestive
papers by Gaston Paris, on ¢ Le Paradis de la reine Sibylle”
and “Tannhiduser,” where the author tracks it to its appear-
ance in Italy at the end of the fourteenth century, surmising
for it of course a Celtic origin.
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Thave alittleleather account-book dated June 1861 which
contains the first draft, scarcely altered, of “The Proud
King’ and of “ TheWatching of the Falcon,” and in the same
book are some verses for June and July.

In the June evening as the day grew cool

Within a lovely valley watered well

By a sweet stream that threaded many a pool

The strangers sat some new delight to tell,

And sweetly did both rose and lily smell,

But yet the thrush would listen to no tale,

But her mate’s song that rang throughout the vale.

And as they sat about them ladies came

Amid the story of the Goddesses

Whereat some few of them just blushed for shame,
For by the thickly spreading alder trees,

And by the stream that rippled to their knees
Their bodies were but hid a while ago.

Alas that such fair things should perish so.

The next was written on a journey, judging by the shaky
writing.

In July, love, while yet the sun is low,

Come from thy door "twixt flowers fresh with morn
And to a thick-leaved wood let us two go

That overlooks the yellowing fields of corn,

For though the rose indeed is now forlorn,

And silenced is the brown bird piteous,

Yet many a joy the year has yet for us.

See love, the ripening vine clusters o’erhead,

The cushats moan still though no birds do sing,

See now the bright-eyed squirrel leaves his bed

To gaze on us, need we weep for the spring

If this should last, that goes like every thing.

Hearken, O love, to ancient tales to-day

I heard of elders ere they passed away. .
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For whatever reason the following “months’” written on
half sheets of note-paper were left aside as the book grew;
there is no doubt in my mind that theyshould be preserved.
The first stanzas are presumably for O&ober or November.

Come forth, O love, to-day, although the earth
Is paleand sad with death of many things

And shrouds the memory of her months of mirth
And dulls the thoughts of coming winter’s stings
With haze of morns and faint grey evenings

Of windless rain: come forth and drive from me
These dreary thoughts of what my life may be.

With hardened heart to pass the once loved place
Where I have felt the unforgotten kiss,

With hardened heart to think upon the face
Whose sight filled day and night for me with bliss,
With hardened heart to live alone—for this;

The praises of the careless world to hear,

Listless with fear of death, and death anear.

Ah it may be, but while we both forget

That we and all our love were made to die,
While fear our foe is not our master yet,
Unsatiate of life, we pensively

May watch the lives of other men go by,

In listening the tales that have been told

For we are young, although the year grows old.

The half sheets on which the two following sets of verses
are written have “January” and ““February " across the back
in William Morris’s writing.

JANUARY

The year is gone and now another year

Begins again amid half frozen rain

From its strange hand scattering both hope and fear,
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Idle forebodings, longings sore and vain,
Uncertain joys and certain toil and pain.
What thing is there but one can still the strife:
The end of labour is the end of life.

Let us leave hopes because we doubt them all,
Letusleave fear at least a little while,

Let us forget ourselves the while we call

Old names before us, let us now beguile

These sorry days with thoughts of Helen's smile,
And let our eyes dim looking through the wine
Behold once more the prow of Argo shine.

Then in our memory and forgetfulness

May we [be] like to men upon the sea

Laid fast asleep in midst of their distress,

But dreaming how the stream runs pleasantly
By summer meadows where the mowers be,
Are they not happy though they wake no more
Until they reach the unknown shadowy shore.

FEBRUARY

Look out of door to-day and see the streets
Swept by the cold unkindly north-east wind,
And how the rain upon the window beats
Putting all thought of summer from the mind.
So on this eve what solace can we find

But watching how the wine runs bright and clear;
Yet, would the summer and its sun were here.

Nay, silence, and get ready for the spring

And meet her with your heart all free from care
For in the woods wolfsbane is blossoming

And faintly shows the primrose here and there,
And there is scent of new things in the air,

And by the south wind blown from place to place
Northward the longed-for Spring draws on apace.
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Yea, so things come and go and come again,
And if one root within the hazelwood

Dies off for ever, then with little pain
Another grows up where the lost one stood.
And so in April all seems fair and good

And with the sight thereof our eyes we please:
Now unto someone may we be as these.

This one I take to be for March.

[MARCH]

Lo last night winter died, although to-day
Unwillingly we leave the fireside

And shiver as the sunlight fades away
From off the southern wall at eventide,
Yet none the less I say that winter died
Last evening with the rising of the moon.
And many a change will be upon us soon.

For many a day henceforth the cheerless sun
Shall shine upon the furrows cheerlessly,

Along the straight road shall the dust cloud run
Before the East wind, till a day shall be

When with the west shall rain come from the sea,
Then look to see full many a lovely thing

And feel the quickening power of the spring.

Behold the year lies spread before you now,
Sprin%, summer, autumn and the end of all,
And if therein some sorrow you may know
Bear not about with you your dusky pall

But make the best of what may chance to fall:
Then thou diest like others, yet be glad

That ere thy death some joyance thou hast had.

The lingering farewell to the book, his companion for
nearly ten years from first to last, was not written without a
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trial piece. There is a different idea at the back of the first
few verses of it which, though not very clearly brought out,
is indicated in the following:

I have heard folks say talking of such men
Asbrought great things in measured words to pass,
That these were but the fountain’s splashings when
The glittering drops leaped out upon the grass
That knoweth nought of that scarce moved mass
Within the bowl—such are great men, they say,
No idle singers of an empty day.

[ think I am justified in giving for comparison two verses
which appear in an altered form.

And thou at least, poor book, I bid go forth
To seek a place mid that loved company,
However little thou mayst be of worth,

Yet art thou worth e’en just so much as I.

Go forth and pray at worst that thou may’st lie
Mid kindly earth to hide the heart away

Of one poor singer of an empty day.

Thou hast beheld me tremble oft enough

At things I could not choose but trust to thee,
Although I knew the world was wiseand rough,
Yet did I never fail to let thee see

The littleness that each day was in me:
Through all this while we dealt did I betray
The idle singer of an empty day.

These notes are more than long enough, but I, too, have
lingered over my father’s happy work in his Book,and leave
it now regretfully.
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Thebeautiful chalk drawings of “ Jenny-and-May ” which
are reproduced in this volume, were done at Kelmscott in
1871. They now hang in the Panelled Room in company
with Fairfax Murray’s portrait of my father,and my father’s
own picture of “La Belle Iseult”” together with other things
full of memories. To write of them is, to me, rather like walk-
ing into a far-off dream and becoming part of it; the children
whose faces look out from the wall might suddenly material-
ize and quietly continue their daily life—sitting down to
their lessons in that same room as of old, and listening to
some movement in the painter’s room above, or waiting for
a welcome summons to the river and the fisherman: such
dreams have no sharp pang of surprise for the dreamer; the
bewilderment is more apt to come on waking.
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DECEMBER
D EAD lonely nightand all streets quiet now,

Thin o’er the moon the hindmost cloud swims past
Of that great rack that brought us up the snow;
On earth strange shadows o’er the snow are cast;
Pale stars, bright moon, swift cloud make heaven so vast
That earth left silent by the wind of night
Seems shrunken 'neath the grey unmeasured height.

Ah! through the hush the looked-for midnight clangs!
And then, e'en while its last stroke’s solemn drone
In the cold air by unlit windows hangs,
Out break the bells above the year foredone,
Change, kindness lost, love left unloved alone;
Till their despairing sweetness makes thee deem
Thou once wert loved, if but amidst a dream.

O thou who clingest still to life and love,
Though nought ofggood, no God thou mayst discern,
Though nought that is, thine utmost woe can move,
Though no soul knows wherewith thine heart doth yearn,
Yet, since thy weary lips no curse can learn,
Cast no least thing thou lovedst once away,
Since yet perchance thine eyes shall see the day.
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E’en for the empty days and leisure’s sake
That earth’s cold leaden sleep doth bring; so there

Our elders sat within the guest-hall fair,
Not looking older for the snow without;
Cheery enough; remembering not old doubt,
A gnawing pain once, grown too hard to bear,
And so cast by; not thinking of old fear,
That conquering once, ¢’en with its vitory
Must fade away, and like all things else, die;
Not thinking of much else than that they had
Enough of life to make them somewhat glad
When all went well with them.

Now so it fell
That mariners were there, who 'gan to tell
Mishaps betid upon the winter seas,
Which set some younger men amidst of these
To ask the Wanderers of their voyage vain,
As knowing scarce the tale thereof. Small pain
It gave them now to answer: yet belike
On the old men, their hosts, the thing did strike
Injarring wise, this turning o’erand o’er
Of memories once so bitter, sharp and sore:
Wherefore at last an elder said: < Let be,
My masters! if about the troublous sea
Ye needs must hear, hearken a tale once told
By kin of ours in the dim days of old,
Whose thoughts when turning toa peaceful home
Unto this very west of ours must come—
Scarce causelessly meseems when all is said,
And I remember that years bow my head,
And not the trouble of those days of war,
Of loss and wrong that in old stories are.”
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THE GOLDEN APPLES

THE ARGUMENT
THISTALE TELLS OF THE VOYAGE OF A SHIP
OF TYRE, THAT, AGAINST THE WILL OF THE
SHIPMEN,BOREHERCULESTOANUNKNOWN
LAND OF THE WEST, THAT HE MIGHT AC-
COMPLISH A TASK LAID ON HIM BY THE
FATES.

S many as the leaves fall from the tree,

AFrom the world’s life the years are fallen away
Since King Eurystheus sat in majesty

In fair Mycenaz; midmost of whose day

[t once befell that in a quiet bay

A ship of Tyre was swinging nigh the shore,
Her folk for sailing handling rope and oar.

Fresh was the summer morn, a soft wind stole
Down from the sheep-browsed slopes the cliffs that crowned,
And ruffled lightly the long gleaming roll
Of the peaceful sea, and bore along the sound
Of shepherd-folk and sheep and questing hound;
For in the first dip of the hillside there
Lay bosomed midst its trees a homestead fair.

Amid regrets for last night, when the moon,
Risen on the soft dusk, shone on maidens’ feet
Brushing the gold-heart lilies to the tune
Of pipes complaining, o’er the grass down-beat
That mixed with dewy flowers its odour sweet,
The shipmen laboured, till the sail unfurled
Swung round the prow to meet another world.

But ere the anchor had come home, a shout
Rang from the strand, as though the ship were hailed.
Whereat the master bade them stay, in doubt
That they without some needful thing had sailed;
When, lo! from where the cliffs’ steep grey sides failed
Into a ragged stony slip, came twain
Who seemed in haste the ready keel to gain.
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The Golden
Apples

Soon they drew nigh, and he who first came down
Unto the surf was a man huge of limb,
Grey-eyed, with crisp-curled hair "twixt black and brown
Who had a lion’s skin cast over him,
So wrought with gold that the fell showed but dim
Betwixt the threads, and in his hand he bore
A mighty club with bands of steel done o’er.

Panting there followed him a grey old man,
Bearing a long staff, clad in gown of blue,
Feeble of aspect, hollow-cheeked and wan,
Who when unto his fellow’s side he drew,
Said faintly: “ Now, do that which thou shouldst do;
This is the ship.” Then in the other’s eye
A smile gleamed, and he spake out merrily:

“Masters, folk tell me that ye make for Tyre,
And after that still nearer to the sun;
And since Fate bids me look to die by fire,
Fain am I, ere my worldly day be done,
To know what from earth’s hottest can be won;
And this old man, my kinsman, would with me.
How say ye, will ye bear us o’er thesea?”

“What is thy name?” the master said: ““And know
That we are merchants, and for nought give nought;
What wilt thou pay?—thou seem’st full rich, I trow.’
The old man muttered, stooped adown and caught
Atsomething in thesand: “E’en so I thought,”

The younger said, “when I set out from home—
Asto my name, perchance in days to come

¥

“Thou shalt know that—but have heed, take this toy,
And call me the Strong Man.”” And as he spake
The master’s deep-brown eyes 'gan gleam with joy,
For from hisarm a huge ring did he take,
And cast it on the deck, where it did break
A water-jar, and in the wet shards lay
Golden, and gleaming like the end of day.

4



But the old man held out a withered hand, The Golden
Wherein there shone two pearls most great and fair, Apples
And said: “Ifany nigher I might stand,

Then mightst thou see the things I give thee here—
And for my name—a many names [ bear,

But call me Shepherd of the Shore this tide,

And for more knowledge with a good will bide.”

From one to other turned the master’s eyes;
The Strong Man laughed as at some hidden jest,
And wild doubts in the shipman’s heart did rise;
But thinking on the thing, he deemed it best
To bid them come aboard, and take such rest
As they might have of the untrusty sea,

Mid men who trusty fellows still should be.

Then no more words the Strong Man made, but straight
Caught up the elder in hisarms, and so,
Making no whit of all that added weight,
Strode to the ship, right through the breakers low,
And catching at the rope that they did throw
Out toward his hand, swung up into the ship:
‘Then did the master let the hawser slip.

The shapely prow cleft the wet mead and green,
And wandering drew the shipmen round to gaze
Upon those limbs, the mightiest ever seen;

And many deemed it no light thing to face

The splendour of his eyen, though they did blaze
With no wrath now, no hate for them to dread,
As seaward twixt the summer isles they sped.

Freshened the wind, but ever fair it blew
Unto the south-east; but as failed the land,
Unto the plunging prow the Strong Man drew,
And silent, gazing with wide eyes did stand,
As though his heart found rest; but mid the band
Of shipmen in the stern the old man sat,
Telling them tales that no man there forgat.
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The Golden
Apples

Asone who had beheld, he told them there
Of the sweet singer, whom, for his song’s sake,
The dolphins back from choking death did bear;
How in the mid sea did the vine outbreak
O’er that ill bark when Bacchus "gan to wake;
How anigh Cyprus, ruddy with the rose
The cold sea grew as any June-loved close;

While on the flowery shore all things alive
Grew faint with sense of birth of some delight,
And the nymphs waited trembling there, to give
Glad welcome to the glory of that sight:

He paused then, ere he told how, wild and white,
Rose ocean, breaking o’er a race accurst,
A world once good, now come unto its worst.

And then he smiled, and said: “And yet ye won,
Ye men, and tremble not on days like these,
Nor think with what a mind Prometheus’ son
Beheld the last of the torn reeling trees
From high Parnassus: slipping through the seas
Ye never think, ye men-folk, how ye seem
From down below through the green waters’ gleam.”

Dusk was it now when these last words he said,
And little of his visage might they see,
But o’er their hearts stole vague and troublous dread,
They knew not why; yet ever quietly
They sailed that night; nor mighta morning be
Fairer than was the next morn;and they went
Along their due course after their intent.

The fourth day, about sunrise, from the mast
The watch cried out he saw Pheenician land;
Whereat the Strong Man on the elder cast
A look askance, and he straight took his stand
Anigh the prow, and gazed beneath his hand
Upon the low sun and the scarce-seen shore,

Till cloud-flecks rose, and gathered and drew o’er.
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The morn grown cold; then small rain "gan to fall, The Golden
And all the wind dropped dead, and heartsof men  Apples
Sank, and their bark seemed helpless now and small;

Then suddenly the wind "gan moan again;

Sails flapped, and ropes beat wild about; and then

Down came the great east wind; and the ship ran
Straining, heeled o’er, through seas all changed and wan.

Westward, scarce knowing night from day, they drave
Through sea and sky grown one; the Strong Man wrought
With mighty hands, and seemed a God to save;

But on the prow, heeding all weather nought,
The elder stood, nor any prop he sought,

But swayed to the ship’s wallowing, as on wings
He there were set above the wrack of things,

And westward still they drave; and if they saw
Land upon either side, as on they sped,
"T'was butas faces in a dream may draw
Anigh, and fade, and leave nought in their stead;
And in the shipmen’s hearts grew heavy dread
To sick despair; they deemed they should drive on
Till the world’s edge and empty space were won.

But 'neath the Strong Man’s eyes e’en as they might
They toiled on still; and he sang to the wind,
And spread his arms to meet the waters white,
As o'er the deck they tumbled, making blind
The brine-drenched shipmen; nor with eye unkind
He gazed up at the lightning; nor would frown
When o’er the wet waste Jove’s bolt rattled down.

And they, who at the last had come to think
Their guests were very Gods, with all their fear
Feared nought belike that their good ship would sink
Amid the storm; but rather looked to hear
The last moan of the wind that them should bear
Into the windless stream of ocean grey,

Where they should float till dead was every day.
7



The Golden
Apples

Yet their fear mocked them; for the storm 'gan die
About the tenth day, thoufgh unto the west
They drave on still; soon fair and quietly
The morn would break ; and though amid their rest
Nought but long evil wanderings seemed the best
That they might hope for; still, despite their dread,
Sweet was the quiet sea and goodlihead

Of the bright sun at last come back again;
And as the days passed, less and less fear grew,
If without cause, till faded all their pain;

And they 'gan turn unto their guests anew,
Yet durst ask nought of what that evil drew
Upon their heads; or of returning speak.
Happy they felt, but listless, spent, and weak.

And now as at the first the elder was,
And sat and told them tales of yore agone;
But still the Strong Man up and down would pass
About the deck, or on the prow alone
Would stand and stare out westward; and still on
Through a fair summer sea they went, nor thought
Of what would come when these days turned to nought.

And now when twenty days were well passed o’er
They made a new land; cloudy mountains high
Rose from the sea at first; then a green shore
Spread fair below them: as they drew anigh,

No sloping stony strand could they espy,
And no surf breaking; the green sea and wide
Wherethrough they slipped was driven by no tide.

Dark fell ere they might set their eager feet
Upon the shore; but night-long their ship lay
As in a deep stream, by the blossoms sweet
Thatflecked the grass whence flowers ne’er passed away.
But when the cloud-barred east brought back the day,
And turned the western mountain-tops to gold,
Fresh fear the shipmen in their bark did hold.

8



For as a dream seemed all: too fair for those The Golden
Who needs must die; moreover they could see, Apples
A furlong off, 'twixt apple-tree and rose,
A brazen wall that gleamed out wondrously
In the young sun, and seemed right long to be;
And memory of all marvels lay upon
Their shrinking hearts now this sweet place was won,

But when unto the nameless guests they turned,
Who stood together nigh the plank shot out
Shoreward, within the Strong Man’s eyes there burned
A wild light, as the other one in doubt
He eyed a moment; then with a great shout
Leaped into the blossomed grass; the echoes rolled
Back from the hills, harsh still and over-bold.

Slowly the old man followed him, and still
The crew held back: they knew now they were brought
Over the sea the purpose to fulfil
Of these strange men;and in their hearts they thought:
“Perchance we yet shall live, if, meddling nought
With dreams, we bide here till these twain come back;
But prying eyes the fire-blast seldom lack.”

Yet 'mongst them were two fellows bold and young,
Who, looking each upon the other’s face,
Their hearts to meet the unknown danger strung,
And wentashore, and at a gentle pace
Followed the strangers, who unto the place
Where the wall gleamed had turned; peace and desire
Mingled together in their hearts, as nigher

They drew unto that wall, and dulled their fear:
Fair wrought it was, as though with bricks of brass;
And images upon its face there were,

Stories of things a long while come to pass:

Nor that alone—as looking in a glass

Its maker knew the tales of what should be,

And wrought them there for bird and beast to see.
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So on they went; the many birds sang sweet
Through all that blossomed thicket from above,
And unknown flowers bent down before their feet;
The very air, cleft by the grey-winged dove,
Throbbed with sweet scent, and smote their souls with love
Slowly they went till those twain stayed before
A strangely-wrought and iron-covered door.

They stayed, too, till o’er noise of wind, and bird,
And falling flower, there rang a mighty shout
As the Strong Man his steel-bound club upreared,
And drave it "gainst the hammered iron stout,
Where 'neath his blows flew bolt and rivet out,
Till shattered on the ground the great door lay,
And into the guarded place bright poured the day.

The Strong Man entered, but his fellow stayed,
Leaning against a tree-trunk as they deemed.
They faltered now, and yet all things being weighed
Went on again; and thought they must have dreamed
Of the old man, for now the sunlight streamed
Fullon the tree he had been leaning on,
And him they saw not go, yet was he gone:

Only a slim green lizard flitted there
Amidst the dry leaves; him they noted nought,
But trembling, through the doorway ’gan to peer,
And still of strange and dreadful saw not aught,
Only a garden fair beyond all thought.
And there, "twixt sun and shade, the Strong Man went

On some long—sought—fer end belike intent,

They 'gan to follow down a narrow way
Of green-sward that the lilies trembled o’er,
And whereon thick the scattered rose-leaves lay;
But a great wonder weighed upon them sore,
And well they thought they should return no more,
Yet scarce a pain that seemed; they looked to meet
Before they died things strange and fair and sweet.
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So still to right and left the Strong Man thrust The Golden
The blossomed boughs, and passed on steadily, Apples
As though his hardy heart he well did trust,
Till ina while he gaveajoyous cry,
And hastened on, as though the end drew nigh;
And women’s voices then they deemed they heard,
Mixed with a noise that made desire afeard.

Yet through sweet scents and sounds on did they bear
Their panting hearts, till the path ended now
In a wide space of green, a streamlet clear
From out a marble basin there did flow,
And close by that a slim-trunked tree did grow,
And on a bough low o’er the water cold
There hung three apples of red-gleaming gold.

About the tree, new risen €'en now to meet
The shining presence of that mighty one,
Three damsels stood, naked from head to feet
Save for the glory of their hair, where sun
And shadow flickered, while the wind did run
Through the grey leaves o’erhead,and shook the grass
Where nigh their feet the wandering bee did pass.

But midst their delicate limbs and all around
The tree-roots, gleaming blue black could they see
The spires of a great serpent, that, enwound
About the smooth bole, looked forth threateningly,
With glittering eyes and raised crest, o’er the three
Fair heads fresh crowned, and hissed above the speech
Wherewith they murmured softly each to each.

Now the Strong Man amid the green space stayed,
And, leaning on his club, with eager eyes
But brow yet smooth, in voice yet friendly said:
“Q daughters of old Hesperus the Wise,
Well have ye held your guard here; but time tries
The very will of Gods, and to my hand
Must give this day the gold fruit of your land.”
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The Golden Then spake the first maid—sweet as the west wind
Apples Amidst of summer noon her sweet voice was:
“Ah, me! what knows this place of changing mind
Of men or Gods; here shall long ages pass,
And clean forget thy feet upon the grass,
Thy hapless bones amid the fruittul mould;
Look at thy death, envenomed, swift and cold!”

Hiding new flowers, the dull coils, as she spake,
Moved near her limbs: but then the second one,
In such a voice as when the morn doth wake
To song of birds, said : “ When the world foredone
Has moaned its last, still shall we dwell alone
Beneath this bough, and have no tales to tell
Of things deemed great that on the earth befell.”

Then spake the third, in voice as of the flute
That wakes the maiden to her wedding morn:
“If any God should gain our golden fruit,
Its curse would make his deathless life forlorn.
Lament thou, then, that ever thou wert born;
Yetall things, changed by joy or loss or pain,
To what they were shall change and change again.”

“So beit,” hesaid, ¢“ the Fates that drive me on
Shall slay me or shall save; blessing or curse
That followeth after when the thing is won
Shall make my work no better now nor worse;
And if it be that the world’s heart must nurse
Hatred against me, how then shall [ choose
To leave or take?—let your dread servant loose!”

E’en therewith, like a pillar of black smoke,
Swift, shifting ever, drave the worm at him;
In deadly silence now that nothing broke,
Its folds were writhing round him trunk and limb,
Until his glittering gear was nought but dim
E’en in that sunshine, while his head and side
And breast the fork-tongued, pointed muzzle tried.
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Closer the coils drew, quicker all about The Golden
The forked tongue darted, and yet stiff he stood, Apples
E’en as an oak that sees the straw flare out
And lick its ancient bole for little good:

Until the godlike fury of his mood
Burst from his heart in one great shattering cry,
And rattling down the loosened coils did lie;

And from the torn throat and crushed dreadful head
Forth flowed a stream of blood along the grass;
Bright in the sun he stood above the dead,
Panting with fury; yet as ever was
The wont of him, soon did his anger pass,
And with a happy smile at last he turned
To where the apples o'er the water burned.

Silent and moveless ever stood the three;
No change came o’er their faces, as his hand
Was stretched aloft unto the sacred tree;
Nor shrank they aught aback, though he did stand
Soclose that tresses of their bright hair, fanned
By the sweet garden breeze, lay light on him,
And his gold fell brushed by them breast and limb.

He drew adown the wind-stirred bough, and took
The apples thence; then let it spring away,
And from his brow the dark hair backward shook,
And said: “ O sweet, O fair, and shall this day
A curse upon my life henceforward lay—
This day alone? Methinks of coming life
Somewhat I know, with all its loss and strife.

““But this I know at least: the world shall wend
Upon its way, and gathering joy and grief
And deeds done, bear them with it to the end;
So shallit, though I lie as last year’s leaf
Lies neath a summer tree, at least receive
My life gone by, and store it, with the gain
That men alive call striving, wrong, and pain.
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“So for my part [ rather bless than curse,
And bless this fateful land ; good be with it;
Nor for this deadly thing’s death is it worse,
Nor for the lack of gold; still shall ye sit
Watching the swallow o'er the daisies flit;

Still shall your wandering limbs ere day is done
Make dawn desired by the sinking sun.

“And now, behold! in memory of all this
Take ye this girdle that shall waste and fade
As fadeth not your fairness and your bliss;
That when hereafter mid the blossoms laid
Ye talk of days and men now nothing made,
Ye may remember how the Theban man,
The son of Jove, came o’er the waters wan.”

Their faces changed not aught for all they heard;
As though all things now fully told out were,
They gazed upon him withoutany word:
Ah! craving kindness, hope, or loving care,
Their fairness scarcely could have made more fair
As with the apples folded in his fell
He went, to do more deeds for folk to tell.

Now as the girdle on the ground was cast
Those fellows turned and hurried toward the door,
And as across its broken leaves they passed
The old man saw they not, e’en as before;
Butan unearthed blind mole bewildered sore
Was wandering there in fruitless, aimless wise,
That got small heed from their full-sated eyes.

Swift gat they to their anxious folk; nor had
More time than just to say, “ Be of good cheer,
Forin our own land may we yet be glad,”

When they beheld the guests a-drawing near;
And much bewildered the two fellows were

To see the old man, and must even deem

That they should see things stranger than a dream
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But when they were aboard the elder cried:
“Up sails, my masters, fair now is the wind;
Nor good it s too long here to abide,

Lest what ye may not loose your souls should bind.”

And as he spake, the tall trees left behind
Stirred with the rising land-wind, and the crew,
Joyous thereat, the hawsers shipward drew.

Swift sped the ship, and glad at heart wereall,
And the Strong Man was merry with the rest,
And from the elder’s lips no word did fall
That did not seem to promise all the best;

Yet with a certain awe were men oppressed,
And felt as if their inmost hearts were bare,
And each man’s secret babbled through theair.

Still oft the old man sat with them and told
Tales of past time, as on the outward way;
And now would they the face of him behold
And deem it changed; the years that on him lay
Seemed to grow nought, and no more wan and grey
He looked, but ever glorious, wise and strong,
As though no lapse o?time for him were long.

At last, when six days through the kindly sea

The Golden
Apples

Their keel had slipped, he said: “Come hearken now,

For so it is that things fare wondrously

E’enin these days;and I a tale can show

That, told by you unto your sons, shall grow

A marvel of the days that are to come:

Take heed and tell it when ye reach your home.

“Yetliving in the world a man there is
Men call the Theban King Amphitryon’s son,
Although perchance a greater sire was his;
But certainly his lips have hung upon
Alcmena’s breasts: great deeds this man hath won
Already; for his name is Hercules,
And e’en ye Asian folk have heard of these.

s



The Golden
Apples

“Now ere the moon, this eve in his last wane,
Was born, this Hercules, the fated thrall
Of King Eurystheus, was straight bid to gain
Gifts from a land whereon no foot doth fall
Of mortal man, beyond the misty wall
Of unknown waters; pensively he went
Along the sea on his hard life intent.

“And at the dawn he came into a bay
Where the sea, ebbed far down, left wastes of sand,
Walled from the green earth by great cliffs and grey;
Then he looked up, and wondering there did stand,
For strange things lay in slumber on the strand;
Strange counterparts of what the firm earth hath
Lay scattered all about his weary path:

“Sea-lions and sea-horses and sea-kine,
Sea-boars, sea-men strange-skinned, of wondrous hair
And in their midsta man who seemed divine
For changeless eld, and round him women fair,
Clad in the sea-webs glassy green and clear
With gems on head and girdle, limb and breast,
Such as earth knoweth not among her best.

“ A momentat the fair and wondrous sight
He stared, then, since the heart in him was good,
He went about with careful steps and light
Till o’er the sleeping Sea-God now he stood;
And if the white-foot maids had stirred his blood
As he passed by, now other thoughts had place
Within his heart when he beheld that face.

“For Nereus now he knew, who knows all things;
And to himself he said: ‘If I prevail,
Better than by some God-wrought eagle-wings
Shall I be holpen;’ then he cried out: ‘Hail,
O Nereus! lord of shifting hill and dale!
Arise and wrestle; I am Hercules!
Not soon now shalt thou meet the ridgy seas.’
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“ And mightily he cast himself on him; The Golden
And Nereus cried out shrilly; and straightway Apples
That sleeping crowd, fair maid with half-hid limb,

Strange man and green-haired beast, made no delay,
But glided down into the billows grey,
And, by the lovely sea embraced, were gone,

While they two wrestled on the sea strand lone.

“Soon found the Sea-God that his bodily might
Was nought in dealing with Jove's dear one there;
And soon he ’gan to use his magic sleight:

Into a lithe leopard and a hugging bear

He turned him; then the smallest fowl of air
The straining arms of Hercules must hold,
And then a mud-born wriggling eel and cold.

“Then as the firm hands mastered this, forth brake
A sudden rush of waters all around,
Blinding and choking: then a thin green snake
With golden eyes; then o’er the shell-strewn ground
Forth stole a fly the least that may be found;
Then earth and heaven seemed wrapped in one huge flame,
But from the midst thereof a voice there came:

¢“¢Kinsman and stout-heart, thou hast won the day,
Nor to my grief: what wouldst thou have of me?’
And therewith to an old man small and grey
Faded the roaring flame, who wearily
Sat down upon the sand and said: ¢ Let be!
1 know thy tale; worthy of help thouart;
Come now, a short way hence will there depart

“‘A ship of Tyre for the warm southern seas,
Come we aboard; according to my will
Her way shall be.” Then up rose Hercules,
Merry of face, though hot and panting still;
But the fair summer day his heart did fill
With all delight; and so forth went the twain,
And found those men desirous of all gain.
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“Ah, for these gainful men—somewhat indeed
Their sails are rent, their bark beat; kin and friend
Are wearying for them; yeta friend in need
They yet shall gain, if at their journey’s end,
Upon the last ness where the wild goats wend
Tolick the salt-washed stones, a house they raise
Bedight with gold in kindly Nereus’ praise.”

Breathless they waited for these latest words,
That like the soft wind of the gathering night
Were grown to be: about the mast flew birds
Making their moan, hovering long-winged and white
And now before their straining anxious sight
The old man faded out into the air,
And from his place flew forth a sea-mew fair.

Then to the Mighty Man, Alcmena’s son,
With yearning hearts they turned till he should speak.
And he spake softly: “ Nought ill have ye done
In helping me to find what I did seek:
The world made better by me knows if weak
My hand and heart are: but now, light the fire
Upon the prow and worship the grey sire.”

So did they; and such gifts as there they had
Gave unto Nereus; yea, and sooth to say,
Amid the tumult of their hearts made glad,
Had honoured Hercules in e’en such way;

But helaughed out amid them, and said: * Nay,
Not yet the end is come; nor have | yet
Bowed down before vain longing and regret.

¢“It may be—who shall tell, when I go back
There whence I came, and looking down behold
The place that my once eager heart shall lack,
And all my dead desires a-lying cold,
But I may have the might then to enfold
The hopes of brave men in my heart?>—but long
Life lies before first with its change and wrong.”
18



So fair along the watery ways they sped The Golden
In happy wise, nor failed of their return; Apples
Nor failed in ancient Tyre the ways to tread,

Teaching their tale to whomsoe’er would learn,

Nor failed at last the flesh of beasts to burn

In Nereus’ house, turned toward the bright day’s end
On the last ness, round which the wild goats wend.

E made an end, and gazed about the place,
With rest enow upon hisancient face,
And smiling; but tosome the tale did seem
Like to the middle of some pleasant dream,
Which, waked from, leaves upon the troubled mind
A sense of something ill that Jurked behind,
If morn had given due time to dream it out.

Yet as the women stirred, and went about
The board with flask and beaker, and the scent
Of their soft raiment mid the feasters went,
The hill-side sun of autumn-tide at least
Seemed to come back unto their winter feast;
Rest, half remembering time past, did they win,
And somewhat surely wrought the tale therein.
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Through frosty haze of the day nearly done,

Without the hall wherein our elders were:
Within, the firelight gleamed on raiment fair,
And heads far fairer; because youth and maid
Midwinter words of hope that day had said
Before the altars; and were come at last,
No worse for snowy footways over-past,
Or for the east wind upon cheek and brow,
Their fairness to the ancient folk to show;
And dance and song being done, at end of day,
With ears pricked up, amid the furs they lay,
To have reward of tale for sound and sight
So given erewhile.

The flickering firelight,

And the late sun still streaming through the haze
Made the hall meet enow for tale of days
Solong past over: nigh the cheery flame
A Wanderer sat, and a long sunbeam came
On to his knees, then to the hearth fell down.
There in the silence, with thin hands and brown
Folded together, and a dying smile
Upon his face, he sat a little while,
Then somewhat raised his bright eyes and began
To name his people’s best beloved man.

I N late December shone the westering sun
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THE FOSTERING OF ASLAUG

THEARGUMENT

ASLAUG, THE DAUGHTER OF SIGURD
WHO SLEW THE DRAGON,AND OF BRYN-
HILD WHOM HE LOVED, LOST ALL HER
FRIENDS AND KIN, AND WASNOURISHED
AMID GREAT MISERY; YET IN THE END
HER FORTUNE, HER GLORY, AND HER
BEAUTY PREVAILED, AND SHE CAME TO
MIGHTY ESTATE.

FAIR tale might I tell to you

AOf Sigurd, who the dragon slew

Upon the murder-wasted heath,
And how love led him unto death,
Through strange wild ways of joy and pain;
Then such a story should ye gain,
If T could tell it all aright,
As well might win you some delight
From out the woefullest of days;
But now have I no heart to raise
That mighty sorrow laid asleep.
That love so sweet, so strong and deep,
That as ye hear the wonder told
In those few strenuous words of old,
The whole world seems to rend apart
When heart is torn away from heart.
But the world lives still, and to-day
The green Rhine wendeth on its way
Over the unseen golden curse
That drew its lord to worse and worse,
Till that last dawn in Atli’s hall,
When the red flame flared over all,
Lighting the leaden, sunless sea.

Yet so much told of this must be,
That Sigurd, while his youth was bright
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And unstained, midst the first delight
Of Brynhild’s love—that him did gain
Alljoy, all woe, and very bane—
Begat on her a woman-child.

In hope she bore the maid, and smiled
When of its father’s face she thought;
But when sad time the change had brought,
And she to Gunnar’s house must go,
She, thinking how she might bestow
The memory of that lovely eve,

That morn o’er-sweet, the child did leave
With Heimir, her old foster-sire,

A mighty lord; then, with the fire

Of her old love still smouldering,

And brooding over many a thing,

She went unto her life and death.
Nought, as I said, the story saith

Of all the wrong and love that led
Her feet astray: together dead

They lie now on their funeral pile,
And now the little one doth smile
Upon the glittering war-array

Of the men come the sooth to say

To Heimir of that bitter end.

Silent he stared till these did wend
Into the hall to fire and board,
Then by the porch without a word
Long time he sat: then hearose
And drew his sword, and hard and close
Gazed on the thin-worn edge and said:
“Smooth cheeks, sweet hands, and art thou dead?
O me thy glory! Woe is mel
I thought once more thine eyes to see—
Had I'been young three years agone,
When thou a maiden burd-alone
Hadst eighteen summers!”
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As he spake, The Fostering
He gat him swiftly to the brake of Aslaug
Of thorn-trees migh his house: and some,
When calm once more he sat at home,
Deemed he had wept: but no word more
He spake thereof.
A few days wore,

And now alone he oft would be
Within his smithy; heedfully
He guarded it, that none came in;
Nor marvelled men; “For he doth win
Some work of craftsmanship,” said they,
“And such before on many a day
Hath been his wont.”

So it went on
That a long while he wrought alone;
But on the tenth day bore in there
Aslaug, the little maiden fair,
Three winters old; and then the thing
A little set folks marvelling;
Yet none the less in nought durst they
To watch him. So toend of day
Time drew, and still unto the hall
He came not, and a dread 'gan fall
Upon his household, lest some ill
The quiet of their lives should kill;
And so it fell that the next morn
They found them of their lord forlorn,
And Aslaug might they see no more;
Wide open was the smithy door,
The forge a-cold, and hammering tools
Lay on the floor, with woodwright’s rules,
And chips and shavings of hard wood.
Moreover, when they deemed it good
To seek for him, nought might they do,
The tale says, for so dark it grew
Opver all ways, that no man might
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of Aslaug So back they wended sorrowfully,
And still most like it seemed to be,
That Odin had called Heimir home;
And nothing strange it seemed to some
That with him the sweet youngling was,
Since Brynhild’s love might bring to pass
E’en mightier things than this, they said;
And sure the little gold-curled head,
The pledge of all her earthly weal,
In Freyia's house she longed to feel.

Further the way was than they deemed
Unto that rest whereof they dreamed
Both to the greybeard and the child;
For now by trodden way and wild
Goes Heimir long: wide-faced is he,
Thin-cheeked, hook-nosed, €’en as might be
An ancient erne; his hair falls down
From ’neath a wide slouched hat of brown,
And mingles white with his white beard;
A broad brown brand, most men have feared,
Hangs by his side, and at his back
Is slung a huge harp, that doth lack
All fairness certes, and so great
Itis, that few might bear its weight;
Yea, Heimir even, somewhat slow
Beneath its burden walketh now,
And looketh round, and stayeth soon.

On a calm sunny afternoon,
Within a cleared space of a wood,
At last the huge old warrior stood
And peered about him doubtfully;
Who, when noughtliving he might see,
But mid the beech-boughs high aloft
A blue-winged jay, and squirrel soft,
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And in the grass a watchful hare,

Unslung his harpand knelt down there

Beside it, and a little while

Handled the hollow with a smile

Of cunning, and behold, the thing

Opened, as by some secret spring,

And there within the hollow lay,

Clad in gold-fringed well-wrought array,

Aslaug, the golden-headed child,

Asleep and rosy ; but she smiled

As Heimir’s brown hand drew a-near,

And woke up free from any fear,

And stretched her hands out towards his face.
He sat him down in the green place,

With kind arms round the little one,

Till, fully waked now, to the sun

She turned, and babbling, ’gainst his breast

Her dimpled struggling hands she pressed:

His old lips touched those eyes of hers,

That Sigurd’s hope and Brynhild’s tears

Made sad e’en in her life’s first spring;

Then sweet her chuckling laugh did ring,

As down amid the flowery grass

He set her, and beheld her pass

From flower to flower in utter glee;

Therewith he reached out thoughtfully,

And cast his arms about the harp

That at the first most strange and sharp

Rang through the still day, and the child

Stopped, startled by that music wild:

But then a change came o’er the strings,

As, tinkling sweet, of merry things

They seemed to tell, and to and fro

Danced Aslaug, till the tune did grow

Fuller and stronger, sweeter still,

And all the woodland place did fill

With sound, not merry now nor sad,
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But sweet, heart-raising, as it had
The gathered voice of that fair day
Amidst its measured strains; her play
Amid the flowers grew slower now,
And sadder did the music grow,
And yet still sweeter: and with that,
Nigher to where the old man sat
Aslaug 'gan move, until at last
All sound from the strained strings there passed
As into each other’s eyes they gazed;
Then, sighing, the young thing he raised,
And set her softly on his knee,
And laid her round cheek pitifully
Unto his own, and said:

“Indeed,
Of such as I shalt thou have need,
As swift the troubled days wear by,
And yet I know full certainly
My life on earth shall not be long:
And those who think to better wrong
By working wrong, shall seek thee wide
To slay thee; yea, belike they ride
E’en now unto my once-loved home.
Well, toa void place shall they come,
And I for thee thus much have wrought—
For thee and Brynhild—yea, and nought
I deem it still to turn my face
Fach morn unto some unknown place
Like a poor churl—for, ah! who knows
Upon what wandering wind that blows
Drives Brynhild’s spirit through the air;
And now by such road may I fare
That we may meet ere many days.”

Again the youngling did he raise
Unto his face, for to the earth
Had she slipped down; her babbling mirth
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Had mingled with his low deep speech;
But now, as she her hand did reach
Unto his beard, nor stinted more
Her babble, did a change come o’er
His face; for through the windless day
Afar a mighty horn did bray;
Then from beneath his cloak he drew
A golden phial, and setit to
Her ruddy lips in haste, and she
Gazed at him awhile fearfully,
As though she knew he was afraid;
But silently the child he laid
In the harp’s hollow place, for now
Drowsy and drooping did she grow
"Neath the strong potion; hastily
He shut the harp, and raised it high
Upon his shoulder, set his sword
Ready to hand, and with no word
Stalked off along the forest glade;
But muttered presently:

«Afraid
Is a strange word for me to say;
But all is changed in a short day,

And full of death the world seems grown.

Mayhap I shall be left alone

When all are dead beside, to dream

Of happy life that once did seem

So stirring midst the folk I loved.

Ah!is there nought that may be moved

By strong desire? yea, nought that rules
The very Gods who thrust earth’s fools,
This way and that as foolishly,

For aught I know thereof, as 1

Deal with the chess when I am drunk?”’

His head upon his breast was sunk
For along space, and then again
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He spake: “ My life is on the wane;
Somewhat of this ] yet may learn
Erelong; yet Iam fain to earn
My rest by reaching Atli’sland;
For surely 'neath his mighty hand
Safe from the Niblungs shall she be,
Safe from the forge of misery,
Grimhild the Wise-wife.”

Asagoad
That name was to him; on he strode
Still swifter, silent. But day wore
As fast between the tree-stems hoar
He went his ways; belike it was
That he scarce knew if he did pass
O’er rough or smooth, by dark or light,
Until at last the very night
Had closed round him as thinner grew
The wood that he was hurrying through;
And as he gained agrey hill’s brow
He felt the sea-breeze meet him now,
And heard the low surf’s measured beat
Upon the beach. He stayed his feet,
And through the dusky gathering dark
Peered round and saw what seemed a spark
Along the hill's ridge; thitherward
He turned, still warily on guard,
Until he came unto the door
Of some stead, lone belike and poor:
There knocking, was he bidden in,
And heedfully he raised the pin,
And entering stood with blinking gaze
Before a fire’s unsteady blaze.

There sat a woman all alone
Whom some ten years would make a crone,
Yet would they little worsen her;
Her face was sorely pinched with care,
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Sour and thin-lipped she was; of hue
E’en likea duck’s foot; whitish blue
Her eyes were, seeming as they kept
Wide open even when she slept.

She rose up, and was no less great
Than a tall man, a thing of weight
Was the gaunt hand that held a torch
As Heimir, midmost of the porch,
Fixed his deep grey and solemn eyes
Upon that wretched wife's surprise.

“Well,” said she, “ what may be your will?

Little we have your sack to fill,
If on thieves’ errand ye are come;
But since the goodman is from home
I know of none shall say you nay
If ye have will to bear away
The goodwife.”
Ason a burned house
Grown cold, the moon shines dolorous
From out the rainy lift, so now
A laugh must crease her lip and brow.

“Iam no thief, goodwife,” he said,
“Butask wherein to lay my head
To-night.”

“Well, goodman, sit,"” said she:
“Thine ugly box of minstrelsy
With thine attire befits not ill;
And both belike may match thy skill.”

So by the fire he sat him down
And she too sat, and coarse and brown
The thread was that her rock gave forth
As there she spun; of little worth
Was all the gear that hall did hold.

Now Heimir new-come from the cold
Had sct his harp down by his side,
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And turning hisgrey eyesand wide
Away from hers, slouched down his hat
Yet tarther o’er his brows, and sat
With hands outstretched unto the flame.
But had he noted how there came
Atwinkle into her dead eyes,
He had been minded to arise,
Methinks; for better company
The wild-wood wolf had been than she.
Because, from out the hodden grey
That was the great man’s poor array,
Once and again could she behold
How that the gleam of ruddy gold
Came forth: so therewith she arose,
And wandering round the hall, drew close
Unto the great harp, and could see
Some fringe of golden bravery
Hanging therefrom.—And the man too,
In spite of patch and clouted shoe,
And unadorned sword, seemed indeed
Scarce less than a great king in need,
So wholly noble was his mien.

So, with these things thus thoughtand seen
Within her mind grew fell intent
As toand fro the hall she went,
And from the ark at last did take
Meal forth for porridge and for cake,
And to the fire she turned, and "gan
To look still closer on the man
As with the girdle and the pot
She busied her, and doubted not
That on hisarma gold ring was;
For presently, as she did pass,
Somewhat she brushed the cloak from him,
And saw the gold gleam nowise dim.
Then sure, if man might shape his fate,
Her greed impatient and dull hate
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Within her eyes he might have seen,
And so this tale have never been,
But nought he heeded; far away
His thoughts were.
Therewith did she lay

The meal upon the board, and said:
“Meseems ye would be well apaid
Of meat and drink, and it is here,
Fair lord—though somewhat sorry cheer;
Fall to now.”

Whining, witha grin
She watched, as one who sets a gin,
If at the name of lord atall
He started, but no speech did fall
From his old lips, and wearily
He gat to meat, and she stood by,
And poured the drink to him,and said:

“Tosuchahusband am I wed
That ill is speech with him,when he
Comes home foredone with drudgery;
And though indeed I deem thee one
Who deeds of fame full oft hath done
And would not fear him, yet mostill
"Twould be the bliss of us to spill
In brawl with him, as might betide
If thou his coming shouldst abide.
Our barley barn is close hereby,
Wherein a weary man might lie
And be no worse at dawn of day.”

“Well, goodwife,” said he, “lead the way!
Worse lodging have I had than that,
Where the wolf howled unto the bat,
And red the woodland stream did run.”

She started back, he seemed as one
Who might have come back from the dead
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To wreak upon her evil head

Her sour ill life, but nought the more

He heeded her: “ Go on before,”

He said, “for I am in no case

To-night to meet an angry face

And hold my hand from my good sword.”

So out she passed without a word,
Though when he took in careful wise
The heavy harp, with greedy eyes
And an ill scowl she gazed thereon,

Yet durst say nought. But soon they won
Unto the barn’s door—he turned round,
And gazing down the rugged ground,
Beheld the sea wide reaching, white
Beneath the new-risen moon, and bright
His face waxed for a little while,

And on the still night did he smile,

As into the dark place he went,—

And saw no more of the grey bent,

Or sea, or sky, or morrow’s sun.

Unless perchance when all is done,

And all the wrongs the Gods have wrought
Come utterly with them to nought,
New heavens and earth he shall behold,
And peaceful folk, and days of gold,
When Baldur is come back again

O’er an undying world to reign.

For when the carl came home that night,
In every ill wise that she might,
She egged him on their guest to slay
Asssleeping in the barn helay;
And, since the man was no ill mate
For her,and heedless evil fate
Had made him big and strong enow,
He plucked up heart to strike the blow
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Though but a coward thief he was.

Soat the grey dawn did he pass

Unto the barn, and entered there;

But through its dusk therewith did hear
The sound of harp-strings tinkling: then,
As is the wont of such-like men,

Great fear of ghosts fell on his heart;
Yet, trembling sore, he thrust apart

The long stems of the barley-straw,

And peering round about, he saw
Heimir asleep, his naked brand

Laid o’er his knees, but his right hand
Amid the harp-strings, whence there came
A mournful tinkling; and some name
His lips seemed muttering, and withal
A strange sound on his ears did fall

As of a young child murmuring low
The muffled sounds of passing woe.
Nought dreadful saw he; yet the hair
"Gan bristle on his head with fear,

And twice was he at point to turn,

His bread by other craft to earn;

But in the end prevailed in him

His raging greed 'gainst glimmerings dim
Ofawe and pity; which but wrought

In such wise in him that he thought
How good it were if all were done,

And day, and noise, and the bright sun
Were come again: he crept along,
Poising a spear, thick-shafted, strong,

In his right hand; and ever fast

His heart beat as the floor he fassed,
And o'er his shoulder gazed tor fear
Once and again; he raised the spear,

As Heimir's hand the string still pressed,
And thrust it through his noble breast,
Then turned and fled, and heard behind

VI.D 33

The Fostering
of Aslaug



The Fostering A sound as of a wildered wind,
of Aslaug Half moan, half sigh; then all was still.
But yet such fear his soul did fill
That he stayed not until he came
Into the hall, and cried the name
Of his wife, Grima, in high voice.

“Ah well,” she said, “ what needs this noise?
Can ye not see me here?—Well then?"”

“Wife,” said he, “of the sons of men
I deem him not, rather belike
Odin it was that I did strike.”

She laughed an ill laugh. “Well,” she said,
“What then, if only he be dead?”

“What if he only seemed to die?”
He said, “and when night draweth nigh
Shall come again grown twice as great,
And eat where yesternight he ate?

For certes, wife, that harp of his,
No earthly minstrelsy it 1s,

Since as in sleep the man was laid
Ofits own self a tune it played;
Yea, yea,and ina man’s voice cried;
Belike a troll therein doth bide.”

“ An ugly, ill-made minstrel’s tool,”
She said; “thou blundering, faint-heart fool!
Some wind moaned through the barn belike,
And the man’s hand the strings did strike.”

And yet she shivered as she spake,
As though some fear her heart did take,
And neither durst to draw anigh
The barn until the sun was high,
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Then in they went together, and saw
The old man lying in the straw,

Scarce otherwise than if asleep,
Though in his heart the spear lay deep,
And round about the floor was red.
Then Grima went, and from the dead
Stripped off the gold ring, while the man
Stood still apart ; then she began,

To touch the harp, but in no wise
Might open it to reach the prize;
Wherefore she bade her husband bring
Edge-tools to split the cursed thing.
He brought them trembling, and the twain
Fell to, and soon their end did gain;
But shrank back trembling to see there
The youngling, her grey eyes and clear
Wide open, fearless; but the wife
Knew too much of her own sour life
To fear the other world o’ermuch,

And soon began to pull and touch

The golden raiment of the may;

And at the last took heart to say:

“Be comforted! we shall not die;
For no work is this certainly
Wrought in the country never seen,
But raiment of 2 Hunnish queen—

Gold seest thou, goodman! gems seest thou!—

No ill work hast thou wrought, I trow.
But, for the maiden, we must give
Victuals to her that she may live;

For though to-day she is indeed

But one more mouth for us to feed,
Yet as she waxeth shall she do

Right many a thing to help us two;
Yea, whatso hardest work there is,
That shall be hers—no life of bliss
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of Aslaug She shall be strong, too, as the days
Increase on her.”
Then said the man:
“Get speech from her, for sure she can
Tell somewhat of her life and state.”

But whatso he or his vile mate
Might do, no word at all she spake
Either for threat or promise sake;
Until at last they deemed that she
Was tongue-tied: so now presently
Unto the homestead was she brought,
And her array all golden-wrought
Stripped from her, and in rags of grey
Clad was she. But from light of day
The carl hid Heimir dead, and all
Into dull sodden life did fall.

O with the twain abode the may,
Waxing in beauty day by day,
But ever as one tongue-tied was,
What thing soever came to pass;
And needs the hag must call her Crow:
“A name,” she said, “full good enow
For thee—my mother bore it erst.”
So lived the child that she was nursed
On little meat and plenteous blows;
Yet nowise would she weep, but close
Would set her teeth thereat, and go
About what work she had to do,
And ever wrought most sturdily;
Until atlast she grew to be
More than a child. And now the place
That once had borne so dull a face
Grew well-nigh bright to look upon,
And whatso thing might shine there shone
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Yea, all but her who brought about
That change therein—for, past all doubt,
Years bettered in nowise our hag,
And ever she said that any rag

Was good enough to clothe the Crow.
And still her hate did grow and grow
As Aslaug grew to womanhood;

Oft would she sit in murderous mood
Long hours, with hand anigh a knife,
As Aslaug slept, all hate at strife

With greed within her; yet withal
Something like fear of her did fall
Upon her heart, and heavy weighed
That awful beauty, that oft stayed
Her hand from closing on the hilt,

E’en more than thought of good things spilt.
Hard words and blows this scarce might stay,

For like the minutes of the day,

Not looked for, noted not when gone,
Were all such things unto the crone,
And, smitten or unsmitten, still

The Crow was swift to work her will.

In spring-tide of her seventeenth year,
On the hill-side the house anear
Went Aslaug, following up her goats:
On such a day as when Love floats
Through the soft air unseen, to touch
Our hearts with longings overmuch
Unshapen into hopes, to make
All things seem fairer for the sake
Of that which cometh, who doth bear
Who knows how much of griefand fear
In his fair arms. So Aslaug went,
On vague and unnamed thoughts intent,
That seemed to her full sweet enow,
And ever greater hope did grow,
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And sweet secemed life to her and good,
Small reason why: into the wood

She turned, and wandered slim and fair
"Twixt the dark tree-boles: strange and rare
The sight was of her golden head,

So good, uncoifed, unchapleted,

Above her sordid dark array,

That over her fair body lay

As dark clouds on a lilied hill.

The wild things well might gaze their fill,
As through the wind-flowers brushed her feet
As her lips smiled when those did meet
The lush cold blue-bells, or were set
Light on the pale dog-violet

Late April bears: the red-throat jay
Screamed not for nought, as on her way
She went, light-laughing at some thought;
If the dove moaned "twas not for nought,
Since she was gone too soon from him,
And e’en the sight he had was dim

For the thick budding twigs. At last

Into an open space she passed,

Nigh filled with a wide, shallow lake,
Amidmost which the fowl did take

Their pastime; o’er the firmer grass,
"Twixt rushy ooze, swift did she pass,
Until upon a bank of sand

Close to the water did she stand,

And gazed down in that windless place
Upon the image of her face,

And as she gazed laughed musically
Once and again; nor heeded she

Her straying flock: her voice, that none
Had heard since Heimir was undone
Within that wretched stead, began

Such speech as well had made a man
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Forget hisland and kin to make The Fostering
Those sweet lips tremble for his sake: of Aslaug

“Spring bringeth love,” she said, “toall.”
She sighed as those sweet sounds did fall
From her unkissed lips: “ Ah,” said she,
“How came that sweet word unto me,
Among such wretched folk who dwell,
Folk who still seem to carry hell
About with them ?—That ancient man
They slew, with whom my life began,

I deem he must have taught me that,
And how the steel-clad maiden sat
Asleep within the ring of flame,
Asleep, and waiting till Love came,
Who was my father: many a dream
I dream thereof, till it doth seem
That they will fetch me hence one day.
Somewhere I deem life must be gay,
The flowers are wrought not for the sake
Of those two murderers.”

While she spake
Her hands were busy with her gown,
And at the end it slipped adown
And left her naked there and white
In the unshadowed noontide light.
Like Freyia in her house of gold,
A while her limbs did she behold
Clear mirrored in the lake beneath;
Then slowly, with a shuddering breath,
Stepped in the water cold, and played
Amid the ripple that she made,
And spoke again aloud, as though
The lone place of her heart might know:
“Soothly,” she said, “if I knew fear,
Scarcely should 1 be sporting here,
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But blinder surely has the crone
In those last months of winter grown,
Nor knows if I be foul or sweet,
Or sharp stripes might I chance to meet,
As heretofore it hath been seen
When I have dared to make me clean
Amid their foulness: loathes her heart
That one she hates should have a part
In the world’s joy.—Well, time wears by,
I was not made for misery.
Surely if dimly do mine eyes
Behold no sordid tale arise,
No illlife drawing near—who knows
But [ am kept for greater woes,
Godlike despair that makes not base,
Though like a stone may grow the face
Because of it, yea, and the heart
A hard-wrought treasure set apart
For the world’s glory?”’

Therewith she
Made for the smooth bank leisurely,
And, naked as she was, did pass
Unto the warm and flowery grass
All unashamed, and fearing not
For aught that should draw nigh the spot:
And soothly had some hunter been
Near by and all her beauty seen,
He would have deemed he saw a fay
And hastened trembling on his way.
But when full joyance she had had
Of sun and flowers, her limbs she clad
In no long time, forsooth, and then
Called back her wandering flock again
With one strange dumb cry, e'en as though
Their heartsand minds she needs must know
For hurrying back with many a bleat
They huddled round about her feet.
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And back she went unto the stead,
Strange visions pressing round her head,
So light of heart and limb, that though
She went with measured steps and slow,
Each yard seemed buta dance to her.

So now the thick wood did she clear,
And o’er the bent beheld the sea,
And stood amazed there suddenly,
For a long ship, with shield-hung rail,
And fair-stained flapping raven-sail,
And golden dragon-stem, there lay
On balanced oars amidst the bay,
Slow heaving with the unrippled swell.
With a strange hope she might not tell
Her eyes ran down the strand, and there
Lay beached a ship’s boat painted fair,
And on the shingle by her side
Three blue-clad axemen did abide
Their fellows, sent belike ashore
To gather victuals for their store.

She looked not long; with heart that beat
More quickly and with hurrying feet
Unto the homestead did she pass,

And when anigh the door she was

She heard men’s voices deep and rough;
Then the shrill crone, who said: “ Enough
Of work I once had done for you,

But now my days left are but few

And I am weak; I prithee wait,

Already now the noon is late,

My daughter, Crow, shall soon be here.”
“Nay,” said a shipman, ““ have no fear,
Goodwife, a speedy death to get,
Thouart a sturdy carline yet:

Howbeit we well may waita while.”
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Thereat Aslaug, with a strange smile,
Fresh from that water in the wood,
Pushed back the crazy door, and stood
Upon the threshold silently;
Bareheaded and barefoot was she,

And scarce her rags held each to each,
Yet did the shipmen stay their speech
And open-mouthed upon her stare,

As with bright eyes and face flushed fair
She stood; one gleaming lock of gold,
Strayed from her fair head’s plaited fold,
Fell far below her girdlestead,

And round about her shapely head

A garland of dog-violet

And wind-flowers meetly had she set:
They deemed it little scathe indeed
That her coarse homespun ragged weed
Fell off from her round arms and lithe
Laid on the door-post, thata withe

Of willows was her only belt;

And each as he gazed at her felt

As some gift had been given him.

At last one grumbled, ¢ Nowise dim
It is to see, goodwife, that this
No branch of thy great kinshipis.”

Grima was glaring on the may,
And scarce for rage tound words to say:
“Yea, soothly is she of our kin:
Sixty-five winters changeth skin.
And whatsoever she may be,
Though she is dumb as a dead tree,
She worketh ever double-tide.
So, masters, ope your meal-sacks wide
And fall to work ; enow of wood
Thereis, I trow.”
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And there she stood,
Shaking all o'er, and when the may
Brushed past her going on her way,
From off the board a knife she caught,
And well-nigh had itin her thought
To end it all. Small heed the men
Would take of her, forsooth;and when
They turned their baking-work to speed,
And Aslaug fell the meal to knead,
He was the happiest of themall
Unto whose portion it did fall
To take the loaves from out her hand;
And gaping often would he stand,
And ever he deemed that he could feel
A trembling all along the peel
Whenas she touched it—sooth to say,
Such bread as there was baked that day
Was never seen: such as it was
The work was done, and they did pass
Down toward the ship, and as they went
A dull place seemed the thymy bent,
Gilded by sunset; the fair ship,
That soft in the long swell did dip
Her golden dragon, seemed nought worth,
And they themselves, all void of mirth,
Stammering and blundering in their speech,
Still looking back, seemed each to each
Ill-shapen, ugly, rough and base
As might be %)und in any place.

Well, saith the tale, and when the bread
Was broken, just as light as lead
Men found the same, as sweet as gall,
Half-baked and sodden; oneandall
Men gave it to the devil; atlast
Unto their lord the story passed,
Who called for them, and bade them say
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Why they had wrought in such a way;
They grinned and stammered, till said one:
“We did just e’en as must be done

When men are caught; had it been thou,
A-cold had been the oven now.”

“Ye dealin riddles,” said the lord,
“ Enough brine is there overboard
To fill you full if even so
Ye needs must have it.”

“Wedid go,”
The man said, “to a house, and found
Thatlack of all things did abound;
A yellow-faced and blear-eyed crone
Was in the sooty hall alone;
But as we talked with her, and she
Spake to us ill and craftily,
A wondrous scent was wafted o’er
The space about the open door,
And all the birds drew near to sing,
And summer pushed on into spring,
Until there stood before our eyes
A damsel clad in wretched guise,
Yet surely of the Gods I deem,
So fair she was;—well then this dream
Of Freyia on midsummer night,
This breathing love, this once-seen sight,
Flitted amidst us kneading meal,
And from us all the wits did steal ;}—
Hadst thou been wise?”

“Well,” said the lord
“This seemeth but an idle word;
Yet since yeall are in one tale
Somewhat to you it mayavail—
Speak out! my lady that is dead—
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Thora, the chief of goodlihead— The Fostering
Came this one nigh to heratall?” of Aslaug

One answer from their mouths did fall,
That she was fairest ever seen.
“If twosuch marvellous things have been
Wrought by the Gods, then have they wrought
Exceeding well,” the lord said; “nought
Will serve me now but to have sight
Of her, and hear the fresh delight
Of her sweet voice.”

“Nay, nay,” onecried,
“The carline called the maid tongue-tied
E’en from her birth.”
But thoughtfully

The lord spake: “Then belike shall be
Some wonder in the thing. Lo now,
Since 1, by reason of my vow
Made on the cup at Yule, no more
May set foot upon any shore
Till I in Micklegarth have been,
And somewhat there of arms have seen,
Go yeat earliest morn and say
That I would see her ere the day
Is quite gone by; here shall she come
And goasif her father’s home
The good ship were, and I indeed
Her very brother. Odin speed
The matter in some better wise,
Unless your words be nought but lies! "

So the next morn she had the word
To come unto their king and lord;
She answered not, but made as thou
Their meaning she did fully know,
And gave assent: the crone was there,
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And still askance at her did glare,

And midst her hatred grew afeard

Of what might come, but spoke no word;
And ye may well believe indeed

That those men gave her little heed,

But stared at Aslaug as she stood

Beside the greasy, blackened wood

Of the hall’s uprights, fairer grown

Than yesterday, soft ‘neath her gown
Her fair breast heaving, her wide eyes
Mid dreams of far-off things grown wise,
The rock dropped down in her left hand;—
There mazed awhile the men did stand,
Then gat them back. And so the sun
Waxed hot and waned, and, day nigh done,
Gleamed on the ship’s side as she lay
Close in at deepest of the bay,

Her bridge gold-hung on either hand
Cast out upon the hard white sand;
While o’er the bulwarks many a man
Gazed forth; and the great lord began
To fretand fume, till on the brow

Of'the low cliff they saw her now,

Who stood a moment to behold

The ship’s sun-litten flashing gold;
Then slowly 'gan to get her down

A steep path in the sea-cliff brown,

Till on asudden did she meet

The slant sun cast about its feet,

And flashed as in a golden cloud;

Since scarcely her poor raiment showed
Beneath the glory of her hair,

Whose last lock touched her ankles bare.

For so it was that as she went
Unto this meeting, all intent
Upon the time that was to be,
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While yet just hidden from the sea,
She stayed her feet a little while,
And, gazing on her raiment vile,
Flushed red, and muttered:
“Who can tell
But I may love this great lord well?
An evil thing then should it be
If he cast loathing eyes on me
This first time for my vile attire.”

Then, while her cheek still burned like fire,
She set hand to her hair of gold
Until its many ripples rolled
All over her, and no great queen
Was e’er more gloriously beseen;
And thus she went upon her way,

Now when the crew beheld the may
Set foot upon the sand, there rose
A mighty shout from midst of those
Rough seafarers; only the lord
Stood silent gazing overboard
With great eyes till the bridge she gained,
And still the colour waxed and waned
Within his face; but when her foot
First pressed the plank, to his heart's root
Sweet pain there pierced, for her great eyes
Were fixed on his in earnest wise,
E’en as her thoughts were all of him;
And somewhat now all things waxed dim,
As unto her he stretched his hand,
And felt hers; and the twain did stand
Hearkening each other’s eager breath.
But she was changed, for pale as death
She was now as she heard his voice.

“Full well may we this eve rejoice,
Fair maid, that thou hast come to us;
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of Aslaug Holds greater beauty than the earth
Mid fairer days may bring to birth,
And that I hold it now. But come
Unto the wind-blown woven home,
Where I have dwelt alone awhile,
And with thy speech the hours beguile.”

For nothing he remembered
Of what his men unto him said,
That she was dumb. Not once she turned
Her eyes from his; the low sun burned
Within her waving hair, as she
Unto the poop went silently
Beside him, and with faltering feet,
Because this hour seemed over sweet,

And still his right hand held her hand.

But when at last the twain did stand
Beneath the gold-hung tilt alone,
He said: “Thou seemest such an one
As who could love; thoulook’st on me
As though thou hopedst love might be
Betwixt us—thou art pale, my sweet,
Good were it if our lips should meet.”

Then mouth to mouth long time they stood
And when they sundered, the red blood
Burnt in her cheek,and tenderly
Trembled her lips, and drew anigh
His lips again: but speech did break
Swiftly from out them, and she spake:
““May it be so, fair man, that thou
Arteven no less happy now
ThanIam.”

With a joyous cry
He caught her to him hastily;
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And mid that kiss the sun went down, The Fostering
And colder was the dark world grown. of Aslaug
Once more they parted; “Ah, my love,”

He said, “I knew not aught could move

My heart to such joy as thy speech.”

She made as if she fain would reach
Her lips to his once more; but ere
They touched, as smitten by new fear,
She drew aback and said: ¢“Alas!

It darkens, and I needs must pass
Back to the land, to be more sad
Than if this joy I ne’er had had.
And thou—thou shalt be sorry too,
And pity me that it is so.”

“To-morrow morn comes back the day,”
He said, ““if we should part, sweet may:
Yet why should 1 be left forlorn
Betwixt this even and the morn?”

His hand had swept aback her hair,
And on her shoulder, gleaming bare
From midst her rags, was trembling now;
But she drew back, and o’er her brow
Gathered a troubled thoughtful frown,
And on the bench she sat her down
And spake: “Nay, it were wise to bide
Awhile. Behold, the world is wide,

Yet have we found each other here,

And each to other seems more dear

Than all the world else.—Yet a king
Thou art, and I am such a thing,

By some half-dreamed-of chance cast forth
To hivealife of little worth,

A lonely life—and it may be

That thou shouldst weary soon of me
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If I abode here now—and 1,

How know I? All unhappily

My life has gone; scarce a kind word
Except in dreams my ears have heard
But those thy lovely lips have said:

It might be when all things were weighed
That I too light of soul should prove

To hold for ever this great love.”

Down at her feet therewith he knelt,
And round her his strong arms she felt
Drawing her to him, as he said:

“These are strange words for thee, O maid
Are those sweet loving lips grown cold

So soon? Yetart thou in my hold,

And certainly my heart is hot.

What help against me hast thou got?”

Each unto each their cheeks were laid,
As in a trembling voice she said:
“No help, because so dear to me
Thouart, and mighty as may be;
Thou hast seen much, art wiser far
Than [ am; yet strange thoughts there are
In my mind now—some half-told tale
Stirsin me, if | might avail
To tellit.”

Suddenly she rose,

And thrust him from her; ¢ Ah, too close!
Too close now, and too far apart
To-morrow!-—and a barren heart,
And days that ever fall to worse,
And blind lives struggling witha curse
They cannot grasp! Look on my face,
Because I deem me of arace
That knoweth such a tale too well.
Yetif there besuch tale to tell
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Of us twain, let it e’en be so, The Fostering
Rather than we should fail to know of Aslaug
This love—ah me, my love forbear!

No pain for thee and me I fear;

Yet strive we e’en for more than this!

Thou who hast given me my first bliss

To-day, forgive me, that in turn

I see the pain within thee burn,

And may not help—because mine eyes

The Gods make clear. I am grown wise

With gain of love, and hope of days

That many a coming age shall praise.”

Awhile he gazed on her, and shook
With passion, and his cloak’s hem took
W ith both hands as to rend it down;
Yet from his brow soon cleared the frown:
Hesaid: “Yea, such an one thouart,
As needs alone must fill my heart
If I be like my father’s kin,
And have a hope great deeds to win,
And surely nought shall hinder me
From living a great life with thee—
Say now what thou wouldst have me do.”

“Some deed of fame thou goest to,”
She said, “for surely thou art great;
Go on thy way then, and if fate
So shapen is, that thou mayst come
Once more unto this lonely home,
There shalt thou find me, who will live
Through whatso days that fate may give,
Till on some happy coming day
Thine oars again make white the bay.”

‘“If that might be remembered now,”
He said, “last Yule I madea vow
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In some far land to win me fame.

Come nigher, sweet,and hear my name
Before thou goest; that if so be

Death take me and my love from thee,
Thou mayst then think of who I was,
Nor let all memory of me pass

When thou to some great king art wed:
Then shalt thou say: ‘Ragnar is dead,
Who was the son of Sigurd Ring,
Among the Danesa mighty king.

He might have had me by his side,’
Then shalt thou say, ‘that hour he died;
But my heart failed and not his heart.””’

“Nay, make it not too hard to part,”
She said, when once again their lips
Had sundered; ““as gold-bearing ships
Foundered amidmost of the sea,

So shall the loves of most men be,

And leave no trace behind. God wot
This heart of mine shall hate thee not
Whatso befall; but rather bless

Thee and this hour of happiness;

And if this tide shall come again

After hard longing and great pain,
How sweet, how sweet! O love, farewell.
Lest other tale there be to tell:

Yet heed this now lest afterward

It seem to thee a thing too hard

To keep thy faith to such as me;

I am belike what thou dost see,

A goatherd girl, a peasant maid,

Of a poor wretched crone afraid

From dawn to dusk; despite of dreams
In morning tides, and misty gleams

Of wondrous stories, deem me such
As | have said, nor overmuch
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Cast thou thy love upon my heart
If even such a man thou art
As needs must wed a great man’s child.”

He stepped aback from her and smiled,
And, stooping "neath the lamp, drew forth
Froma great chest a thing of worth—

A silken sark wrought wondrously

In some far land across the sea.

“One thing this is of many such

That I were fain thy skin should touch,”
He said, “if thou wouldst have it so.”
But his voice faltered and sank low,

As though her great heart he 'gan fear.
She reached her fine strong hand anear
The far-fetched thing; then smiling said:
‘Strange that such fair things can be made
By men who die;and like itis

Thou think’st me worthy of all bliss;
But our rough hillsand smoky house
Befit not aught so glorious,

E’en if thou come again to me;

And if not, greater grief to see

The gifts of dead love!—what say I,

Our crone should wear these certainly
If I but brought them unto land.”

He flushed red, and his strong right hand
Fell to his sword-hilt. “ Nay,"” she said,
‘ All that is nought if rightly weighed;
Hope and desire shall pass the days
If thou come back.”

Grave was her face

And tremulous: he sighed: “Then take
This last gift only for my sake.”
And once again their lips did touch
And cling together. O many such,”
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The Fostering  She said, “if the time did not fail,
of Aslaug And my heart too: of what avail
Against the hand of fate to strive?
Let me begin my life to live,
Asit must be a weary space.”

The moon smote full upon her face,
Asona trembling sea, as now
From the lamp-litten gold tilt low
She stepped into the fresher air,
He with her. Slow the twain did fare
Amidst the wondering men, till they
Had reached the bridge; then swift away
She turned, and passed the gold-hung rail,
And o'er the sands the moon made pale
Went gleaming, all alone: and he
Watched till her light feet steadily
Stepped up upon the dark cliff's brow:
But no one time she turned hernow,
But vanished from him into night,
So there he watched till changing light
Brought the beginning of the tide
Of longing that he needs must bide;
T'hen he cried out for oars and sail,
And ere the morning star did fail
No more those cliffs his bird beheld,
As’neath the wind the broad sail swelled.

Unto the stead, and her intent
She changed in nought: no word she spake
What wrath soe’er on her might break
From the fell crone, on whom withal
Still heavier did that strange awe fall;
As well might be, for from the may
Had girlish lightness passed away
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Into a sweet grave majesty, The Fostering
That scarce elsewhere the world might see. ofAslaug

So wore the spring, and summer came
And went, and all the woods did flame
With autumn, as in that old tide
When slowly by the mirk hill-side
Went Heimir to his unseen death:
Then came the first frost’s windless breath,
The steaming sea, the world all white,
And glittering morn and silent night,
As when the little one first felt
The world a-cold ; and still she dwelt
Unchanged since that first spark of love
Wrought the great change, that so did move
Her heart to perfect loveliness.
Norovermuch did the days press
Upon her with the weary waste
Of short life, that too quick doth haste
When joy is gained: if any thought
Thereof unto her heart was brought,
Rather it was: “ Ah, overlong
For brooding over change and wrong
When that shall come! Good gain to me
My love's eyes one more time to see,

To feel once more his lips’ delight,

And die with the short summer night,

Not shamed nor sorry! But if |

Must bear the weight of misery

In the after days, yet even then

May I notleave to unborn men

A savour of sweet things, a tale

That midst all woes shall yet prevail

To make the world seem something worth?"'

So passed the winter of the North,
And once again was come the spring;

55



The Fostering
of Aslaug

Then whiles would she go loitering
Slow-footed, and with hanging head,
Through budding brake, o’er flowery mead,
With blood that throbbed full quickly now
If o’erthe flowers her feet were slow,
And bonds about her seemed to be.
Yet wore the spring-tide lingeringly
Till on a morn of latter May,
When her soft sleep had passed away,
Nought but the bright-billed sweet-throat bird
Within the thorn at first she heard;
But, even as her heart did meet
The first wave of desire o’ersweet,
The winding of a mighty horn
Adown the breeze of May was borne,
And throbbing hope on her did fall:
Yet from her bed she leapt withal,
And clad herself, and went about
Her work, as though with ne’er a doubt
That this day €’en such like should be
As was the last; and so while she
Quickened the fire and laid the board,
Mid the crone’s angry, peevish word
Of surly wonder, the goodman,
With axe on shoulder, swiftly ran
Adown the slope; but presently
Came breathless back:
“ Ah, here they be!

Come back again for something worse,”
Said he. ¢“This dumb maid 1s some curse
Laidonus.”

“Well,” the goodwife said,
“Who be they?”” “They who baked their bread
Within this house last spring,” said he.
“Oft did I marvel then why she,
This witch-maid, went unto the strand
Thateve.”
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“Nay, maybe comes to hand

Some luck,” the crone said. “ Hold thy peace,”

He said. *“ What goodhap or increase
From that ill night shall ever come?
Rather I deem that now come home
Those fifteen years of murder: lo,
The worst of all we soon shall know,
I hear their voices.”
Silently,
If somewhat pale, Aslaug passed by
From fire to board, as though she heard
And noted nothing of that word,
Whate’er it was: yet now, indeed,
The clink of sword on iron weed,
And voices of the seafarers,
Came clear enow unto her ears;
Nor was it long or e'er the door
Was darkened, as one stood before
The light and cried:
«Hail to this house,

If here still dwells the glorious
Fair maiden, that across the seas
We come for!”

Aslaug on her knees
Knelt by the brightening fire and dropped
The meal into the pot, nor stopped
For all their words, but with her hand
Screened her fair face. Then up did stand
The goodman, quaking:

“Well,” he said,

“Good be my meed! for we have fed
This dumb maid all for kindness' sake.”

“No need,” he said, “long words to make,
And little heed we thy lies now,
But if she doom thee to the bough.
—All hail, our Lady and our Queen!"
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For she, arisen, with glorious micn
Was drawing near the board, and bare
The porridge-bowl and such-like gear
Past where the men stood; tremblingly
The leader of them drew anigh,

And would have taken them, but she
Swerved from his strong hand daintily,
Smiled on him and passed by, and when
They were set down turned back again
And spoke, and well then might rejoice
That dusky place to hear her voice
For the first time:

¢ doubt me not,
O seafarers, but ye have got
A message from that goodly lord
Who spake last year a pleasant word,
Hard to believe for a poor maid.”

Trembled the twain at what she said
Less than the unexpected sound,
For death seemed in the air around.
But the man spake: ¢ E'en thus he saith,
That he, who heretofore feared death
In nowise, feared this morn to come
And seek thee out in thy poor home,
Lest he should find thee dead or gone;
For scarce he deemed so sweeta one
Could be for him: ¢But if she live,’
He said, ‘and still her love can give
To me, let her make no delay,
For fear we see no other day
Wherein to love.””

She said: “Come, then!

It shames me not that of all men
I'love him best. But have ye there
Somewhat these twain might reckon dear?
Their life is ill enow to live
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But that withal they needs must strive The Fostering
With griping want when Iam gone.” of Aslaug

Heanswered: “O thou goodly one,
Here have we many a dear-bought thing
Because our master bade us bring
All queenly gear for thee, and deems
That thou, so clad as well beseems
That lovely body, wouldst aboard ;

But all we have is at thy word
To keep or spend.”

‘“Nay, friends,” she said,
“If thy lord loves my goodlihead,
Fain would I bear alone to him
What wealth I have of face or limb,
For him to deck when all is his,
So full enow shall even this
That I am dight with be for me;
But since indeed of his bounty
He giveth unto me to give—
Take ye this gold, ye twain, and live
E’en as ye may—small need to bless
Or curse your sordid churlishness,
Because methinks, without fresh curse,
Each day that comes shall still be worse
Than the past day, and worst of all
Your ending day on you shall fall.
Yet, if it may be, fare ye well,
Since in your house I came to dwell
Some wearing of my early days.”

E’en as she spake, her glorious face
Shone the last time on that abode,
And her light feet the daisies trod
Outside the threshold. But the twain
Stood 'mazed above the bounteous gain
Of rings and gems and money bright,
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And along while, for mere affright
And wonder, durst not handle it.

But while the butterfly did flit
White round about the teet of her,
Above the little May-flowers fair,
She went adown the hill with these,
Until the low wash of the seas
They heard, and murmuring of the men
Who manned the long-ships; quickly then
They showed above the grey bent’s brow,
And all the folk beheld them now
"Twixt oar and gunwale that abode,
And to the sky their shout rose loud.
But when upon the beach she came,
A bright thing in the sun did flame
"Twixt sun and ship-side, and the sea
Foamed, as one waded eagerly
Unto the smooth and sea-beat sand,
And for one moment did she stand
Breathless, with beating heart, and then
To right and left drew back the men;
She heard a voice she deemed well known,
Long waited through dull hours bygone,
And round her mighty arms were cast:
But when her trembling red lips passed
From out the heaven o?that dear kiss,
And eyes met eyes, she saw in his
Fresh pride, fresh hope, fresh love, and saw
Thelong sweet days still onward draw,
Themse%ves still going hand in hand,
As now they went adown the strand.

EXT morn, when they awoke to see
N Each other’s hands draw lovingly

Each unto each, awhile they lay
Silent, as though night passed away

They grudged full sore: till the King said
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Unto the happy golden head The Fostering
That lay upon his breast: “ What thought of Aslaug

By those few hours of dark was brought

Unto thy heart, my love? Did dreams

Make strange thy loving sleep with gleams

Of changing days that yet may be?”

She answered, but still dreamily:
“In sleep a little while ago
O’er a star-litten world of snow
I fared, till suddenly near by
A swirling fire blazed up on high;
Thereto I went, and without scathe
Passed through the flame, as one doth bathe
Within a summer stream, and there
I saw a golden palace fair
Ringed round about with roaring flame.
Unto an open door I came,
And entered a great hall thereby,
And saw where, 'neath a canopy
A King and Queen there sat, more fair
Than the world knoweth otherwhere
And much methought my heart smiled then
Upon that goodliest of all men,
That sweetest of all womankind.
Then one methought a horn did wind
Without, and the King turned and spake:

«“¢Wherewith do the hall pillars shake,

O Queen, O love?’

She moved her head,
And in a voice like music said:
“This is the fame of Ragnar’s life,
The breath of all the glorious stnfc
Wherewith his days shall wear.’

Then he:

¢What is the shadow that I see

Adown the hall?’
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The Fostering Then said the Queen:
of Aslaug ¢Our daughter surely hadst thou seen
If thine eyes saw as clear as mine:
Well worth she is our love divine,
And unto Ragnar is she wed,
The best man since that thou art dead,
My King, my love, mine own, mine own.’

“Then the twain kissed upon the throne,
And the dream passed and sleep passed too.”

Therewith the King her body drew
Nearer to him, if it might be,
And spake: “A strange dream came to me.
Upon a waste at dawn I went
And wandered over vale and bent,
And ever was it dawn of day,
And still upon all sides there lay
The bones of men, and war-gear turned
To shards and rust; then far off burned
A fire, and thither quick I passed.
And when I came to it at last
Dreadful it seemed, impassable;
But I, fain of that land to tell
What things soever might be known,
Went round about, and up and down,
And gat no passing by the same;
Until, methought, just where the flame
Burned highest, through the midst I saw
A man and woman toward me draw,
Even as through a flowery wood:
So came they unto where I stood,
And glad at heart therewith I grew,
For such fair folk as were the two
Ne'er had I seen; then the man cried:

«¢Hail to thee, Ragnar! well betide
This dawn of day. Stretch forth thine hand.’
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