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				“Cas­cun se mir el jove Manuel, Qu’era del mom lo plus valens dels pros.”

			

		
	
		
			To six most gal­lant cham­pi­ons is ded­i­cat­ed this his­to­ry of a cham­pi­on: less to re­pay than to ac­knowl­edge large debts to each of them, col­lec­tive­ly at out­set, as here­after se­ri­atim.

		
	
		
			
				A Foreword

				
					“Amo­to quo­er­a­mus se­ria lu­do.”

				

				
					
						To

						Sin­clair Lewis.
					

				

			
			
				I

				
					My Dear Lewis:
				

				To you (whom I take to be as fa­mil­iar with the Manuelian cy­cle of ro­mance as is any per­son now alive) it has for some while ap­peared, I know, a not un­cu­ri­ous cir­cum­stance that in the Key to the Pop­u­lar Tales of Poictesme there should have been in­clud­ed so lit­tle di­rect­ly rel­a­tive to Manuel him­self. No read­er of the Pop­u­lar Tales (as I re­call your say­ing at the Alum when we talked over, among so many oth­er mat­ters, this mon­u­men­tal book) can fail to note that al­ways Dom Manuel looms ob­scure­ly in the back­ground, some­what as do King Arthur and white-beard­ed Charle­magne in their sev­er­al cy­cles, dis­pens­ing jus­tice and be­stow­ing re­wards, and gen­er­al­ly ar­rang­ing the fu­ture, for the sur­vivors of the out­come of sto­ries which more in­ti­mate­ly con­cern them­selves with Anavalt and Coth and Hold­en, and with Kerin and Ninzian and Gon­fal and Do­nan­der, and with Mi­ra­mon (in his role of Manuel’s seneschal), or even with Sclaug and Thrag­nar, than with the liege-lord of Poictesme. Ex­cept in the old six­teenth-cen­tu­ry chap­book (un­known to you, I be­lieve, and nev­er reprint­ed since 1822, and not ev­er mod­ern­ized in­to any cog­niz­able spell­ing), there seems to have been nowhere an Eng­lish ren­der­ing of the leg­ends in which Dom Manuel is re­al­ly the main fig­ure.

				Well, this book at­tempts to sup­ply that desider­a­tum, and is, so far as the writ­er is aware, the one fair­ly com­plete epit­o­me in mod­ern Eng­lish of the Manuelian his­to­ri­og­ra­phy not in­clud­ed by Lewis­tam which has yet been pre­pared.

				It is ob­vi­ous, of course, that in a sin­gle vol­ume of this bulk there could not be in­clud­ed more than a se­lec­tion from the great body of myths which, we may as­sume, have ac­cu­mu­lat­ed grad­u­al­ly round the mighty though shad­owy fig­ure of Manuel the Re­deemer. In­stead, my aim has been to make choice of such sto­ries and tra­di­tions as seemed most fit to be cast in­to the shape of a con­nect­ed nar­ra­tive and reg­u­lar se­quence of events; to lend to all that whole­some, ed­i­fy­ing and op­ti­mistic tone which in read­ing-mat­ter is so gen­er­al­ly prefer­able to mere in­tel­li­gence; and mean­while to pre­serve as much of the quaint style of the gestes as is con­sis­tent with clear­ness. Then, too, in the orig­i­nal me­dieval ro­mances, both in their prose and met­ri­cal form, there are oc­ca­sion­al al­lu­sions to nat­u­ral pro­cess­es which make these sto­ries un­fit to be placed in the hands of Amer­i­can read­ers, who, as a body, at­test their re­spectabil­i­ty by in­sist­ing that their par­ents were guilty of un­men­tion­able con­duct; and such pas­sages of course ne­ces­si­tate con­sid­er­able edit­ing.

			
			
				II

				No school­boy (and far less the scholas­tic chron­i­cler of those last fi­nal up­shots for whose fur­ther­ance “Han­ni­bal in­vad­ed Rome and Eras­mus wrote in Ox­ford clois­ters”) needs nowa­days to be told that the Manuel of these leg­ends is to all in­tents a fic­ti­tious per­son. That in the ear­li­er half of the thir­teenth cen­tu­ry there was rul­ing over the Poic­toumois a pow­er­ful chief­tain named Manuel, no­body has of late dis­put­ed se­ri­ous­ly. But the events of the ac­tu­al hu­man ex­is­tence of this Lord of Poictesme—very much as the Em­per­or Fred­er­ick Bar­barossa has been iden­ti­fied with the wood-de­mon Bar­batos, and the prophet Eli­jah, “caught up in­to the char­i­ot of the Vedic Vayu,” has be­come one with the Slavon­ic Pe­run—have been in­ex­tri­ca­bly blend­ed with the leg­ends of the Dirghic Manu-Elul, Lord of Au­gust.

				Thus, even the ir­reg­u­lar­i­ty in Manuel’s eyes is tak­en by Van­der­hof­fen, in his Tu­dor Tales, to be a myth con­nect­ing Manuel with the Vedic Rudra and the Rus­sian Ma­g­a­rko and the Ser­bian Vii—“and ev­ery benef­i­cent storm-god rep­re­sent­ed with his eye per­pet­u­al­ly wink­ing (like sheet light­ning), lest his con­cen­trat­ed look (the thun­der­bolt) should re­duce the uni­verse to ash­es. … His wa­tery parent­age, and the storm-god’s re­la­tion­ship with a swan-maid­en of the Ap­sarasas (typ­i­fy­ing the mists and clouds), and with Frey­dis the fire queen, are equal­ly ob­vi­ous: where­as Ni­afer is plain­ly a vari­ant of Neph­thys, La­dy of the House, whose per­son­al­i­ty Dr. Budge sums up as ‘the god­dess of the death which is not eter­nal,’ or Nerthus, the Sub­ter­ranean Earth, which the warm rain­storm quick­ens to life and fer­til­i­ty.”

				All this seems dull enough to be plau­si­ble. Yet no less an au­thor­i­ty than Charles Gar­nier has replied, in rather in­dig­nant re­but­tal: “Qu’ont étè en réal­ité Manuel et Siegfried, Achille et Rustem? Par quels ex­ploits ont-ils mérité l’éter­nelle ad­mi­ra­tion que leur ont vouée les hommes de leur race? Nul ne répon­dra ja­mais à ces ques­tions. … Mais Poictesme croit à la réal­ité de cette fig­ure que ses ro­mans ont faite si belle, car le pays n’a pas d’autre his­toire. Cette fig­ure du Comte Manuel est réelle d’ailleurs, car elle est l’im­age pu­ri­fiée de la race qui l’a pro­duite, et, si on peut s’ex­primer ain­si, l’in­car­na­tion de son génie.”

				—Which is quite just, and, when you come to think it over, proves Dom Manuel to be nowa­days, for prac­ti­cal pur­pos­es, at least as re­al as Dr. Paul Van­der­hof­fen.

			
			
				III

				Be­tween the two main epic cy­cles of Poictesme, as em­bod­ied in Les Gestes de Manuel and La Haulte His­toire de Ju­r­gen, more or less com­par­i­son is in­evitable. And Cod­man, I be­lieve, has put the gist of the mat­ter suc­cinct­ly enough.

				Says Cod­man: “The Gestes are mun­dane sto­ries, the His­to­ry is a cos­mic af­fair, in that, where Manuel faces the world, Ju­r­gen con­sid­ers the uni­verse. … Dom Manuel is the Achilles of Poictesme, as Ju­r­gen is its Ulysses.”

				And, rough­ly, the dis­tinc­tion serves. Yet minute con­sid­er­a­tion dis­cov­ers, I think, in these two sets of leg­ends a more pro­found, if sub­tler, dif­fer­ence, in the han­dling of the pro­tag­o­nist: with Ju­r­gen all of the phys­i­cal and men­tal man is ren­dered as a mat­ter of course; where­as in deal­ing with Manuel there is, al­ways, I be­lieve, a cer­tain per­cep­ti­ble and strange, if not in­ex­pli­ca­ble, aloof­ness. Manuel did thus and thus, Manuel said so-and-so, these leg­ends re­count: yes, but nev­er any­where have I de­tect­ed any firm as­ser­tion as to Manuel’s thoughts and emo­tions, nor any peep in­to the work­ings of this hero’s mind. He is “done” from the out­side, al­ways at arm’s length. It is not mere­ly that Manuel’s na­ture is tinc­tured with the cool un­hu­man­ness of his fa­ther the wa­ter-de­mon: rather, these old po­ets of Poictesme would seem, whether of in­ten­tion or no, to have dealt with their na­tion­al hero as a per­son, how­so­ev­er ad­mirable in many of his ex­ploits, whom they have nev­er been able al­to­geth­er to love, or en­tire­ly to sym­pa­thize with, or to view quite with­out dis­trust.

				There are sev­er­al ways of ac­count­ing for this fact—rang­ing from the hurt­ful as well as benef­i­cent as­pect of the storm-god, to the nat­u­ral in­abil­i­ty of a po­et to un­der­stand a man who suc­ceeds in ev­ery­thing: but the fact is, af­ter all, of no present im­por­tance save that it may well have prompt­ed Lewis­tam to scamp his deal­ings with this al­ways some­what am­bigu­ous Manuel, and so to omit the here­inafter in­clud­ed leg­ends, as un­suit­ed to the clear­er and sun­nier at­mos­phere of the Pop­u­lar Tales.

				For my part, I am quite con­tent, in this Com­e­dy of Ap­pear­ances, to fol­low the old ro­mancers’ lead. “Such and such things were said and done by our great Manuel,” they say to us, in ef­fect: “such and such were the ap­pear­ances, and do you make what you can of them.”

				I say that, too, with the ad­di­tion that in re­al life, al­so, such is the fash­ion in which we are com­pelled to deal with all hap­pen­ings and with all our fel­lows, whether they wear or lack the gaudy name of hero­ism.

			
			
				Dum­b­ar­ton Grange

				Oc­to­ber, 1920

			
		
	
		
			
				Figures of Earth

				A Com­e­dy of Ap­pear­ances

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Part
					I
				

				The Book of Cred­it
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					Wil­son Fol­lett.
				

			

			
				“Then an­swered the Ma­gi­cian drede­ful­ly: Manuel, Manuel, now I shall shewe un­to thee many bokes of Ny­gro­man­cy, and howe thou shalt cum by it lyght­ly and knowe the prac­tyse there­in. And, more­ouer, I shall shewe and in­forme you so that thou shall have thy Desyre, where­by my thynke it is a great Gyfte for so lytyll a doyn­ge.”

			

		
	
		
			
				I

				How Manuel Left the Mire

			
			They of Poictesme nar­rate that in the old days when mir­a­cles were as com­mon as fruit pies, young Manuel was a swine­herd, liv­ing mod­est­ly in at­ten­dance up­on the miller’s pigs. They tell al­so that Manuel was con­tent enough: he knew not of the fate which was re­served for him.

			Mean­while in all the en­vi­rons of Rath­gor, and in the thatched vil­lages of Low­er Targ­a­mon, he was well liked: and when the young peo­ple gath­ered in the evening to drink brandy and eat nuts and gin­ger­bread, no­body danced more mer­ri­ly than Squint­ing Manuel. He had a qui­et way with the girls, and with the men a way of solemn, blink­ing sim­plic­i­ty which caused the more hasty in judg­ment to con­sid­er him a fool. Then, too, young Manuel was very of­ten de­tect­ed smil­ing sleep­i­ly over noth­ing, and his gravest care in life ap­peared to be that fig­ure which Manuel had made out of marsh clay from the pool of Ha­ran­ton.

			This fig­ure he was con­tin­u­al­ly re­shap­ing and re­al­ter­ing. The fig­ure stood up­on the mar­gin of the pool; and near by were two stones over­grown with moss, and sup­port­ing a cross of old worm-eat­en wood, which com­mem­o­rat­ed what had been done there.

			One day, to­ward au­tumn, as Manuel was sit­ting in this place, and look­ing in­to the deep still wa­ter, a stranger came, and he wore a fierce long sword that in­ter­fered de­plorably with his walk­ing.

			“Now I won­der what it is you find in that dark pool to keep you star­ing so?” the stranger asked, first of all.

			“I do not very cer­tain­ly know,” replied Manuel, “but mist­i­ly I seem to see drowned there the loves and the de­sires and the ad­ven­tures I had when I wore an­oth­er body than this. For the wa­ter of Ha­ran­ton, I must tell you, is not like the wa­ter of oth­er foun­tains, and cu­ri­ous dreams en­gen­der in this pool.”

			“I speak no ill against oneirol­o­gya, al­though broad noon is hard­ly the best time for its prac­tice,” de­clared the snub-nosed stranger. “But what is that thing?” he asked, point­ing.

			“It is the fig­ure of a man, which I have mod­eled and re­mod­eled, sir, but can­not seem to get ex­act­ly to my lik­ing. So it is nec­es­sary that I keep la­bor­ing at it un­til the fig­ure is to my think­ing and my de­sire.”

			“But, Manuel, what need is there for you to mod­el it at all?”

			“Be­cause my moth­er, sir, was al­ways very anx­ious for me to make a fig­ure in the world, and when she lay a-dy­ing I promised her that I would do so, and then she put a geas up­on me to do it.”

			“Ah, to be sure! but are you cer­tain it was this kind of fig­ure she meant?”

			“Yes, for I have of­ten heard her say that, when I grew up, she want­ed me to make my­self a splen­did and ad­mirable young man in ev­ery re­spect. So it is nec­es­sary that I make the fig­ure of a young man, for my moth­er was not of these parts, but a wom­an of Ath Cliath, and so she put a geas up­on me—”

			“Yes, yes, you had men­tioned this geas, and I am won­der­ing what sort of a some­thing is this geas.”

			“It is what you might call a bond or an obli­ga­tion, sir, on­ly it is of the par­tic­u­lar­ly strong and un­rea­son­able and af­fir­ma­tive and se­cret sort which the Vir­bolg use.”

			The stranger now looked from the fig­ure to Manuel, and the stranger de­lib­er­at­ed the ques­tion (which lat­er was to puz­zle so many peo­ple) if any hu­man be­ing could be as sim­ple as Manuel ap­peared. Manuel at twen­ty was not yet the burly gi­ant he be­came. But al­ready he was a gi­gan­tic and florid per­son, so tall that the heads of few men reached to his shoul­der; a per­son of hand­some ex­te­ri­or, high fea­tured and blond, hav­ing a nar­row small head, and vivid light blue eyes, and the chest of a stal­lion; a per­son whose left eye­brow had an odd oblique droop, so that the stu­pen­dous boy at his sim­plest ap­peared to be wink­ing the in­for­ma­tion that he was in jest.

			All in all, the stranger found this young swine­herd am­bigu­ous; and there was an­oth­er cu­ri­ous thing too which the stranger no­ticed about Manuel.

			“Is it on ac­count of this geas,” asked the stranger, “that a great lock has been sheared away from your yel­low hair?”

			In an in­stant Manuel’s face be­came dark and wary. “No,” he said, “that has noth­ing to do with my geas, and we must not talk about that.”

			“Now you are a queer lad to be hav­ing such an obli­ga­tion up­on your head, and to be hav­ing well-nigh half the hair cut away from your head, and to be hav­ing in­side your head such no­tions. And while small harm has ev­er come from hu­mor­ing one’s moth­er, yet I won­der at you, Manuel, that you should sit here sleep­ing in the sun­light among your pigs, and be giv­ing your young time to im­prob­a­ble sculp­ture and stag­nant wa­ter, when there is such a fine ad­ven­ture await­ing you, and when the Norns are fore­telling such high things about you as they spin the thread of your liv­ing.”

			“Hah, glo­ry be to God, friend, but what is this ad­ven­ture?”

			“The ad­ven­ture is that the Count of Ar­naye’s daugh­ter yon­der has been car­ried off by a ma­gi­cian, and that the high Count Demetrios of­fers much wealth and broad lands, and his daugh­ter’s hand in mar­riage, too, to the lad that will fetch back this love­ly girl.”

			“I have heard talk of this in the kitchen of Ar­naye, where I some­times sell them a pig. But what are such mat­ters to a swine­herd?”

			“My lad, you are to­day a swine­herd drows­ing in the sun, as yes­ter­day you were a ba­by squalling in the cra­dle, but to­mor­row you will be nei­ther of these if there by any truth what­ev­er in the talk­ing of the Norns as they gos­sip at the foot of their ash-tree be­side the door of the Sy­lan’s House.”

			Manuel ap­peared to ac­cept the in­evitable. He bowed his bright­ly col­ored high head, say­ing grave­ly: “All hon­or be to Ur­dhr and Ver­dan­di and Skuld! If I am de­creed to be the cham­pi­on that is to res­cue the Count of Ar­naye’s daugh­ter, it is ill ar­gu­ing with the Norns. Come, tell me now, how do you call this doomed ma­gi­cian, and how does one get to him to sev­er his wicked head from his foul body?”

			“Men speak of him as Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor, lord of the nine kinds of sleep and prince of the sev­en mad­ness­es. He lives in myth­ic splen­dor at the top of the gray moun­tain called Vraidex, where he con­trives all man­ner of il­lu­sions, and, in par­tic­u­lar, de­signs the dreams of men.”

			“Yes, in the kitchen of Ar­naye, al­so, such was the re­port con­cern­ing this Mi­ra­mon: and not a per­son in the kitchen de­nied that this Mi­ra­mon is an ug­ly cus­tomer.”

			“He is the most sub­tle of ma­gi­cians. None can with­stand him, and no­body can pass the ter­ri­ble ser­pen­tine de­signs which Mi­ra­mon has set to guard the gray scarps of Vraidex, un­less one car­ries the more ter­ri­ble sword Flam­berge, which I have here in its blue scab­bard.”

			“Why, then, it is you who must res­cue the Count’s daugh­ter.”

			“No, that would not do at all: for there is in the life of a cham­pi­on too much of tur­moil and of buf­fet­ings and mur­der­ings to suit me, who am a peace-lov­ing per­son. Be­sides, to the cham­pi­on who res­cues the La­dy Gisèle will be giv­en her hand in mar­riage, and as I have a wife, I know that to have two wives would lead to twice too much dis­sen­sion to suit me, who am a peace-lov­ing per­son. So I think it is you who had bet­ter take the sword and the ad­ven­ture.”

			“Well,” Manuel said, “much wealth and broad lands and a love­ly wife are fin­er things to ward than a par­cel of pigs.”

			So Manuel gird­ed on the charmed scab­bard, and with the charmed sword he sad­ly de­mol­ished the clay fig­ure he could not get quite right. Then Manuel sheathed Flam­berge, and Manuel cried farewell to the pigs.

			“I shall not ev­er re­turn to you, my pigs, be­cause, at worst, to die val­or­ous­ly is bet­ter than to sleep out one’s youth in the sun. A man has but one life. It is his all. There­fore I now de­part from you, my pigs, to win me a fine wife and much wealth and leisure where­in to dis­charge my geas. And when my geas is lift­ed I shall not come back to you, my pigs, but I shall trav­el ev­ery­whith­er, and in­to the last lim­its of earth, so that I may see the ends of this world and may judge them while my life en­dures. For af­ter that, they say, I judge not, but am judged: and a man whose life has gone out of him, my pigs, is not even good ba­con.”

			“So much rhetoric for the pigs,” says the stranger, “is well enough, and like­ly to please them. But come, is there not some girl or an­oth­er to whom you should be say­ing good­bye with oth­er things than words?”

			“No, at first I thought I would al­so bid farewell to Suskind, who is some­times friend­ly with me in the twi­light wood, but up­on re­flec­tion it seems bet­ter not to. For Suskind would prob­a­bly weep, and ex­act prom­ises of eter­nal fi­deli­ty, and oth­er­wise damp­en the ar­dor with which I look to­ward to­mor­row and the win­ning of the wealthy Count of Ar­naye’s love­ly daugh­ter.”

			“Now, to be sure, you are a queer cool can­did fel­low, you young Manuel, who will go far, whether for good or evil!”

			“I do not know about good or evil. But I am Manuel, and I shall fol­low af­ter my own think­ing and my own de­sires.”

			“And cer­tain­ly it is no less queer you should be say­ing that: for, as ev­ery­body knows, that used to be the fa­vorite by­word of your name­sake the fa­mous Count Manuel who is so new­ly dead in Poictesme yon­der.”

			At that the young swine­herd nod­ded, grave­ly. “I must ac­cept the omen, sir. For, as I in­ter­pret it, my great name­sake has cour­te­ous­ly made way for me, in or­der that I may go far be­yond him.”

			Then Manuel cried farewell and thanks to the mild-man­nered, snub-nosed stranger, and Manuel left the miller’s pigs to their own de­vices by the pool of Ha­ran­ton, and Manuel marched away in his rags to meet a fate that was long talked about.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Ni­afer

			
			The first thing of all that Manuel did, was to fill a knap­sack with sim­ple and nu­tri­tious food, and then he went to the gray moun­tain called Vraidex, up­on the re­mote and cloud-wrapped sum­mit of which dread Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor dwelt, in a doubt­ful palace where­in the lord of the nine sleeps con­trived il­lu­sions and de­signed the dreams of men. When Manuel had passed un­der some very old maple-trees, and was be­gin­ning the as­cent, he found a small­ish, flat-faced, dark-haired boy go­ing up be­fore him.

			“Hail, snip,” says Manuel, “and what­ev­er are you do­ing in this per­ilous place?”

			“Why, I am go­ing,” the dark-haired boy replied, “to find out how the La­dy Gisèle d’Ar­naye is far­ing on the tall top of this moun­tain.”

			“Oho, then we will un­der­take this ad­ven­ture to­geth­er, for that is my er­rand too. And when the ad­ven­ture is ful­filled, we will fight to­geth­er, and the sur­vivor will have the wealth and broad lands and the Count’s daugh­ter to sit on his knee. What do they call you, friend?”

			“I am called Ni­afer. But I be­lieve that the La­dy Gisèle is al­ready mar­ried, to Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor. At least, I sin­cere­ly hope she is mar­ried to this great ma­gi­cian, for oth­er­wise it would not be re­spectable for her to be liv­ing with him at the top of this gray moun­tain.”

			“Fluff and puff! what does that mat­ter?” says Manuel. “There is no law against a wid­ow’s re­mar­ry­ing forth­with: and wid­ows are quick­ly made by any cham­pi­on about whom the wise Norns are al­ready talk­ing. But I must not tell you about that, Ni­afer, be­cause I do not wish to ap­pear boast­ful. So I must sim­ply say to you, Ni­afer, that I am called Manuel, and have no oth­er ti­tle as yet, be­ing not yet even a baron.”

			“Come now,” says Ni­afer, “but you are rather sure of your­self for a young boy!”

			“Why, of what may I be sure in this shift­ing world if not of my­self?”

			“Our el­ders, Manuel, de­clare that such self-con­ceit is a fault, and our el­ders, they say, are wis­er than we.”

			“Our el­ders, Ni­afer, have long had the man­age­ment of this world’s af­fairs, and you can see for your­self what they have made of these af­fairs. What sort of a world is it, I ask you, in which time pec­u­lates the gold from hair and the crim­son from all lips, and the north wind car­ries away the glow and glo­ry and con­tent­ment of Oc­to­ber, and a driv­el­ing old ma­gi­cian steals a love­ly girl? Why, such ma­raud­ings are out of rea­son, and show plain­ly that our el­ders have no no­tion how to man­age things.”

			“Eh, Manuel, and will you re­mod­el the world?”

			“Who knows?” says Manuel, in the high pride of his youth. “At all events, I do not mean to leave it un­al­tered.”

			Then Ni­afer, a more pro­sa­ic per­son, gave him a long look com­pound­ed equal­ly of ad­mi­ra­tion and pity, but Ni­afer did not dis­pute the mat­ter. In­stead, these two pledged con­stant feal­ty un­til they should have res­cued Madame Gisèle.

			“Then we will fight for her,” says Manuel, again.

			“First, Manuel, let me see her face, and then let me see her state of mind, and af­ter­ward I will see about fight­ing you. Mean­while, this is a very tall moun­tain, and the climb­ing of it will re­quire all the breath which we are wast­ing here.”

			So the two be­gan the as­cent of Vraidex, by the wind­ing road up­on which the dreams trav­eled when they were sent down to men by the lord of the sev­en mad­ness­es. All gray rock was the way at first. But they soon reached the gnawed bones of those who had as­cend­ed be­fore them, scat­tered about a small plain that was over­grown with iron­weed: and through and over the tall pur­ple blos­soms came to de­stroy the boys the Ser­pent of the East, a very dread­ful de­sign with which Mi­ra­mon af­flict­ed the sleep of Lithua­ni­ans and Tar­tars. The snake rode on a black horse, a black fal­con perched on his head, and a black hound fol­lowed him. The horse stum­bled, the fal­con clam­ored, the hound howled.

			Then said the snake: “My steed, why do you stum­ble? my hound, why do you howl? and, my fal­con, why do you clam­or? For these three do­ings fore­say some ill to me.”

			“Oh, a great ill!” replies Manuel, with his charmed sword al­ready half out of the scab­bard.

			But Ni­afer cried: “An end­less ill is fore­said by these do­ings. For I have been to the Is­land of the Oaks: and un­der the twelfth oak was a cop­per cas­ket, and in the cas­ket was a pur­ple duck, and in the duck was an egg: and in the egg, O Nor­ka, was and is your death.”

			“It is true that my death is in such an egg,” said the Ser­pent of the East, “but no­body will ev­er find that egg, and there­fore I am re­sist­less and im­mor­tal.”

			“To the con­trary, the egg, as you can per­ceive, is in my hand; and when I break this egg you will die, and it is small­er worms than you that will be thank­ing me for their sup­per this night.”

			The ser­pent looked at the poised egg, and he trem­bled and writhed so that his black scales scat­tered ev­ery­whith­er scin­til­la­tions of re­flect­ed sun­light. He cried, “Give me the egg, and I will per­mit you two to as­cend un­mo­lest­ed, to a more ter­ri­ble de­struc­tion.”

			Ni­afer was not ea­ger to do this, but Manuel thought it best, and so at last Ni­afer con­sent­ed to the bar­gain, for the sake of the ser­pent’s chil­dren. Then the two lads went up­ward, while the ser­pent ban­daged the eyes of his horse and of his hound, and hood­ed his fal­con, and crept gin­ger­ly away to hide the egg in an un­men­tion­able place.

			“But how in the dev­il,” says Manuel, “did you man­age to come by that in­valu­able egg?”

			“It is a quite or­di­nary duck egg, Manuel. But the Ser­pent of the East has no way of dis­cov­er­ing the fact un­less he breaks the egg: and that is the one thing the ser­pent will nev­er do, be­cause he thinks it is the mag­ic egg which con­tains his death.”

			“Come, Ni­afer, you are not hand­some to look at, but you are far clev­er­er than I thought you!”

			Now, as Manuel clapped Ni­afer on the shoul­der, the for­est be­side the road­way was ag­i­tat­ed, and the un­der­brush crack­led, and the tall beech-trees crashed and snapped and tum­bled hel­ter-skel­ter. The crust of the earth was thus bro­ken through by the Ser­pent of the North. On­ly the head and throat of this de­sign of Mi­ra­mon’s was lift­ed from the jum­bled trees, for it was req­ui­site of course that the ser­pent’s low­er coils should nev­er loose their grip up­on the foun­da­tions of Nor­roway. All of the de­sign that showed was over­grown with sea­weed and bar­na­cles.

			“It is the will of Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor that I forth­with de­mol­ish you both,” says this ser­pent, yawn­ing with a mouth like a fanged cave.

			Once more young Manuel had reached for his charmed sword Flam­berge, but it was Ni­afer who spoke.

			“No, for be­fore you can de­stroy me,” says Ni­afer, “I shall have cast this bri­dle over your head.”

			“What sort of bri­dle is that?” in­quired the great snake scorn­ful­ly.

			“And are those gog­gling flam­ing eyes not big enough and bright enough to see that this is the soft bri­dle called Gleip­nir, which is made of the breath of fish and of the spit­tle of birds and of the foot­fall of a cat?”

			“Now, al­though cer­tain­ly such a bri­dle was fore­told,” the snake con­ced­ed, a lit­tle un­easi­ly, “how can I make sure that you speak the truth when you say this par­tic­u­lar bri­dle is Gleip­nir?”

			“Why, in this way: I will cast the bri­dle over your head, and then you will see for your­self that the old prophe­cy will be ful­filled, and that all pow­er and all life will go out of you, and that the North­men will dream no more.”

			“No, do you keep that thing away from me, you lit­tle fool! No, no: we will not test your truth­ful­ness in that way. In­stead, do you two con­tin­ue your as­cent, to a more ter­ri­ble de­struc­tion, and to face bar­bar­ic dooms com­ing from the West. And do you give me the bri­dle to de­mol­ish in place of you. And then, if I live for­ev­er I shall know that this is in­deed Gleip­nir, and that you have spo­ken the truth.”

			So Ni­afer con­sent­ed to this test­ing of his ve­rac­i­ty, rather than per­mit this snake to die, and the foun­da­tions of Nor­roway (in which king­dom, Ni­afer con­fessed, he had an aunt then liv­ing) thus to be dis­solved by the loos­en­ing of the dy­ing ser­pent’s grip up­on Mid­dle­garth. The bri­dle was yield­ed, and Ni­afer and Manuel went up­ward.

			Manuel asked, “Snip, was that in truth the bri­dle called Gleip­nir?”

			“No, Manuel, it is an or­di­nary bri­dle. But this Ser­pent of the North has no way of dis­cov­er­ing this fact ex­cept by fit­ting the bri­dle over his head: and this one thing the ser­pent will nev­er do, be­cause he knows that then, if my bri­dle proved to be Gleip­nir, all pow­er and all life would go out of him.”

			“O sub­tle, ug­ly lit­tle snip!” says Manuel: and again he pat­ted Ni­afer on the shoul­der. Then Manuel spoke very high­ly in praise of clev­er­ness, and said that, for one, he had nev­er ob­ject­ed to it in its place.

		
	
		
			
				III

				As­cent of Vraidex

			
			Now it was evening, and the two sought shel­ter in a queer wind­mill by the road­side, find­ing there a small wrin­kled old man in a patched coat. He gave them lodg­ings for the night, and hon­est bread and cheese, but for his own sup­per he took frogs out of his bo­som, and roast­ed these in the coals.

			Then the two boys sat in the door­way, and watched that night’s dreams go­ing down from Vraidex to their al­lot­ted work in the world of vi­sion­ary men, to whom these dreams were pass­ing in the form of in­cred­i­ble white va­pors. Sit­ting thus, the lads fell to talk­ing of this and the oth­er, and Manuel found that Ni­afer was a pa­gan of the old faith: and this, said Manuel, was an ex­cel­lent thing.

			“For, when we have achieved our ad­ven­ture,” says Manuel, “and must fight against each oth­er for the Count’s daugh­ter, I shall cer­tain­ly kill you, dear Ni­afer. Now if you were a Chris­tian, and died thus un­ho­lily in try­ing to mur­der me, you would have to go there­after to the un­quench­able flames of pur­ga­to­ry or to even hot­ter flames: but among the pa­gans all that die valiant­ly in bat­tle go straight to the pa­gan par­adise. Yes, yes, your abom­inable re­li­gion is a great com­fort to me.”

			“It is a com­fort to me al­so, Manuel. But, as a Chris­tian, you ought not ev­er to have any kind words for hea­then­ry.”

			“Ah, but,” says Manuel, “while my moth­er Dorothy of the White Arms was the most zeal­ous sort of Chris­tian, my fa­ther, you must know, was not a com­mu­ni­cant.”

			“Who was your fa­ther, Manuel?”

			“No less a per­son than the Swim­mer, Orian­der, who is in turn the son of Mimir.”

			“Ah, to be sure! and who is Mimir?”

			“Well, Ni­afer, that is a thing not very gen­er­al­ly known, but he is famed for his wise head.”

			“And, Manuel, who, while we speak of it, is Orian­der?”

			Said Manuel:

			“Oh, out of the void and the dark­ness that is peo­pled by Mimir’s brood, from the ul­ti­mate silent fast­ness of the des­o­late deep-sea gloom, and the peace of that age­less gloom, blind Orian­der came, from Mimir, to be at war with the sea and to jeer at the sea’s de­sire. When tem­pests are seething and roar­ing from the Ae­sir’s in­vert­ed bowl all sea­men have heard his shout­ing and the cry that his mirth sends up: when the rim of the sea tilts up, and the world’s roof wa­vers down, his face gleams white where dis­traught waves smite the Swim­mer they may not tire. No eyes were al­lot­ted this Swim­mer, but in blind­ness, with cease­less jeers, he bat­tles till time be done with, and the love-songs of earth be sung, and the very last dirge be sung, and a baf­fled and out­worn sea be­grudg­ing­ly own Orian­der alone may mock at the might of its ire.”

			“Tru­ly, Manuel, that sounds like a par­ent to be proud of, and not at all like a church­go­ing par­ent, and of course his blind­ness would ac­count for that squint of yours. Yes, cer­tain­ly it would. So do you tell me about this blind Orian­der, and how he came to meet your moth­er Dorothy of the White Arms, as I sup­pose he did some­where or oth­er.”

			“Oh, no,” says Manuel, “for Orian­der nev­er leaves off swim­ming, and so he must stay al­ways in the wa­ter. So he nev­er ac­tu­al­ly met my moth­er, and she mar­ried Em­m­er­ick, who was my nom­i­nal fa­ther. But such and such things hap­pened.”

			Then Manuel told Ni­afer all about the cir­cum­stances of Manuel’s birth in a cave, and about the cir­cum­stances of Manuel’s up­bring­ing in and near Rath­gor and the two boys talked on and on, while the un­born dreams went drift­ing by out­side; and with­in the small wrin­kled old man sat lis­ten­ing with a very doubt­ful smile, and say­ing nev­er a word.

			“And why is your hair cut so queer­ly, Manuel?”

			“That, Ni­afer, we need not talk about, in part be­cause it is not go­ing to be cut that way any longer, and in part be­cause it is time for bed.”

			The next morn­ing Manuel and Ni­afer paid the an­cient price which their host re­quired. They left him cob­bling shoes, and, still as­cend­ing, en­coun­tered no more bones, for no­body else had climbed so high. They present­ly came to a bridge where­on were eight spears, and the bridge was guard­ed by the Ser­pent of the West. This snake was striped with blue and gold, and wore on his head a great cap of hum­ming­birds’ feath­ers.

			Manuel half drew his sword to at­tack this ser­pen­tine de­sign, with which Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor made sleep­ing ter­ri­ble for the red tribes that hunt and fish be­hind the Hes­perides. But Manuel looked at Ni­afer.

			And Ni­afer dis­played a drol­ly marked small tur­tle, say­ing, “Maskanako, do you not rec­og­nize Tu­lapin, the tur­tle that nev­er lies?”

			The ser­pent howled, as though a thou­sand dogs had been kicked si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly, and the ser­pent fled.

			“Why, snip, did he do that?” asked Manuel, smil­ing sleep­i­ly and grave­ly, as for the third time he found that his charmed sword Flam­berge was un­need­ed.

			“Tru­ly, Manuel, no­body knows why this ser­pent dreads the tur­tle: but our con­cern is less with the cause than with the ef­fect. Mean­while, those eight spears are not to be touched on any ac­count.”

			“Is what you have a quite or­di­nary tur­tle?” asked Manuel, meek­ly.

			Ni­afer said: “Of course it is. Where would I be get­ting ex­tra­or­di­nary tur­tles?”

			“I had not pre­vi­ous­ly con­sid­ered that prob­lem,” replied Manuel, “but the ques­tion is cer­tain­ly unan­swer­able.”

			They then sat down to lunch, and found the bread and cheese they had pur­chased from the lit­tle old man that morn­ing was turned to lumps of sil­ver and vir­gin gold in Manuel’s knap­sack. “This is very dis­gust­ing,” said Manuel, “and I do not won­der my back was near break­ing.” He flung away the trea­sure, and they lunched fru­gal­ly on black­ber­ries.

			From among the en­tan­gled black­ber­ry bush­es came the glow­ing Ser­pent of the South, who was the small­est and loveli­est and most poi­sonous of Mi­ra­mon’s de­signs. With this snake Ni­afer dealt cu­ri­ous­ly. Ni­afer em­ployed three ar­ti­cles in the trans­ac­tion: two of these things are not to be talked about, but the third was a lit­tle fig­ure carved in hazel-wood.

			“Cer­tain­ly you are very clever,” said Manuel, when they had passed this ser­pent. “Still, your em­ploy­ment of those first two ar­ti­cles was un­prece­dent­ed, and your dis­pos­al of the carved fig­ure ab­so­lute­ly em­bar­rassed me.”

			“Be­fore such dan­ger as con­front­ed us, Manuel, it does not pay to be squea­mish,” replied Ni­afer, “and my ex­or­cism was good Dirgham.”

			And many oth­er ad­ven­tures and per­ils they en­coun­tered, such as if all were told would make a long and most im­prob­a­ble his­to­ry. But they had clear fa­vor­able weath­er, and they won through each pinch, by one or an­oth­er fraud which Ni­afer evolved the in­stant that gullery was need­ed. Manuel was loud in his prais­es of the sur­pris­ing clev­er­ness of his flat-faced dark com­rade, and protest­ed that hourly he loved Ni­afer more and more: and Manuel said too that he was be­gin­ning to think more and more dis­taste­ful­ly of the time when Ni­afer and Manuel would have to fight for the Count of Ar­naye’s daugh­ter un­til one of them had killed the oth­er.

			Mean­while the sword Flam­berge stayed in its cu­ri­ous blue scab­bard.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				In the Doubt­ful Palace

			
			So Manuel and Ni­afer came un­hurt to the top of the gray moun­tain called Vraidex, and to the doubt­ful palace of Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor. Gongs, slow­ly struck, were sound­ing as if in lan­guid dis­pute among them­selves, when the two lads came across a small lev­el plain where grass was in­ter­spersed with white clover. Here and there stood wicked look­ing dwarf trees with vi­o­let and yel­low fo­liage. The doubt­ful palace be­fore the cir­cum­spect­ly ad­vanc­ing boys ap­peared to be con­struct­ed of black and gold lac­quer, and it was dec­o­rat­ed with the fig­ures of but­ter­flies and tor­tois­es and swans.

			This day be­ing a Thurs­day, Manuel and Ni­afer en­tered un­chal­lenged through gates of horn and ivory; and came in­to a red cor­ri­dor in which five gray beasts, like large hair­less cats, were cast­ing dice. These an­i­mals grinned, and licked their lips, as the boys passed deep­er in­to the doubt­ful palace.

			In the cen­tre of the palace Mi­ra­mon had set like a tow­er one of the tusks of Be­he­moth: the tusk was hol­lowed out in­to five large rooms, and in the in­most room, un­der a canopy with green tas­sels, they found the ma­gi­cian.

			“Come forth, and die now, Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor!” shouts Manuel, bran­dish­ing his sword, for which, at last, em­ploy­ment was promised here.

			The ma­gi­cian drew clos­er about him his old thread­bare dress­ing-gown, and he de­sist­ed from his en­chant­ments, and he put aside a small un­fin­ished de­sign, which scut­tled in­to the fire­place, whim­per­ing. And Manuel per­ceived that the dread­ful prince of the sev­en mad­ness­es had the ap­pear­ance of the mild-man­nered stranger who had giv­en Manuel the charmed sword.

			“Ah, yes, it was good of you to come so soon,” says Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor, rear­ing back his head, and nar­row­ing his gen­tle and som­bre eyes, as the ma­gi­cian looked at them down the sides of what lit­tle nose he had. “Yes, and your young friend, too, is very wel­come. But you boys must be quite worn out, af­ter toil­ing up this moun­tain, so do you sit down and have a cup of wine be­fore I sur­ren­der my dear wife.”

			Says Manuel, stern­ly, “But what is the mean­ing of all this?”

			“The mean­ing and the up­shot, clear­ly,” replied the ma­gi­cian, “is that, since you have the charmed sword Flam­berge, and since the wear­er of Flam­berge is ir­re­sistible, it would be non­sense for me to op­pose you.”

			“But, Mi­ra­mon, it was you who gave me the sword!”

			Mi­ra­mon rubbed his droll lit­tle nose for a while, be­fore speak­ing. “And how else was I to get con­quered? For, I must tell you, Manuel, it is a law of the Léshy that a ma­gi­cian can­not sur­ren­der his prey un­less the ma­gi­cian be con­quered. I must tell you, too, that when I car­ried off Gisèle I act­ed, as I by and by dis­cov­ered, rather in­ju­di­cious­ly.”

			“Now, by holy Paul and Pol­lux! I do not un­der­stand this at all, Mi­ra­mon.”

			“Why, Manuel, you must know she was a very charm­ing girl, and in ap­pear­ance just the type that I had al­ways fan­cied for a wife. But per­haps it is not wise to be guid­ed en­tire­ly by ap­pear­ances. For I find now that she has a strong will in her white bo­som, and a tire­less tongue in her glit­ter­ing head, and I do not equal­ly ad­mire all four of these pos­ses­sions.”

			“Still, Mi­ra­mon, if on­ly a few months back your love was so great as to lead you in­to ab­duct­ing her—”

			The prince of the sev­en mad­ness­es said grave­ly:

			“Love, as I think, is an in­stant’s fus­ing of shad­ow and sub­stance. They that as­pire to pos­sess love ut­ter­ly, fall in­to fol­ly. This is for­bid­den: you can­not. The lover, be­hold­ing that fus­ing move as a gold­en-hued god­dess, ac­ces­si­ble, kind­ly and price­less, wooes and ill-fat­ed­ly wins all the sub­stance. The gold­en-hued shad­ow dims in the dawn of his mar­ried life, dulled with con­tent, and the shad­ow van­ish­es. So there re­mains, for the puz­zled hus­band’s em­brac­ing, flesh which is fair and dear, no doubt, yet is flesh such as his; and talk­ing and talk­ing and talk­ing; and kiss­es in all ways de­sir­able. Love, of a sort, too re­mains, but hard­ly the love that was yes­ter­day’s.”

			Now the un­fin­ished de­sign came out of the fire­place, and climbed up Mi­ra­mon’s leg, still faint­ly whim­per­ing. He looked at it med­i­ta­tive­ly, then twist­ed off the crea­ture’s head and dropped the frag­ments in­to his waste­bas­ket.

			Mi­ra­mon sighed. He said:

			“This is the cry of all hus­bands that now are or may be here­after—‘What has be­come of the girl that I mar­ried? and how should I right­ly deal with this wom­an whom some­how time has in­volved in my do­ings? Love, of a sort, now I have for her, but not the love that was yes­ter­day’s—’ ”

			While Mi­ra­mon spoke thus, the two lads were look­ing at each oth­er blankly: for they were young, and their un­der­stand­ing of this mat­ter was as yet with­held.

			Then said Mi­ra­mon:

			“Yes, he is wis­er that shel­ters his long­ing from any such sur­feit. Yes, he is wis­er that knows the shad­ow makes love­ly the sub­stance, wise­ly re­gard­ing the ways of that ir­re­spon­si­ble shad­ow which, if you grasp at it, flees, and, when you avoid it, will fol­low, gild­ing all life with its glo­ry, and keep­ing al­ways one wom­an young and most fair and most wise, and un­won; and keep­ing you al­ways nev­er con­tent­ed, but armed with a self-re­spect that no hus­band man­ages quite to re­tain in the face of be­ing con­tent­ed. No, for love is an in­stant’s fus­ing of shad­ow and sub­stance, fused for that in­stant on­ly, where­after the lover may har­vest plea­sure from ei­ther alone, but hard­ly from these two unit­ed.”

			“Well,” Manuel con­ced­ed, “all this may be true; but I nev­er quite un­der­stood hex­am­e­ters, and so I could not ev­er see the good of talk­ing in them.”

			“I al­ways do that, Manuel, when I am deeply af­fect­ed. It is, I sup­pose, the po­et­ry in my na­ture welling to the sur­face the mo­ment that in­hi­bi­tions are re­moved, for when I think about the im­pend­ing sev­er­ance from my dear wife I more or less lose con­trol of my­self—You see, she takes an ac­tive in­ter­est in my work, and that does not do with a cre­ative artist in any line. Oh, dear me, no, not for a mo­ment!” says Mi­ra­mon, for­lorn­ly.

			“But how can that be?” Ni­afer asked him.

			“As all per­sons know, I de­sign the dreams of men. Now Gisèle as­serts that peo­ple have enough trou­ble in re­al life, with­out hav­ing to go to sleep to look for it—”

			“Cer­tain­ly that is true,” says Ni­afer.

			“So she per­mits me on­ly to de­sign bright op­ti­mistic dreams and ed­i­fy­ing dreams and glad dreams. She says you must give tired per­sons what they most need; and is em­phat­ic about the im­por­tance of ev­ery­body’s sleep­ing in a whole­some at­mos­phere. So I have not been per­mit­ted to de­sign a fine night­mare or a cred­itable ter­ror—noth­ing mor­bid or blood-freez­ing, no sea-ser­pents or krak­ens or hip­pogriffs, nor any­thing that gives me a re­al­ly free hand—for months and months: and my art suf­fers. Then, as for oth­er dreams, of a more rogu­ish na­ture—”

			“What sort of dreams can you be talk­ing about, I won­der, Mi­ra­mon?”

			The ma­gi­cian de­scribed what he meant. “Such dreams al­so she has quite for­bid­den,” he added, with a sigh.

			“I see,” said Manuel: “and now I think of it, it is true that I have not had a dream of that sort for quite a while.”

			“No man any­where is al­lowed to have that sort of dream in these de­gen­er­ate nights, no man any­where in the whole world. And here again my art suf­fers, for my de­signs in this line were al­ways es­pe­cial­ly vivid and ef­fec­tive, and pleased the most rigid. Then, too, Gisèle is al­ways do­ing and telling me things for my own good—In fine, my lads, my wife takes such a flat­ter­ing in­ter­est in all my con­cerns that the one way out for any peace-lov­ing ma­gi­cian was to con­trive her res­cue from my clutch­es,” said Mi­ra­mon, fret­ful­ly.

			“It is dif­fi­cult to ex­plain to you, Manuel, just now, but af­ter you have been mar­ried to Gisèle for a while you will com­pre­hend with­out any ex­plain­ing.”

			“Now, Mi­ra­mon, I mar­vel to see a great ma­gi­cian con­trolled by a wom­an who is in his pow­er, and who can, af­ter all, do noth­ing but talk.”

			Mi­ra­mon for some while con­sid­ered Manuel, rather help­less­ly. “Un­mar­ried men do won­der about that,” said Mi­ra­mon. “At all events, I will sum­mon her, and you can ex­plain how you have con­quered me, and then you can take her away and mar­ry her your­self, and Heav­en help you!”

			“But shall I ex­plain that it was you who gave me the re­sist­less sword?”

			“No, Manuel: no, you should be can­did with­in more ra­tio­nal lim­its. For you are now a fa­mous cham­pi­on, that has crowned with vic­to­ry a right­eous cause for which many stal­wart knights and gal­lant gen­tle­men have made the supreme sac­ri­fice, be­cause they knew that in the end the right must con­quer. Your suc­cess thus rep­re­sents the work­ing out of a great moral prin­ci­ple, and to ex­plain the prac­ti­cal minu­ti­ae of these au­gust pro­cess­es is not al­ways quite re­spectable. Be­sides, if Gisèle thought I wished to get rid of her she would most cer­tain­ly re­sort to com­ments of which I pre­fer not to think.”

			But now in­to the room came the ma­gi­cian’s wife, Gisèle.

			“She is, cer­tain­ly, rather pret­ty,” said Ni­afer, to Manuel.

			Said Manuel, rap­tur­ous­ly: “She is the finest and loveli­est crea­ture that I have ev­er seen. Be­hold­ing her un­equalled beau­ty, I know that here are all the dreams of yes­ter­day ful­filled. I rec­ol­lect, too, my songs of yes­ter­day, which I was used to sing to my pigs, about my love for a far princess who was ‘white as a lily, more red than ros­es, and re­splen­dent as ru­bies of the Ori­ent,’ for here I find my old songs to be ap­pli­ca­ble, if rather in­ad­e­quate. And by this shab­by vil­lain’s fail­ure to ap­pre­ci­ate the un­equalled beau­ty of his vic­tim I am amazed.”

			“As to that, I have my sus­pi­cions,” Ni­afer replied. “And now she is about to speak I be­lieve she will jus­ti­fy these sus­pi­cions, for Madame Gisèle is in no placid frame of mind.”

			“What is this non­sense,” says the proud shin­ing la­dy, to Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor, “that I hear about your hav­ing been con­quered?”

			“Alas, my love, it is per­fect­ly true. This cham­pi­on has, in some in­ex­pli­ca­ble way, come by the mag­ic weapon Flam­berge which is the one weapon where­with I can be con­quered. So I have yield­ed to him, and he is about, I think, to sev­er my head from my body.”

			The beau­ti­ful girl was in­dig­nant, be­cause she had rec­og­nized that, ma­gi­cian or no, there is small dif­fer­ence in hus­bands af­ter the first month or two; and with Mi­ra­mon tol­er­a­bly well trained, she had no in­ten­tion of chang­ing him for an­oth­er hus­band. There­fore Gisèle in­quired, “And what about me?” in a tone that fore­bod­ed tur­moil.

			The ma­gi­cian rubbed his hands, un­com­fort­ably. “My dear, I am of course quite pow­er­less be­fore Flam­berge. Inas­much as your res­cue ap­pears to have been ef­fect­ed in ac­cor­dance with ev­ery rule in these mat­ters, and the vic­to­ri­ous cham­pi­on is res­o­lute to re­quite my evil­do­ing and to re­store you to your griev­ing par­ents, I am afraid there is noth­ing I can well do about it.”

			“Do you look me in the eye, Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor!” says the La­dy Gisèle. The dread­ful prince of the sev­en mad­ness­es obeyed her, with a pla­cat­ing smile. “Yes, you have been up to some­thing,” she said, “And Heav­en on­ly knows what, though of course it does not re­al­ly mat­ter.”

			Madame Gisèle then looked at Manuel “So you are the cham­pi­on that has come to res­cue me!” she said, un­hasti­ly, as her big sap­phire eyes ap­praised him over her great fan of gai­ly col­ored feath­ers, and as Manuel some­how be­gan to fid­get.

			Gisèle looked last of all at Ni­afer. “I must say you have been long enough in com­ing,” ob­served Gisèle.

			“It took me two days, madame, to find and catch a tur­tle,” Ni­afer replied, “and that de­layed me.”

			“Oh, you have al­ways some tale or oth­er, trust you for that, but it is bet­ter late than nev­er. Come, Ni­afer, and do you know any­thing about this gawky, rag­tag, yel­low-haired young cham­pi­on?”

			“Yes, madame, he for­mer­ly lived in at­ten­dance up­on the miller’s pigs, down Rath­gor way, and I have seen him hang­ing about the kitchen at Ar­naye.”

			Gisèle turned now to­ward the ma­gi­cian, with her thin gold chains and the in­nu­mer­able bril­lian­cies of her jew­els flash­ing no more bright­ly than flashed the sap­phire of her eyes. “There!” she said, ter­ri­bly: “and you were go­ing to sur­ren­der me to a swine­herd, with half the hair chopped from his head, and with the shirt stick­ing out of both his ragged el­bows!”

			“My dear­est, ir­re­spec­tive of ton­so­ri­al tastes, and dis­re­gard­ing all sar­to­ri­al niceties, and swine­herd or not, he holds the mag­ic sword Flam­berge, be­fore which all my pow­ers are noth­ing.”

			“But that is eas­i­ly set­tled. Have men no sense what­ev­er! Boy, do you give me that sword, be­fore you hurt your­self fid­dling with it, and let us have an end of this non­sense.”

			Thus the proud la­dy spoke, and for a while the vic­to­ri­ous cham­pi­on re­gard­ed her with very youth­ful look­ing, hurt eyes. But he was not rout­ed.

			“Madame Gisèle,” replied Manuel, “gawky and poor­ly clad and young as I may be, so long as I re­tain this sword I am mas­ter of you all and of the fu­ture too. Yield­ing it, I yield ev­ery­thing my el­ders have taught me to prize, for my grave el­ders have taught me that much wealth and broad lands and a love­ly wife are fin­er things to ward than a par­cel of pigs. So, if I yield at all, I must first bar­gain and get my price for yield­ing.”

			He turned now from Gisèle to Ni­afer. “Dear snip,” said Manuel, “you too must have your say in my bar­gain­ing, be­cause from the first it has been your clev­er­ness that has saved us, and has brought us two so high. For see, at last I have drawn Flam­berge, and I stand at last at the doubt­ful sum­mit of Vraidex, and I am mas­ter of the hour and of the fu­ture. I have but to sev­er the wicked head of this doomed ma­gi­cian from his foul body, and that will be the end of him—”

			“No, no,” says Mi­ra­mon, sooth­ing­ly, “I shall mere­ly be turned in­to some­thing else, which per­haps we had bet­ter not dis­cuss. But it will not in­con­ve­nience me in the least, so do you not hold back out of mis­tak­en kind­ness to me, but in­stead do you smite, and take your well-earned re­ward.”

			“Ei­ther way,” sub­mit­ted Manuel, “I have but to strike, and I ac­quire much wealth and sleek farm­ing-lands and a love­ly wife, and the swine­herd be­comes a great no­ble­man. But it is you, Ni­afer, who have won all these things for me with your clev­er­ness, and to me it seems that these won­der­ful re­wards are less won­der­ful than my dear com­rade.”

			“But you too are very won­der­ful,” said Ni­afer, loy­al­ly.

			Says Manuel, smil­ing sad­ly: “I am not so won­der­ful but that in the hour of my tri­umph I am fright­ened by my own lit­tle­ness. Look you, Ni­afer, I had thought I would be changed when I had be­come a fa­mous cham­pi­on, but for all that I stand pos­tur­ing here with this long sword, and am mas­ter of the hour and of the fu­ture, I re­main the boy that last Thurs­day was tend­ing pigs. I was not afraid of the ter­rors which be­set me on my way to res­cue the Count’s daugh­ter, but of the Count’s daugh­ter her­self I am hor­ri­bly afraid. Not for worlds would I be left alone with her. No, such fine and ter­rif­ic ladies are not for swine­herds, and it is an­oth­er sort of wife that I de­sire.”

			“Whom then do you de­sire for a wife,” says Ni­afer, “if not the loveli­est and the wealth­i­est la­dy in all Rath­gor and Low­er Targ­a­mon?”

			“Why, I de­sire the clever­est and dear­est and most won­der­ful crea­ture in all the world,” says Manuel—“whom I rec­ol­lect see­ing some six weeks ago when I was in the kitchen at Ar­naye.”

			“Ah, ah! it might be ar­ranged, then. But who is this mar­velous wom­an?”

			Manuel said, “You are that wom­an, Ni­afer.”

			Ni­afer replied noth­ing, but Ni­afer smiled. Ni­afer raised one shoul­der a lit­tle, rub­bing it against Manuel’s broad chest, but Ni­afer still kept si­lence. So the two young peo­ple re­gard­ed each oth­er for a while, not speak­ing, and to ev­ery ap­pear­ance not valu­ing Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor and his en­com­pass­ing en­chant­ments at a straw’s worth, nor valu­ing any­thing save each oth­er.

			“All things are changed for me,” says Manuel, present­ly, in a hushed voice, “and for the rest of time I live in a world where­in Ni­afer dif­fers from all oth­er per­sons.”

			“My dear­est,” Ni­afer replied, “there is no sparkling queen nor pol­ished princess any­where but the wom­an’s heart in her would be jump­ing with joy to have you look­ing at her twice, and I am on­ly a ser­vant girl!”

			“But cer­tain­ly,” said the rasp­ing voice of Gisèle, “Ni­afer is my suit­ably dis­guised hea­then wait­ing-wom­an, to whom my hus­band sent a dream some while ago, with in­struc­tions to join me here, so that I might have some­body to look af­ter my things. So, Ni­afer, since you were fetched to wait on me, do you stop paw­ing at that young pig-ten­der, and tell me what is this I hear about your re­mark­able clev­er­ness!”

			In­stead, it was Manuel who proud­ly told of the shrewd de­vices through which Ni­afer had passed the ser­pents and the oth­er ter­rors of sleep. And the while that the tall boy was boast­ing, Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor smiled, and Gisèle looked very hard at Ni­afer: for Mi­ra­mon and his wife both knew that the clev­er­ness of Ni­afer was as far to seek as her good looks, and that the dream which Mi­ra­mon had sent had care­ful­ly in­struct­ed Ni­afer as to these de­vices.

			“There­fore, Madame Gisèle,” says Manuel, in con­clu­sion, “I will give you Flam­berge, and Mi­ra­mon and Vraidex, and all the rest of earth to boot, in ex­change for the most won­der­ful and clever wom­an in the world.”

			And with a flour­ish, Manuel hand­ed over the charmed sword Flam­berge to the Count’s love­ly daugh­ter, and he took the hand of the swart, flat-faced ser­vant girl.

			“Come now,” says Mi­ra­mon, in a sad flur­ry, “this is an im­pos­ing per­for­mance. I need not say it arous­es in me the most de­light­ful sort of sur­prise and all oth­er ap­pro­pri­ate emo­tions. But as touch­es your own in­ter­ests, Manuel, do you think your be­hav­ior is quite sen­si­ble?”

			Tall Manuel looked down up­on him with a sort of scorn­ful pity. “Yes, Mi­ra­mon: for I am Manuel, and I fol­low af­ter my own think­ing and my own de­sire. Of course it is very fine of me to be re­nounc­ing so much wealth and pow­er for the sake of my won­der­ful dear Ni­afer: but she is worth the sac­ri­fice, and, be­sides, she is wit­ness­ing all this mag­na­nim­i­ty, and can­not well fail to be im­pressed.”

			Ni­afer was of course re­flect­ing: “This is very fool­ish and dear of him, and I shall be com­pelled, in mere de­cen­cy, to pre­tend to cor­re­spond­ing lu­na­cies for the first month or so of our mar­riage. Af­ter that, I hope, we will set­tle down to some more rea­son­able way of liv­ing.”

			Mean­while she re­gard­ed Manuel fond­ly, and quite as though she con­sid­ered him to be dis­play­ing un­usu­al in­tel­li­gence.

			But Gisèle and Mi­ra­mon were look­ing at each oth­er, and won­der­ing: “What can the long-legged boy see in this stupid and plain-fea­tured girl who is years old­er than he? or she in the young swag­ger­ing ragged fool? And how much wis­er and hap­pi­er is our mar­riage than, in any event, the av­er­age mar­riage!”

			And Mi­ra­mon, for one, was so deeply moved by the stag­ger­ing thought which holds to­geth­er so many cou­ples in the teeth of hu­man na­ture that he pat­ted his wife’s hand. Then he sighed. “Love has con­quered my de­signs,” said Mi­ra­mon, orac­u­lar­ly, “and the se­cret of a con­tent­ed mar­riage, af­ter all, is to pay par­tic­u­lar at­ten­tion to the wives of ev­ery­body else.”

			Gisèle ex­hort­ed him not to be a fool, but she spoke with­out acer­bity, and, speak­ing, she squeezed his hand. She un­der­stood this po­tent ma­gi­cian bet­ter than she in­tend­ed ev­er to per­mit him to sus­pect.

			Where­after Mi­ra­mon wiped the heav­en­ly bod­ies from the fir­ma­ment, and set a mirac­u­lous rain­bow there, and un­der its arch was en­act­ed for the swine­herd and the ser­vant girl such a be­trothal masque of fan­tasies and il­lu­sions as gave full scope to the art of Mi­ra­mon, and de­light­ed ev­ery­body, but de­light­ed Mi­ra­mon in par­tic­u­lar. The drag­on that guards hid­den trea­sure made sport for them, the na­iads danced, and cheru­bim flut­tered about singing very sweet­ly and ask­ing droll co­nun­drums. Then they feast­ed, with un­earth­ly servi­tors to at­tend them, and did all else ap­pro­pri­ate to an af­fi­anc­ing of deities. And when these jun­ket­ings were over, Manuel said that, since it seemed he was not to be a wealthy no­ble­man af­ter all, he and Ni­afer must be get­ting, first to the near­est priest’s and then back to the pigs.

			“I am not so sure that you can man­age it,” said Mi­ra­mon, “for, while the as­cent of Vraidex is in­com­mod­ed by ser­pents, the quit­ting of Vraidex is very apt to be hin­dered by death and fate. For I must tell you I have a rather ar­bi­trary half-broth­er, who is one of those dread­ful Re­al­ists, with­out a scrap of aes­thet­ic feel­ing, and there is no con­trol­ling him.”

			“Well,” Manuel con­sid­ered, “one can­not live for­ev­er among dreams, and death and fate must be en­coun­tered by all men. So we can but try.”

			Now for a while the som­bre eyes of Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor ap­praised them. He, who was lord of the nine sleeps and prince of the sev­en mad­ness­es, now gave a lit­tle sigh; for he knew that these young peo­ple were en­vi­able and, in the out­come, were unim­por­tant.

			So Mi­ra­mon said, “Then do you go your way, and if you do not en­counter the au­thor and de­stroy­er of us all it will be well for you, and if you do en­counter him that too will be well in that it is his wish.”

			“I nei­ther seek nor avoid him,” Manuel replied. “I on­ly know that I must fol­low af­ter my own think­ing, and af­ter a de­sire which is not to be sat­is­fied with dreams, even though they be”—the boy ap­peared to search for a com­par­i­son, then, smil­ing, said—“as re­splen­dent as ru­bies of the Ori­ent.”

			There­after Manuel bid farewell to Mi­ra­mon and Mi­ra­mon’s fine wife, and Manuel de­scend­ed from mar­velous Vraidex with his plain-fea­tured Ni­afer, quite con­tent­ed­ly. For hap­pi­ness went with them, if for no great way.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Eter­nal Am­bus­cade

			
			Manuel and Ni­afer came down from Vraidex with­out hin­drance. There was no hap­pi­er nor more de­vot­ed lover any­where than young Manuel.

			“For we will be mar­ried out of hand, dear snip,” he says, “and you will help me to dis­charge my geas, and af­ter­ward we will trav­el ev­ery­whith­er and in­to the last lim­its of earth, so that we may see the ends of this world and may judge them.”

			“Per­haps we had bet­ter wait un­til next spring, when the roads will be bet­ter, Manuel, but cer­tain­ly we will be mar­ried out of hand.”

			In earnest of this, Ni­afer per­mit­ted Manuel to kiss her again, and young Manuel said, for the twen­ty-sec­ond time, “There is nowhere any hap­pi­ness like my hap­pi­ness, nor any love like my love.”

			Thus speak­ing, and thus dis­port­ing them­selves, they came leisure­ly to the base of the gray moun­tain and to the old maple-trees, un­der which they found two per­sons wait­ing. One was a tall man mount­ed on a white horse, and lead­ing a rid­er­less black horse. His hat was pulled down about his head so that his face could not be clear­ly seen.

			Now the com­pan­ion that was with him had the ap­pear­ance of a bare­head­ed young­ster, with dark red hair, and his face too was hid­den as he sat by the road­way trim­ming his long fin­ger­nails with a small green-han­dled knife.

			“Hail, friends,” said Manuel, “and for whom are you wait­ing here?”

			“I wait for one to ride on this black horse of mine,” replied the mount­ed stranger. “It was de­creed that the first per­son who passed this way must be his rid­er, but you two come abreast. So do you choose be­tween you which one rides.”

			“Well, but it is a fine steed sure­ly,” Manuel said, “and a steed fit for Charle­magne or Hec­tor or any of the fa­mous cham­pi­ons of the old time.”

			“Each one of them has rid­den up­on this black horse of mine,” replied the stranger.

			Ni­afer said, “I am fright­ened.” And above them a furtive wind be­gan to rus­tle in the torn, dis­col­ored maple-leaves.

			“—For it is a fine steed and an old steed,” the stranger went on, “and a tire­less steed that bears all away. It has the fault, some say, that its rid­ers do not re­turn, but there is no pleas­ing ev­ery­body.”

			“Friend,” Manuel said, in a changed voice, “who are you, and what is your name?”

			“I am half-broth­er to Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor, lord of the nine sleeps, but I am lord of an­oth­er kind of sleep­ing; and as for my name, it is the name that is in your thoughts and the name which most trou­bles you, and the name which you think about most of­ten.”

			There was si­lence. Manuel worked his lips fool­ish­ly. “I wish we had not walked abreast,” he said. “I wish we had re­mained among the bright dreams.”

			“All per­sons voice some re­gret or an­oth­er at meet­ing me. And it does not ev­er mat­ter.”

			“But if there were no choos­ing in the af­fair, I could make shift to en­dure it, ei­ther way. Now one of us, you tell me, must de­part with you. If I say, ‘Let Ni­afer be that one,’ I must al­ways re­call that say­ing with self-loathing.”

			“But I too say it!” Ni­afer was pet­ting him and trem­bling.

			“Be­sides,” ob­served the rid­er of the white horse, “you have a choice of say­ings.”

			“The oth­er say­ing,” Manuel replied, “I can­not ut­ter. Yet I wish I were not forced to con­fess this. It sounds bad­ly. At all events, I love Ni­afer bet­ter than I love any oth­er per­son, but I do not val­ue Ni­afer’s life more high­ly than I val­ue my own life, and it would be non­sense to say so. No; my life is very nec­es­sary to me, and there is a geas up­on me to make a fig­ure in this world be­fore I leave it.”

			“My dear­est,” says Ni­afer, “you have cho­sen wise­ly.”

			The veiled horse­man said noth­ing at all. But he took off his hat, and the be­hold­ers shud­dered. The kin­ship to Mi­ra­mon was ap­par­ent, you could see the re­sem­blance, but they had nev­er seen in Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor’s face what they saw here.

			Then Ni­afer bade farewell to Manuel with pitiable whis­pered words. They kissed. For an in­stant Manuel stood mo­tion­less. He queer­ly moved his mouth, as though it were stiff and he were try­ing to make it more sup­ple. There­after Manuel, very sick and des­per­ate look­ing, did what was req­ui­site. So Ni­afer went away with Grand­fa­ther Death, in Manuel’s stead.

			“My heart cracks in me now,” says Manuel, for­lorn­ly con­sid­er­ing his hands, “but bet­ter she than I. Still, this is a poor be­gin­ning in life, for yes­ter­day great wealth and to­day great love was with­in my reach, and now I have lost both.”

			“But you did not go the right way about to win suc­cess in any­thing,” says the re­main­ing stranger.

			And now this oth­er stranger arose from the trim­ming of his long fin­ger­nails; and you could see this was a tall, lean young­ster (though not so tall as Manuel, and noth­ing like so stal­wart), with rud­dy cheeks, wide-set brown eyes, and crin­kling, rather dark red hair.

			Then Manuel rubbed his wet hands as clean as might be, and this boy walked on a lit­tle way with Manuel, talk­ing of that which had been and of some things which were to be. And Manuel said, “Now as­sured­ly, Hor­vendile, since that is your name, such talk­ing is in­sane talk­ing, and no com­fort what­ev­er to me in my grief at los­ing Ni­afer.”

			“This is but the be­gin­ning of your loss­es, Manuel, for I think that a lit­tle by a lit­tle you will lose ev­ery­thing which is de­sir­able, un­til you shall have re­main­ing at the last on­ly a sa­ti­a­tion, and a weari­ness, and an un­easy loathing of all that the hu­man wis­dom of your el­ders shall have in­duced you to pro­cure.”

			“But, Hor­vendile, can any­body fore­tell the fu­ture? Or can it be that Mi­ra­mon spoke se­ri­ous­ly in say­ing that fate al­so was en­leagued to for­bid the leav­ing of this moun­tain?”

			“No, Manuel, I do not say that I am fate nor any of the Léshy, but rather it seems to me that I am in­sane. So per­haps the less at­ten­tion you pay to my talk­ing, the bet­ter. For I must tell you that this wast­ed coun­try side, this moun­tain, this road, and these old maples, and that rock yon­der, ap­pear to me to be things I have imag­ined, and that you, and the Ni­afer whom you have just dis­posed of so un­tidi­ly, and Mi­ra­mon and his fair shrew, and all of you, ap­pear to me to be per­sons I have imag­ined; and all the liv­ing in this world ap­pears to me to be on­ly a no­tion of mine.”

			“Why, then, cer­tain­ly I would say, or rather, I would think it un­nec­es­sary to say, that you are in­sane.”

			“You speak with­out hes­i­ta­tion, and it is through your abil­i­ty to set­tle such whim­seys out of hand that you will yet win, it may be, to suc­cess.”

			“Yes, but,” asked Manuel, slow­ly, “what is suc­cess?”

			“In your deep mind, I think, that ques­tion is al­ready an­swered.”

			“Un­doubt­ed­ly I have my no­tion, but it was about your no­tion I was ask­ing.”

			Hor­vendile looked grave, and yet whim­si­cal too. “Why, I have heard some­where,” says he, “that at its ut­ter­most this suc­cess is but the striv­ings of an ape reft of his tail, and grown rusty at climb­ing, who yet feels him­self to be a sym­bol and the frail rep­re­sen­ta­tive of Om­nipo­tence in a place that is not home.”

			Manuel ap­peared to re­serve judg­ment. “How does the suc­cess­ful ape em­ploy him­self, in these not quite friend­ly places?”

			“He strives blun­der­ing­ly, from mys­tery to mys­tery, with pa­thet­ic makeshifts, not un­der­stand­ing any­thing, greedy in all de­sires, and hon­ey­combed with poltroon­ery, and yet ready to give all, and to die fight­ing for the sake of that un­demon­stra­ble idea, about his be­ing Heav­en’s vicar and heir.”

			Manuel shook his small bright head. “You use too many long words. But so far I can un­der­stand you, that is not the sort of suc­cess I want. No, I am Manuel, and I must fol­low af­ter my own think­ing and my own de­sire, with­out con­sid­er­ing oth­er peo­ple and their no­tions of suc­cess.”

			“As for deny­ing your­self con­sid­er­a­tion for oth­er peo­ple, I am of the opin­ion, af­ter wit­ness­ing your re­cent dis­pos­al of your sweet­heart, that you are al­ready tol­er­a­bly ex­pert in that sort of ab­ne­ga­tion.”

			“Hah, but you do not know what is seething here,” replied Manuel, smit­ing his broad chest. “And I shall not tell you of it, Hor­vendile, since you are not fate nor any of the Léshy, to give me my de­sire.”

			“What would be your de­sire?”

			“My wish would be for me al­ways to ob­tain what­ev­er I may wish for. Yes, Hor­vendile, I have of­ten won­dered why, in the old leg­ends, when three wish­es were be­ing of­fered, no­body ev­er made that sen­si­ble and eco­nom­i­cal wish the first of all.”

			“What need is there to trou­ble the Léshy about that fool­ish wish when it is al­ways pos­si­ble, at a paid price, to ob­tain what­ev­er one de­sires? You have but to go about it in this way.” And Hor­vendile told Manuel a queer and dan­ger­ous thing. Then Hor­vendile said sad­ly: “So much knowl­edge I can de­ny no­body at Michael­mas. But I must tell you the price al­so, and it is that with the achiev­ing of each de­sire you will per­ceive its worth.”

			Thus speak­ing, Hor­vendile part­ed the thick­et be­side the road­way. A beau­ti­ful dusk-col­ored wom­an wait­ed there, in a green-blue robe, and on her head was a blue coro­net sur­mount­ed with green feath­ers: she car­ried a vase. Hor­vendile stepped for­ward, and the thick­et closed be­hind him, con­ceal­ing Hor­vendile and this wom­an.

			Manuel, look­ing puz­zled, went on a lit­tle way, and when he was as­sured of be­ing alone he flung him­self face down­ward and wept. The rea­son of this was, they re­late, that young Manuel had loved Ni­afer as he could love no­body else. Then he arose, and went to­ward the pool of Ha­ran­ton, on his way home­ward, af­ter hav­ing failed in ev­ery­thing.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Eco­nom­ics of Math

			
			What forth­with hap­pened at the pool of Ha­ran­ton is not nice­ly adapt­ed to ex­act de­scrip­tion, but it was suf­fi­cient­ly cu­ri­ous to give Manuel’s thoughts a new turn, al­though it did not seem, even so, to make them hap­py thoughts. Cer­tain­ly it was not with any ap­pear­ance of mer­ri­ment that Manuel re­turned to his half-sis­ter Math, who was the miller’s wife.

			“And wher­ev­er have you been all this week?” says Math, “with the pigs root­ing all over cre­ation, and with that man of mine for­ev­er fling­ing your worth­less­ness in my face, and with that red-haired Suskind com­ing out of the twi­light a-seek­ing af­ter you ev­ery evening and pes­ter­ing me with her soft lamen­ta­tions? And for the mat­ter of that, what­ev­er are you gloom­ing over?”

			“I have cause, and cause to spare.”

			Manuel told her of his ad­ven­tures up­on Vraidex, and Math said that showed what came of ne­glect­ing his prop­er busi­ness, which was at­ten­dance on her hus­band’s pigs. Manuel then told her of what had just be­fall­en by the pool of Ha­ran­ton.

			Math nod­ded. “Take shame to your­self, young ras­cal with your Ni­afer hard­ly set­tled down in par­adise, and with your Suskind wail­ing for you in the twi­light! But that would be Aliano­ra the Unattain­able Princess. Thus she comes across the Bay of Bis­cay, trav­el­ing from the far land of Provence, in, they say, the ap­pear­ance of a swan: and thus she bathes in the pool where­in strange dreams en­gen­der: and thus she slips in­to the robe of the Ap­sarasas when it is high time to be leav­ing such im­pu­dent knaves as you have proved your­self to be.”

			“Yes, yes! a shift made all of shin­ing white feath­ers, Sis­ter. Here is a feath­er that was bro­ken from it as I clutched at her.”

			Math turned the feath­er in her hand. “Now to be sure! and did you ev­er see the like of it! Still, a bro­ken feath­er is no good to any­body, and, as I have told you any num­ber of times, I can­not have trash lit­ter­ing up my kitchen.”

			So Math dropped this shin­ing white feath­er in­to the fire, on which she was warm­ing over a pot of soup for Manuel’s din­ner, and they watched this feath­er burn.

			Manuel says, sigh­ing, “Even so my days con­sume, and my youth goes out of me, in a land where­in Suskind whis­pers of un­com­fort­able things, and where­in there are no maids so clever and dear as Ni­afer, nor so love­ly as Aliano­ra.”

			Math said: “I nev­er held with speak­ing ill of the dead. So may luck and fair words go with your Ni­afer in her pa­gan par­adise. Of your Suskind too”—Math crossed her­self—“the less said, the bet­ter. But as for your Aliano­ra, no re­al­ly nice girl would be fly­ing in the face of heav­en and show­ing her an­kles to five na­tions, and bathing, on a Mon­day too, in places where al­most any­body might come along. It is not prop­er, but I won­der at her par­ents.”

			“But, Sis­ter, she is a princess!”

			“Just so: there­fore I burned the feath­er, be­cause it is not whole­some for per­sons of our sta­tion in life to be rob­bing princess­es of any­thing, though it be on­ly of a feath­er.”

			“Sis­ter, that is the truth! It is not right to rob any­body of any­thing, and this would ap­pear to make an­oth­er bond up­on me and an­oth­er obli­ga­tion to be dis­charged, be­cause in tak­ing that feath­er I have tak­en what did not be­long to me.”

			“Boy, do not think you are fool­ing me, for when your face gets that look on it, I know you are con­sid­er­ing some non­sense over and above the non­sense you are talk­ing. How­ev­er, from your de­scrip­tion of the af­fair, I do not doubt that gal­li­vant­ing, stark-naked princess thought you were for tak­ing what did not be­long to you. There­fore I burned the feath­er, lest it be rec­og­nized and bring you to the gal­lows or to a worse place. So why did you not scrape your feet be­fore com­ing in­to my clean kitchen? and how many times do you ex­pect me to speak to you about that?”

			Manuel said noth­ing. But he seemed to med­i­tate over some­thing that puz­zled him. In the up­shot he went in­to the miller’s chick­en yard, and caught a goose, and plucked from its wing a feath­er.

			Then Manuel put on his Sun­day clothes.

			“Far too good for you to be trav­el­ing in,” said Math.

			Manuel looked down at his half-sis­ter, and once or twice he blinked those shin­ing strange eyes of his. “Sis­ter, if I had been prop­er­ly dressed when I was mas­ter of the doubt­ful palace, the La­dy Gisèle would have tak­en me quite se­ri­ous­ly. I have been think­ing about her ob­ser­va­tions as to my el­bows.”

			“The coat does not make the man,” replied Math pi­ous­ly.

			“It is your be­lief in any such say­ing that has made a miller’s wife of you, and will keep you a miller’s wife un­til the end of time. Now I learned bet­ter from my mis­ad­ven­tures up­on Vraidex, and from my talk­ing with that in­sane Hor­vendile about the things which have been and some things which are to be.”

			Math, who was a wise wom­an, said queer­ly, “I per­ceive that you are let­ting your hair grow.”

			Manuel said, “Yes.”

			“Boy, fast and loose is a mis­chancy game to play.”

			“And be­ing born, al­so, is a most haz­ardous spec­u­la­tion, Sis­ter, yet we per­force risk all up­on that cast.”

			“Now you talk stuff and non­sense—”

			“Yes, Sis­ter; but I be­gin to sus­pect that the right sort of stuff and non­sense is not un­re­mu­ner­a­tive. I may be wrong, but I shall af­ford my no­tion a test­ing.”

			“And af­ter what shift­less id­io­cy will you be chas­ing now, to ne­glect your work?”

			“Why, as al­ways, Sis­ter, I must fol­low my own think­ing and my own de­sire,” says Manuel, lordlily, “and both of these are for a flight above pigs.”

			There­after Manuel kissed Math, and, again with­out tak­ing leave of Suskind in the twi­light, or of any­one else, he set forth for the far land of Provence.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Crown of Wis­dom

			
			So did it come about that as King Hel­mas rode a-hunt­ing in Nevet un­der the Hunter’s Moon he came up­on a gi­gan­tic and florid young fel­low, who was very de­cent­ly clad in black, and had a queer droop to his left eye, and who ap­peared to be wan­der­ing at ad­ven­ture in the au­tumn woods: and the King re­mem­bered what had been fore­told.

			Says King Hel­mas to Manuel the swine­herd, “What is that I see in your pock­et wrapped in red silk?”

			“It is a feath­er, King, wrapped in a bit of my sis­ter’s best pet­ti­coat.”

			“Now, glo­ry be to your dark mag­ics, friend, and at what price will you sell me that feath­er?”

			“But a feath­er is no use to any­body, King, for, as you see, it is a quite or­di­nary feath­er?”

			“Come, come!” the King says, shrewd­ly, “do peo­ple any­where wrap or­di­nary feath­ers in red silk? Friend, do not think to de­ceive King Hel­mas of Al­ba­nia, or it will be worse for you. I per­fect­ly rec­og­nize that shin­ing white feath­er as the feath­er which was moult­ed in this for­est by the Zhar-Ptitza Bird, in the old time be­fore my grand­fa­thers came in­to this coun­try. For it was fore­told that such a young sor­cer­er as you would bring to me, who have long been the sil­li­est King that ev­er reigned over the Peo­ht­es, this feath­er which con­fers up­on its own­er per­fect wis­dom: and for you to dis­pute the prophe­cy would be blas­phe­mous.”

			“I do not dis­pute your silli­ness, King Hel­mas, nor do I dis­pute any­body’s prophe­cies in a world where­in noth­ing is cer­tain.”

			“One thing at least is cer­tain,” re­marked King Hel­mas, frown­ing uglily, “and it is that among the Peo­ht­es all per­sons who dis­pute our prophe­cies are burned at the stake.”

			Manuel shiv­ered slight­ly, and said: “It seems to me a quite or­di­nary feath­er: but your prophets—most de­served­ly, no doubt—are in high­er re­pute for wis­dom than I am, and burn­ing is a dis­com­fort­able death. So I re­call what a mad­man told me, and, since you are as­sured that this is the Zhar-Ptitza’s feath­er, I will sell it to you for ten se­quins.”

			King Hel­mas shook a dis­ap­prov­ing face. “That will not do at all, and your price is out of rea­son, be­cause it was fore­told that for this feath­er you would ask ten thou­sand se­quins.”

			“Well, I am par­tic­u­lar­ly de­sirous not to ap­pear ir­re­li­gious now that I have be­come a young sor­cer­er. So you may have the feath­er at your own price, rather than let the prophe­cies re­main un­ful­filled.”

			Then Manuel rode pil­lion with a king who was un­will­ing to let Manuel out of his sight, and they went thus to the cas­tle called Brun­be­lois. They came to two doors with point­ed arch­es, set side by side, the small­er be­ing for foot pas­sen­gers, and the oth­er for horse­men. Above was an eques­tri­an stat­ue in a niche, and a great paint­ed win­dow with trac­eries of hearts and this­tles.

			They en­tered the larg­er door, and that af­ter­noon twelve her­alds, in bright red tabards that were em­broi­dered with gold­en this­tles, rode out of this door, to pro­claim the ful­fil­ment of the prophe­cy as to the Zhar-Ptitza’s feath­er, and that af­ter­noon the priests of the Peo­ht­es gave thanks in all their cu­ri­ous un­der­ground tem­ples. The com­mon peo­ple, who had for the last score of years tak­en shame to them­selves for liv­ing un­der such a fool­ish king, em­braced one an­oth­er, and danced, and sang pa­tri­ot­ic songs at ev­ery street-cor­ner: the Low­er Coun­cil met, and vot­ed that, out of def­er­ence of his majesty, All Fools’ Day should be strick­en from the cal­en­dar: and Queen Pressi­na (one of the wa­ter folk) de­clared there were two ways of look­ing at ev­ery­thing, the while that she burned a quan­ti­ty of pri­vate pa­pers. Then at night were fire­works, the King made a speech, and to Manuel was de­liv­ered in wheel­bar­rows the sum of ten thou­sand se­quins.

			There­after Manuel abode for a month at the court of King Hel­mas, not­ing what­ev­er to this side and to that side seemed most no­table. Manuel was well liked by the no­bil­i­ty, and when the barons and the fine ladies as­sem­bled in the evening for pa­vanes and bran­les and paz­za­menos no­body danced more statelily than Mes­sire Manuel. He had a qui­et way with the ladies, and with the barons a way of sim­plic­i­ty which was vast­ly ad­mired in a sor­cer­er so po­tent that his mag­ic had se­cured the long sought Zhar-Ptitza’s feath­er. “But the most learned,” as King Hel­mas just­ly said, “are al­ways the most mod­est.”

			Hel­mas now wore the feath­er from the wing of the miller’s goose af­fixed to the front of Hel­mas’ sec­ond best crown, be­cause that was the one he used to give judg­ments in. And when it was noised abroad that King Hel­mas had the Zhar-Ptitza’s feath­er, the Peo­ht­es came glad­ly to be judged, and the neigh­bor­ing kings be­gan to sub­mit to him their more dif­fi­cult cas­es, and all his judg­ings were re­ceived with rev­er­ence, be­cause ev­ery­body knew that King Hel­mas’ wis­dom was now in­fal­li­ble, and that to crit­i­cize his ver­dict as to any­thing was mere­ly to ex­pose your own stu­pid­i­ty.

			And now that doubt of him­self had gone out of his mind, Hel­mas lived un­trou­bled, and his di­ges­tion im­proved, and his lov­ing-kind­ness was in­fi­nite, be­cause he could not be an­gry with the pitiable crea­tures haled be­fore him, when he con­sid­ered how lit­tle able they were to dis­tin­guish be­tween wis­dom and un­wis­dom where Hel­mas was om­ni­scient: and all his do­ings were mer­ci­ful and just, and his peo­ple praised him. Even the Queen con­ced­ed that, once you were ac­cus­tomed to his ways, and ex­er­cised some firm­ness about be­ing made a door­mat of, and had it un­der­stood once for all that meals could not be kept wait­ing for him, she sup­posed there might be wom­en worse off.

			And Manuel got clay and mod­eled the fig­ure of a young man which had the fea­tures and the wise look of King Hel­mas.

			“I can see the re­sem­blance,” the King said, “but it does not half do me jus­tice, and, be­sides, why have you made a young whip­per­snap­per of me, and mixed up my ap­pear­ance with your ap­pear­ance?”

			“I do not know,” said Manuel, “but I sup­pose it is be­cause of a geas which is up­on me to make my­self a splen­did and ad­mirable young man in ev­ery re­spect, and not an old man.”

			“And does the sculp­ture sat­is­fy you?” asks the King, smil­ing wise­ly.

			“No, I like this fig­ure well enough, now it is done, but it is not, I some­how know, the fig­ure I de­sire to make. No, I must fol­low af­ter my own think­ing and my own de­sire, and wis­dom is not req­ui­site to me.”

			“You artists!” said the King, as peo­ple al­ways say that “Now I would con­sid­er that, for all the might of your sor­ceries, wis­dom is rather cla­mant­ly req­ui­site to you, Mes­sire Manuel, who in­form me you must soon be rid­ing hence to find else­where the need­ful look for your fig­ure. For thus to be rid­ing about this world of men, in search of a shade of ex­pres­sion, and with­out even be­ing cer­tain of what look you are look­ing for, does not ap­pear to me to be good sense.”

			But young Manuel replied stur­di­ly:

			“I ride to en­counter what life has in store for me, who am made cer­tain of this at least, that all high har­vests which life with­holds for me spring from a seed which I sow—and reap. For my geas is po­tent, and, late or soon, I serve my geas, and take my doom as the pay well-earned that is giv­en as pay to me, for the fig­ure I make in this world of men.

			“This fig­ure, fore­seen and yet hid­den away from me, glimpsed from afar in the light of a dream—will I love it, once more, or will loathing awake in me af­ter its vis­age is plain­li­er seen? No mat­ter: as fate says, so say I, who serve my geas, and gain in time such pay­ment, at worst, as is hon­est­ly due to me, for the fig­ure I make in this world of men.

			“To its shap­ing I con­se­crate youth that is strong in me, ar­dent­ly yield­ing youth’s last least gift, who know that all grace which the gods have al­lot­ted me avails me in naught if it fails me in this. For all that a man has, that must I bring to the im­age I shape, that my mak­ing may live when time un­makes me and death dis­sev­ers me from the fig­ure I make in this world of men.”

			To this the King rather dri­ly replied: “There is some­thing in what you say. But that some­thing is, I can as­sure you, not wis­dom.”

			So ev­ery­one was sat­is­fied in Al­ba­nia ex­cept Manuel, who de­clared that he was pleased but not con­tent­ed by the im­age he had made in the like­ness of King Hel­mas.

			“Be­sides,” they told him, “you look as though your mind were trou­bling you about some­thing.”

			“In fact, I am puz­zled to see a fool­ish per­son made wise in all his deeds and speech­es by this wis­dom be­ing ex­pect­ed of him.”

			“But that is a cause for re­joic­ing, and for ap­plaud­ing the might of your sor­ceries, Mes­sire Manuel, where­as you are plain­ly think­ing of vex­a­tious mat­ters.”

			Manuel replied, “I think that it is not right to rob any­body of any­thing, and I re­flect that wis­dom weighs ex­act­ly the weight of a feath­er.”

			Then Manuel went in­to King Hel­mas’ chick­en yard, and caught a goose, and plucked from its wing a feath­er. Manuel went glit­ter­ing­ly now, in bro­cad­ed hose, and with gold spurs on his heels: the fig­ure which he had made in the like­ness of King Hel­mas was packed in an ex­pen­sive knap­sack of or­na­ment­ed leather, and tall shin­ing Manuel rode on a tall dap­pled horse when he de­part­ed south­ward, for Manuel nowa­days had mon­ey to spare.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Ha­lo of Ho­li­ness

			
			Now Manuel takes ship across the fret­ful Bay of Bis­cay, trav­el­ing al­ways to­ward Provence and Aliano­ra, whom peo­ple called the Unattain­able Princess. Orian­der the Swim­mer fol­lowed this ship, they say, but he at­tempt­ed to do Manuel no hurt, at least not for that turn.

			So Manuel of the high head comes in­to the coun­try of wicked King Fer­di­nand; and, to­ward All-Hal­lows, they bring a stu­pen­dous florid young man to the King in the tor­ture-cham­ber. King Fer­di­nand was not idle at the mo­ment, and he looked up good-tem­pered­ly enough from his em­ploy­ment: but al­most in­stant­ly his mer­ry face was over­cast.

			“Dear me!” says Fer­di­nand, as he dropped his white hot pin­cers siz­zling­ly in­to a jar of wa­ter, “and I had hoped you would not be both­er­ing me for a good ten years!”

			“Now if I both­er you at all it is against my will,” de­clared Manuel, very po­lite­ly, “nor do I will­ing­ly in­trude up­on you here, for, with­out crit­i­ciz­ing any­body’s do­mes­tic ar­range­ments, there are one or two things that I do not fan­cy the looks of in this tor­ture-cham­ber.”

			“That is as it may be. In the mean­time, what is that I see in your pock­et wrapped in red silk?”

			“It is a feath­er, King, wrapped in a bit of my sis­ter’s best pet­ti­coat.”

			Then Fer­di­nand sighed, and he arose from his in­ter­est­ing ex­per­i­ments with what was left of the Mar­quess de Hen­e­strosa, to whom the King had tak­en a sud­den dis­like that morn­ing.

			“Tut, tut!” said Fer­di­nand: “yet, af­ter all, I have had a brave time of it, with my enor­mi­ties and my in­iq­ui­ties, and it is not as though there were noth­ing to look back on! So at what price will you sell me that feath­er?”

			“But sure­ly a feath­er is no use to any­body, King, for does it not seem to you a quite or­di­nary feath­er?”

			“Come!” says King Fer­di­nand, as he washed his hands, “do peo­ple any­where wrap or­di­nary feath­ers in red silk? You squint­ing ras­cal, do not think to swin­dle me out of eter­nal bliss by any such fool­ish talk! I per­fect­ly rec­og­nize that feath­er as the feath­er which Milc­ah plucked from the left pin­ion of the Archangel Ori­phiel when the sons of God were on more in­tri­cate and scan­dalous terms with the daugh­ters of men than are per­mit­ted nowa­days.”

			“Well, sir,” replied Manuel, “you may be right in a world where­in noth­ing is cer­tain. At all events, I have de­duced, from one to two things in this tor­ture-cham­ber, that it is bet­ter not to ar­gue with King Fer­di­nand.”

			“How can I help be­ing right, when it was fore­told long ago that such a di­vine emis­sary as you would bring this very holy rel­ic to turn me from my sins and make a saint of me?” says Fer­di­nand, pee­vish­ly.

			“It ap­pears to me a quite or­di­nary feath­er, King: but I re­call what a mad­man told me, and I do not dis­pute that your prophets are wis­er than I, for I have been a di­vine emis­sary for on­ly a short while.”

			“Do you name your price for this feath­er, then!”

			“I think it would be more re­spect­ful, sir, to re­fer you to the prophets, for I find them gen­er­ous and big­heart­ed crea­tures.”

			Fer­di­nand nod­ded his ap­proval. “That is very pi­ous­ly spo­ken, be­cause it was proph­e­sied that this rel­ic would be giv­en me for no price at all by a great no­ble­man. So I must forth­with write out for you a count’s com­mis­sion, I sup­pose, and must write out your grants to fer­tile lands and a stout cas­tle or two, and must date your ti­tle to these things from yes­ter­day.”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” said Manuel, “it would not look well for you to be ne­glect­ing due re­spect to such a fa­mous prophe­cy, with that bot­tle of ink at your el­bow.”

			So King Fer­di­nand sent for the Count of Poictesme, and ex­plained to him as be­tween old friends how the mat­ter stood, and that af­ter­noon the high Count was con­fessed and de­cap­i­tat­ed. Poictesme be­ing now a va­cant fief, King Fer­di­nand en­no­bled Manuel, and made him Count of Poictesme.

			It was true that all Poictesme was then held by the North­men, un­der Duke As­mund, who de­nied King Fer­di­nand’s au­thor­i­ty with con­tempt, and de­feat­ed him in bat­tle with an­noy­ing per­sis­tence: so that Manuel for the present ac­quired noth­ing but the sonorous ti­tle.

			“Some ter­ri­ble calami­ty, how­ev­er,” as King Fer­di­nand point­ed out, “is sure to be­fall As­mund and his in­iq­ui­tous fol­low­ers be­fore very long, so we need not both­er about them.”

			“But how may I be cer­tain of that, sir?” Manuel asked.

			“Count, I am sur­prised at such scep­ti­cism! Is it not very ex­plic­it­ly stat­ed in Holy Writ that though the wicked may flour­ish for a while they are present­ly felled like green bay-trees?”

			“Yes, to be sure! So there is no doubt that your sol­diers will soon con­quer Duke As­mund.”

			“But I must not send any sol­diers to fight against him, now that I am a saint, for that would not look well. It would have an ir­re­li­gious ap­pear­ance of prompt­ing Heav­en.”

			“Still, King, you are send­ing sol­diers against the Moors—”

			“Ah, but it is not your lands, Count, but my city of Ube­da, which the Moors are at­tack­ing, and to at­tack a saint, as you must un­doubt­ed­ly un­der­stand, is a dan­ger­ous heresy which it is my du­ty to put down.”

			“Yes, to be sure! Well, well!” says Manuel, “at any rate, to be a count is some­thing, and it is bet­ter to ward a fine name than a par­cel of pigs, though it ap­pears the pigs are the more nour­ish­ing.”

			In the mean­while the King’s her­alds rode ev­ery­whith­er in flut­ed ar­mor, to pro­claim the ful­fil­ment of the old prophe­cy as to the Archangel Ori­phiel’s feath­er. Nev­er be­fore was there such a hub­bub in those parts, for the bells of all the church­es sound­ed all day, and all the peo­ple ran about pray­ing at the top of their voic­es, and for­giv­ing their rel­a­tives, and kiss­ing the girls, and blow­ing whis­tles and ring­ing cow­bells, be­cause the city now har­bored a rel­ic so holy that the vilest sin­ner had but to touch it to be pu­ri­fied of in­iq­ui­ty.

			And that day King Fer­di­nand dis­missed the evil com­pan­ions with whom he had so long ri­ot­ed in ev­ery man­ner of wicked­ness, and Fer­di­nand lived hence­for­ward as be­came a saint. He build­ed two church­es a year, and fared ed­i­fy­ing­ly on roots and herbs; he washed the feet of three in­di­gent per­sons dai­ly, and went in sack­cloth; when­ev­er he burned heretics he fetched and piled up the wood him­self, so as to in­con­ve­nience no­body; and he made pri­oress­es and abbess­es of his more in­ti­mate and per­son­al as­so­ciates of yes­ter­day, be­cause he knew that peo­ple are made holy by con­tact with ho­li­ness, and that saint­hood is retroac­tive.

			There­after Count Manuel abode for a month at the court of King Fer­di­nand, not­ing what­ev­er to this side and to that side seemed most no­table. Manuel was gen­er­al­ly liked by the elect, and in the evening when the court as­sem­bled for fam­i­ly-prayers no­body was more de­vout than the Count of Poictesme. He had a qui­et way with the abbess­es and pri­oress­es, and with the an­chorites and bish­ops a way of sim­plic­i­ty which was vast­ly ad­mired in a di­vine emis­sary. “But the par­tic­u­lar fa­vor of Heav­en,” as King Fer­di­nand point­ed out, “is al­ways re­served for mod­est per­sons.”

			The feath­er from the wing of Hel­mas’ goose King Fer­di­nand had caused to be af­fixed to the unas­sum­ing skull­cap with a ha­lo of gold wire which Fer­di­nand now wore in the place of a vain­glo­ri­ous earth­ly crown; so that per­pet­u­al con­ti­gu­i­ty with this rel­ic might keep him in aug­ment­ing sanc­ti­ty. And now that doubt of him­self had gone out of his mind, Fer­di­nand lived un­trou­bled, and his di­ges­tion im­proved on his light di­et of roots and herbs, and his lov­ing-kind­ness was in­fi­nite, be­cause he could not now be an­gry with the pitiable crea­tures haled be­fore him, when he con­sid­ered what lengthy and in­ge­nious tor­ments await­ed ev­ery one of them, ei­ther in hell or pur­ga­to­ry, while Fer­di­nand would be play­ing a gold harp in heav­en.

			So Fer­di­nand dealt ten­der­ly and gen­er­ous­ly with all. Half of his sub­jects said that sim­ply showed you: and the rest of them as­sent­ed that in­deed you might well say that, and they had of­ten thought of it, and had wished that young peo­ple would take prof­it by con­sid­er­ing such things more se­ri­ous­ly.

			And Manuel got clay and mod­eled a fig­ure which had the fea­tures and the holy look of King Fer­di­nand.

			“Yes, this young fel­low you have made of mud is some­thing like me,” the King con­ced­ed, “al­though clay of course can­not do jus­tice to the fine red cheeks and nose I used to have in the un­re­gen­er­ate days when I thought about such van­i­ties, and, be­sides, it is rather more like you. Still, Count, the thing has feel­ing, it is whole­some, it is re­fresh­ing­ly free from these mod­ern mor­bid con­sid­er­a­tions of anato­my, and it does you cred­it.”

			“No, King, I like this fig­ure well enough, now that it is done, but it is not, I some­how know, the fig­ure I de­sire to make. No, I must fol­low af­ter my own think­ing and my own de­sires, and I do not need ho­li­ness.”

			“You artists!” the King said. “But there is more than mud up­on your mind.”

			“In fact, I am puz­zled, King, to see you made a saint of by its be­ing ex­pect­ed of you.”

			“But, Count, that ought to grieve no­body, so long as I do not com­plain, and it is of some­thing graver you are think­ing.”

			“I think, sir, that it is not right to rob any­body of any­thing, and I re­flect that ab­so­lute right­eous­ness is a fine feath­er in one’s cap.”

			Then Manuel went in­to the chick­en yard be­hind the red-roofed palace of King Fer­di­nand, and caught a goose, and plucked from its wing a feath­er. There­after the florid young Count of Poictesme rode east, on a tall dap­pled horse, and a ret­inue of six lack­eys in sil­ver and black liv­er­ies came can­ter­ing af­ter him, and the two fore­most lack­eys car­ried in knap­sacks, marked with a gold coro­net, the im­ages which Dom Manuel had made. A third lack­ey car­ried Dom Manuel’s shield, up­on which were em­bla­zoned the arms of Poictesme. The black shield dis­played a sil­ver stal­lion which was ram­pant in ev­ery mem­ber and was bri­dled with gold, but the an­cient arms had been giv­en a new mot­to.

			“What means this Greek?” Dom Manuel had asked.

			“Mundus de­cip­it, Count,” they told him, “is the old pi­ous mot­to of Poictesme: it sig­ni­fies that the af­fairs of this world are a vain fleet­ing show, and that ter­res­tri­al ap­pear­ances are nowhere of any par­tic­u­lar im­por­tance.”

			“Then your mot­to is green in­ex­pe­ri­ence,” said Manuel, “and for me to bear it would be black in­grat­i­tude.”

			So the writ­ing had been changed in ac­cor­dance with his in­struc­tions, and it now read Mundus vult de­cipi.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				The Feath­er of Love

			
			In such es­tate it was that Count Manuel came, on Christ­mas morn­ing, just two days af­ter Manuel was twen­ty-one, in­to Provence. This land, re­put­ed sor­cer­ous, in no way dis­played to him any un­usu­al fea­tures, though it was no­tice­able that the King’s mar­mo­re­al palace was fenced with sil­ver pikes where­on were set the em­balmed heads of young men who had wooed the Princess Aliano­ra un­suc­cess­ful­ly. Manuel’s lack­eys did not at first like the looks of these heads, and said they were un­suit­able for Christ­mas dec­o­ra­tions: but Dom Manuel ex­plained that at this sea­son of gen­er­al mer­ri­ment this pal­isade al­so was mirth-pro­vok­ing be­cause (the weath­er be­ing such as was vir­tu­al­ly un­prece­dent­ed in these parts) a light snow had fall­en dur­ing the night, so that each head seemed to wear a night­cap.

			They bring Manuel to Ray­mond Bérenger, Count of Provence and King of Ar­les, who was hold­ing the Christ­mas feast in his warm hall. Ray­mond sat on a fine throne of carved white ivory and gold, be­neath a pur­ple canopy. And be­side him, up­on just such an­oth­er throne, not quite so high, sat Ray­mond’s daugh­ter, Aliano­ra the Unattain­able Princess, in a robe of wa­tered silk which was of sev­en col­ors and was lined with the dark fur of bar­bi­o­lets. In her crown were chryso­lites and amethysts: it was a won­der to note how bright­ly they shone, but they were not so bright as Aliano­ra’s eyes.

			She stared as Manuel of the high head came through the hall, where­in the barons were seat­ed ac­cord­ing to their de­grees. She had, they say, four rea­sons for re­mem­ber­ing the im­pu­dent, huge, squint­ing, yel­low-haired young fel­low whom she had en­coun­tered at the pool of Ha­ran­ton. She blushed, and spoke with her fa­ther in the whistling and hiss­ing lan­guage which the Ap­sarasas use among them­selves: and her fa­ther laughed long and loud.

			Says Ray­mond Bérenger: “Things might have fall­en out much worse. Come tell me now, Count of Poictesme, what is that I see in your breast pock­et wrapped in red silk?”

			“It is a feath­er, King,” replied Manuel, a lit­tle weari­ly, “wrapped in a bit of my sis­ter’s best pet­ti­coat.”

			“Ay, ay,” says Ray­mond Bérenger, with a grin that was be­com­ing even more benev­o­lent, “and I need not ask what price you come ex­pect­ing for that feath­er. None the less, you are an ex­cel­lent­ly spo­ken-of young wiz­ard of no­ble con­di­tion, who have slain no doubt a rea­son­able num­ber of gi­ants and drag­ons, and who have cer­tain­ly turned kings from fol­ly and wicked­ness. For such fine ru­mors speed be­fore the man who has fine deeds be­hind him that you do not come in­to my realm as a stranger: and, I re­peat, things might have fall­en out much worse.”

			“Now lis­ten, all ye that hold Christ­mas here!” cried Manuel. “A while back I robbed this Princess of a feath­er, and the thought of it lay in my mind more heavy than a feath­er, be­cause I had tak­en what did not be­long to me. So a bond was on me, and I set out to­ward Provence to re­store to her a feath­er. And such hap­pen­ings be­fell me by the way that at Michael­mas I brought wis­dom in­to one realm, and at All-Hal­lows I brought piety in­to an­oth­er realm. Now what I may be bring­ing in­to this realm of yours at Heav­en’s most holy sea­son, Heav­en on­ly knows. To the eye it may seem a quite or­di­nary feath­er. Yet life in the wide world, I find, is a queer­er thing than ev­er any swine­herd dreamed of in his wat­tled hut, and peo­ple ev­ery­where are nour­ished by their be­liefs, in a way that the meat of pigs can nour­ish no­body.”

			Ray­mond Bérenger said, with a wise nod: “I per­ceive what is in your heart, and I see like­wise what is in your pock­et. So why do you tell me what ev­ery­body knows? Ev­ery­body knows that the robe of the Ap­sarasas, which is the pe­cu­liar trea­sure of Provence, has been ru­ined by the loss of a feath­er, so that my daugh­ter can no longer go abroad in the ap­pear­ance of a swan, be­cause the robe is not able to work any more won­ders un­til that feath­er in your pock­et has been sewed back in­to the robe with the old in­can­ta­tion.”

			“Now, but in­deed does ev­ery­body know that!” says Manuel.

			“—Ev­ery­body knows, too, that my daugh­ter has pined away with fret­ting af­ter her lost ways of out­door ex­er­cise, and the health­ful changes of air which she used to be hav­ing. And fi­nal­ly, ev­ery­body knows that, at my daugh­ter’s very sen­si­ble sug­ges­tion, I have of­fered my daugh­ter’s hand in mar­riage to him who would re­store that feath­er, and death to ev­ery im­pu­dent young fel­low who dared en­ter here with­out it, as my palace fence at­tests.”

			“Oh, oh!” says Manuel, smil­ing, “but seem­ing­ly it is no whole­some ad­ven­ture which has come to me un­sought!”

			“—So, as you tell me, you came in­to Provence: and, as there is no need to tell me, I hope, who have still two eyes in my head, you have achieved the ad­ven­ture. And why do you keep telling me about mat­ters with which I am as well ac­quaint­ed as you are?”

			“But, King of Ar­les, how do you know that this is not an or­di­nary feath­er?”

			“Count of Poictesme, do peo­ple any­where—?”

			“Oh, spare me that vile bit of world­ly log­ic, sir, and I will con­cede what­ev­er you de­sire!”

			“Then do you stop talk­ing such non­sense, and do you stop telling me about things that ev­ery­body knows, and do you give my daugh­ter her feath­er!”

			Manuel as­cends the white throne of Aliano­ra. “Queer things have be­fall­en me,” said Manuel, “but noth­ing more strange than this can ev­er hap­pen, than that I should be stand­ing here with you, and hold­ing this small hand in mine. You are not per­haps quite so beau­ti­ful nor so clever as Ni­afer. Nev­er­the­less, you are the Unattain­able Princess, whose love­li­ness re­called me from vain griev­ing af­ter Ni­afer, with­in a half-hour of Ni­afer’s loss. Yes, you are she whose beau­ty kin­dled a dream and a dis­sat­is­fac­tion in the heart of a swine­herd, to lead him forth in­to the wide world, and through the puz­zling ways of the wide world, and in­to its high places: so that at the last the swine­herd is stand­ing—aglit­ter in satin and gold and in rich furs—here at the sum­mit of a throne; and at the last the hand of the Unattain­able Princess is in his hand, and in his heart is mis­ery.”

			The Princess said, “I do not know any­thing about this Ni­afer, who was prob­a­bly no bet­ter than she should have been, nor do I know of any con­ceiv­able rea­son for your be­ing mis­er­able.”

			“Why, is it not the truth,” asks Manuel of Aliano­ra, speak­ing not very steadi­ly, “that you are to mar­ry the man who re­stores the feath­er of which you were robbed at the pool of Ha­ran­ton? and can mar­ry none oth­er?”

			“It is the truth,” she an­swered, in a small fright­ened love­ly voice, “and I no longer grieve that it is the truth, and I think it a most im­po­lite rea­son for your be­ing mis­er­able.”

			Manuel laughed with­out ar­dor. “See how we live and learn! I re­call now the droll creduli­ty of a lad who watched a shin­ing feath­er burned, while he sat with­in arm’s reach think­ing about cab­bage soup, be­cause his grave el­ders as­sured him that a feath­er could nev­er be of any use to any­body. And that, too, af­ter he had seen what us­es may be made of an old bri­dle or of a duck egg or of any­thing! Well, but all wa­ter that is past the dam must go its way, even though it be a flood of tears—”

			Here Manuel gen­tly shrugged broad shoul­ders. He took out of his pock­et the feath­er he had plucked from the wing of Fer­di­nand’s goose.

			He said: “A feath­er I took from you in the red au­tumn woods, and a feath­er I now re­store to you, my Princess, in this white palace of yours, not ask­ing any re­ward, and not claim­ing to be re­mem­bered by you in the gray years to come, but striv­ing to leave no obli­ga­tion undis­charged and no debt un­paid. And whether in this world where­in noth­ing is cer­tain, one feath­er is bet­ter than an­oth­er feath­er, I do not know. It well may come about that I must straight­way take a foul doom from fair lips, and that present­ly my head will be dry­ing on a sil­ver pike. Even so, one nev­er knows: and I have learned that it is well to put all doubt of one­self quite out of mind.”

			He gave her the feath­er he had plucked from the third goose, and the trum­pets sound­ed as a to­ken that the quest of Aliano­ra’s feath­er had been ful­filled, and all the courtiers shout­ed in hon­or of Count Manuel.

			Aliano­ra looked at what was in her hand, and saw it was a goose-feath­er, in noth­ing re­sem­bling the feath­er which, when she had fled in maid­en­ly em­bar­rass­ment from Manuel’s over-friend­ly ad­vances, she had plucked from the robe of the Ap­sarasas, and had dropped at Manuel’s feet, in or­der that her fa­ther might be forced to pro­claim this quest, and the win­ning of it might be pre­de­ter­mined.

			Then Aliano­ra looked at Manuel. Now be­fore her the queer un­equal eyes of this big young man were bright and stead­fast as al­tar can­dles. His chin was well up, and it seemed to her that this fine young fel­low ex­pect­ed her to de­clare the truth, when the truth would be his death-sen­tence. She had no pa­tience with his non­sense.

			Says Aliano­ra, with that love­ly tran­quil smile of hers: “Count Manuel has ful­filled the quest. He has re­stored to me the feath­er from the robe of the Ap­sarasas. I rec­og­nize it per­fect­ly.”

			“Why, to be sure,” says Ray­mond Bérenger. “Still, do you get your nee­dle and the recipe for the old in­can­ta­tion, and the robe too, and make it plain to all my barons that the pow­er of the robe is re­turned to it, by fly­ing about the hall a lit­tle in the ap­pear­ance of a swan. For it is bet­ter to con­duct these af­fairs in due or­der and with­out any sus­pi­cion of ir­reg­u­lar­i­ty.”

			Now mat­ters looked tick­lish for Dom Manuel, since he and Aliano­ra knew that the robe had been spoiled, and that the ad­di­tion of any num­ber of goose-feath­ers was not go­ing to turn Aliano­ra in­to a swan. Yet the boy’s hand­some and high-col­ored face stayed cour­te­ous­ly at­ten­tive to the wish­es of his host, and did not change.

			But Aliano­ra said in­dig­nant­ly: “My fa­ther, I am sur­prised at you! Have you no sense of de­cen­cy at all? You ought to know it is not be­com­ing for an en­gaged girl to be fly­ing about Provence in the ap­pear­ance of a swan, far less among a par­cel of men who have been drink­ing all morn­ing. It is the sort of thing that leads to a girl’s be­ing talked about.”

			“Now, that is true, my dear,” said Ray­mond Bérenger, abashed, “and the sen­ti­ment does you cred­it. So per­haps I had bet­ter sug­gest some­thing else—”

			“In­deed, my fa­ther, I see ex­act­ly what you would be sug­gest­ing. And I be­lieve you are right.”

			“I am not in­fal­li­ble, my dear: but still—”

			“Yes, you are per­fect­ly right: it is not well for any mar­ried wom­an to be known to pos­sess any such robe. There is no telling, just as you say, what peo­ple would be whis­per­ing about her, nor what dis­grace­ful tricks she would get the cred­it of play­ing on her hus­band.”

			“My daugh­ter, I was on­ly about to tell you—”

			“Yes, and you put it quite unan­swer­ably. For you, who have the name of be­ing the wis­est Count that ev­er reigned in Provence, and the shrewdest King that Ar­les has ev­er had, know per­fect­ly well how peo­ple talk, and how ea­ger peo­ple are to talk, and to place the very worst con­struc­tion on ev­ery­thing: and you know, too, that hus­bands do not like such talk. Cer­tain­ly I had not thought of these things, my fa­ther, but I be­lieve that you are right.”

			Ray­mond Bérenger stroked his thick short beard, and said: “Now tru­ly, my daugh­ter, whether or not I be wise and shrewd—though, as you say, of course there have been per­sons kind enough to con­sid­er—and in pe­ti­tions too—How­ev­er, be that as it may, and putting aside the fact that ev­ery­body likes to be ap­pre­ci­at­ed, I must con­fess I can imag­ine no gift which would at this high sea­son be more ac­cept­able to any hus­band than the ash­es of that robe.”

			“This is a say­ing,” Aliano­ra here de­clares, “well wor­thy of Ray­mond Bérenger: and I have of­ten won­dered at your strik­ing way of putting things.”

			“That, too, is a gift,” the King-Count said, with prop­er mod­esty, “which to some per­sons is giv­en, and to oth­ers not: so I de­serve no cred­it for it. But, as I was say­ing when you in­ter­rupt­ed me, my dear, it is well for youth to have its fling, be­cause (as I have of­ten thought) we are young on­ly once: and so I have not ev­er crit­i­cized your jaunt­ings in far lands. But a hus­band is an­oth­er pair of san­dals. A hus­band does not like to have his wife fly­ing about the tree tops and the tall lone­ly moun­tains and the low long marsh­es, with no­body to keep an eye on her, and that is the truth of it. So, were I in your place, and wise enough to lis­ten to the old fa­ther who loves you, and who is wis­er than you, my dear—why, now that you are about to mar­ry, I re­peat to you with all pos­si­ble earnest­ness, my dar­ling, I would de­stroy this feath­er and this robe in one red fire, if on­ly Count Manuel will agree to it. For it is he who now has pow­er over all your pos­ses­sions, and not I.”

			“Count Manuel,” says Aliano­ra, with that love­ly tran­quil smile of hers, “you per­ceive that my fa­ther is in­sis­tent, and it is my du­ty to be guid­ed by him. I do not de­ny that, up­on my fa­ther’s ad­vice, I am ask­ing you to let per­ish a strong mag­ic which many per­sons would val­ue above a wom­an’s plead­ing. But I know now”—her eyes met his, and to any young man any­where with a heart mov­ing in him, that which Manuel could see in the bright fright­ened eyes of Aliano­ra could not but be a joy well-nigh in­tol­er­a­ble—“but I know now that you, who are to be my hus­band, and who have brought wis­dom in­to one king­dom, and piety in­to an­oth­er, have brought love in­to the third king­dom: and I per­ceive that this third mag­ic is a stronger and a no­bler mag­ic than that of the Ap­sarasas. And it seems to me that you and I would do well to dis­pense with any­thing which is sec­ond rate.”

			“I am of the opin­ion that you are a sin­gu­lar­ly in­tel­li­gent young wom­an,” says Manuel, “and I am of the be­lief that it is far too ear­ly for me to be cross­ing my wife’s wish­es, in a world where­in all men are nour­ished by their be­liefs.”

			All be­ing agreed, the Yule-log was stirred up in­to a blaze, which was du­ly fed with the goose-feath­er and the robe of the Ap­sarasas. There­after the trum­pets sound­ed a fan­fare, to pro­claim that Ray­mond Bérenger’s col­lops were cooked and pep­pered, his wine casks broached, and his pud­dings steam­ing. Then the for­mer swine­herd went in to share his Christ­mas din­ner with the King-Count’s daugh­ter, Aliano­ra, whom peo­ple ev­ery­where had called the Unattain­able Princess.

			And they re­late that while Aliano­ra and Manuel sat cosi­ly in the hood of the fire­place and cracked wal­nuts, and in the paus­es of their talk­ing not­ed how the snow was drift­ing by the win­dows, the ghost of Ni­afer went rest­less­ly about green fields be­neath an ev­er ra­di­ant sky in the par­adise of the pa­gans. When the kind­ly great-browed warders asked her what it was she was seek­ing, the trou­bled spir­it could not tell them, for Ni­afer had tast­ed Lethe, and had for­got­ten Dom Manuel. On­ly her love for him had not been for­got­ten, be­cause that love had be­come a part of her, and so lived on as a blind long­ing and as a de­sire which did not know its aim. And they re­late al­so that in Suskind’s low red-pil­lared palace Suskind wait­ed with an old thought for com­pa­ny.
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				“Of­ten tymes herde Manuel tell of the fayr­ness of this Queene of Fu­ries and Gob­blins and Hy­draes, in­so­much that he was en­am­oured of hyr, though he neuer sawe hyr: then by this Con­nyn­ge made he a Hole in the fy­er, and went ouer to hyr, and when he had spoke with hyr, he shewed hyr his myn­de.”

			

		
	
		
			
				X

				Aliano­ra

			
			They of Poictesme nar­rate that af­ter din­ner King Ray­mond sent mes­sen­gers to his wife, who was spend­ing that Christ­mas with their daugh­ter, Queen Mere­grett of France, to bid Dame Beat­rice re­turn as soon as might be con­ve­nient, so that they might mar­ry off their daugh­ter Aliano­ra to the fa­mous Count Manuel. They tell al­so how the hol­i­day sea­son passed with ev­ery man­ner of fes­tiv­i­ty, and how Dom Manuel got on splen­did­ly with his Princess, and how it ap­peared to on­look­ers that for both of them, even for the vague­ly con­de­scend­ing boy, love­mak­ing proved a very mar­velous and dear pur­suit.

			Dom Manuel con­fessed, in re­ply to jeal­ous ques­tion­ings, that he did not think Aliano­ra quite so beau­ti­ful nor so clever as Ni­afer had been, but this, as Manuel point­ed out, was hard­ly a mat­ter which could be reme­died. At all events, the Princess was a fine-look­ing and in­tel­li­gent girl, as Dom Manuel freely con­ced­ed to her: and the mag­ic of the Ap­sarasas, in which she was in­struct­ing him, Dom Manuel de­clared to be very in­ter­est­ing if you cared for that sort of thing.

			The Princess humbly ad­mit­ted, in re­ply, that of course her mag­ic did not com­pare with his, since hers was pow­er­ful on­ly over the bod­ies of men and beasts, where­as Dom Manuel’s mag­ic had so no­tably con­trolled the hearts and minds of kings. Still, as Aliano­ra point­ed out, she could blight corn and cat­tle, and raise tem­pests very hand­i­ly, and, giv­en time, could smite an en­e­my with al­most any phys­i­cal mal­a­dy you se­lect­ed. She could not kill out­right, to be sure, but even so, these less­er mis­chiefs were not de­spi­ca­ble ac­com­plish­ments in a young girl. Any­how, she said in per­ora­tion, it was atro­cious to dis­cour­age her by laugh­ing at the best she could do.

			“Ah, but come now, my dear,” says Manuel, “I was on­ly teas­ing. I re­al­ly think your work most promis­ing. You have but to con­tin­ue. Prac­tice, that is the thing, they say, in all the arts.”

			“Yes, and with you to help me—”

			“No, I have graver mat­ters to at­tend to than dev­il-mon­ger­ing,” says Manuel, “and a bond to lift from my­self be­fore I can lay mis­eries on oth­ers.”

			For be­cause of the geas that was on him to make a fig­ure in the world, Dom Manuel had un­packed his two im­ages, and af­ter vexed­ly con­sid­er­ing them, he had fall­en again to mod­el­ing in clay, and had made a third im­age. This im­age al­so was in the like­ness of a young man, but it had the fine proud fea­tures and the lov­ing look of Aliano­ra.

			Manuel con­fessed to be­ing fair­ly well pleased with this fig­ure, but even so, he did not quite rec­og­nize in it the fig­ure he de­sired to make, and there­fore, he said, he de­duced that love was not the thing which was es­sen­tial to him.

			Aliano­ra did not like the im­age at all.

			“To have made an im­age of me,” she con­sid­ered, “would have been a very pret­ty com­pli­ment. But when it comes to pulling about my fea­tures, as if they did not sat­is­fy you, and mix­ing them up with your fea­tures, un­til you have made the ap­pear­ance of a young man that looks like both of us, it is not a com­pli­ment. In­stead, it is the next thing but one to ego­tism.”

			“Per­haps, now I think of it, I am an ego­tist. At all events, I am Manuel.”

			“Nor, dear­est,” says she, “is it quite be­fit­ting that you, who are now be­trothed to a princess, and who are go­ing to be Lord of Provence and King of Ar­les, as soon as I can get rid of Fa­ther, should be al­ways mess­ing with wet mud.”

			“I know that very well,” Manuel replied, “but, none the less, a geas is on me to hon­or my moth­er’s wish­es, and to make an ad­mirable and sig­nif­i­cant fig­ure in the world. Apart from that, though, Aliano­ra, I re­peat to you, this scheme of yours, about poi­son­ing your fa­ther as soon as we are mar­ried, ap­pears to me for var­i­ous rea­sons ill-ad­vised. I am in no haste to be King of Ar­les, and, in fact, I am not sure that I wish to be king at all, be­cause my geas is more im­por­tant.”

			“Sweet­heart, I love you very much, but my love does not blind me to the fact that, no mat­ter, what your tal­ents at sor­cery, you are in ev­ery­day mat­ters a hope­less­ly un­prac­ti­cal per­son. Do you leave this af­fair to me, and I will man­age it with ev­ery re­gard to ap­pear­ances.”

			“Ah, and does one have to pre­serve ap­pear­ances even in such mat­ters as par­ri­cide?”

			“But cer­tain­ly it looks much bet­ter for Fa­ther to be sup­posed to die of in­di­ges­tion. Peo­ple would be sus­pect­ing all sorts of evil of the poor dear if it were known that his own daugh­ter could not put up with him. In any event, sweet­heart, I am re­solved that, since very luck­i­ly Fa­ther has no sons, you shall be King of Ar­les be­fore this new year is out.”

			“No, I am Manuel: and it means more to me to be Manuel than to be King of Ar­les, and Count of Provence, and seneschal of Aix and Brig­noles and Grasse and Mas­sil­ia and Draguig­nan and so on.”

			“Oh, you are break­ing my heart with this ne­glect of your true in­ter­ests! And it is all the do­ing of these three vile im­ages, which you val­ue more than the old throne of Bo­son and Roth­bold, and oceans more than you do me!”

			“Come, I did not say that.”

			“Yes, and you think, too, a deal more about that dead hea­then ser­vant girl than you do about me, who am a princess and the heir to a king­dom.”

			Manuel looked at Aliano­ra for a con­sid­er­able while, be­fore speak­ing. “My dear, you are, as I have al­ways told you, an un­usu­al­ly fine look­ing and in­tel­li­gent girl. And yes, you are a princess, of course, though you are no longer the Unattain­able Princess: that makes a dif­fer­ence cer­tain­ly—But, over and above all this, there was nev­er any­body like Ni­afer, and it would be non­sense to pre­tend oth­er­wise.”

			The Princess said: “I won­der at my­self. You are schooled in strange sor­ceries un­known to the Ap­sarasas, there is no ques­tion­ing that, af­ter the mir­a­cles you wrought with Hel­mas and Fer­di­nand: even so, I too have a neat hand at mag­ic, and it is not right for you to be treat­ing me as though I were the dirt un­der your feet. And I en­dure it! It is that which puz­zles me, it makes me won­der at my­self, and my sole com­fort is that, at any rate, this won­der­ful Ni­afer of yours is dead and done with.”

			Manuel sighed. “Yes, Ni­afer is dead, and these im­ages al­so are dead things, and both these facts con­tin­u­al­ly trou­ble me. Noth­ing can be done about Ni­afer, I sup­pose, but if on­ly I could give some an­i­ma­tion to these im­ages I think the geas up­on me would be sat­is­fied.”

			“Such a de­sire is blas­phe­mous, Manuel, for the Eter­nal Fa­ther did no more than that with His pri­mal sculp­tures in Eden.”

			Dom Manuel blinked his vivid blue eyes as if in con­sid­er­a­tion. “Well, but,” he said, grave­ly, “but if I am a child of God it is on­ly nat­u­ral, I think, that I should in­her­it the tastes and habits of my Fa­ther. No, it is not blas­phe­mous, I think, to de­sire to make an an­i­mat­ed and live­ly fig­ure, some­what more ad­mirable and sig­nif­i­cant than that of the av­er­age man. No, I think not. Any­how, blas­phe­mous or not, that is my need, and I must fol­low af­ter my own think­ing and my own de­sire.”

			“If that de­sire were sat­is­fied,” asks Aliano­ra, rather queer­ly, “would you be con­tent to set­tle down to some such ra­tio­nal method of liv­ing as be­comes a rep­utable sor­cer­er and king?”

			“I think so, for a king has no mas­ter, and he is at lib­er­ty to trav­el ev­ery­whith­er, and to see the ends of this world and judge them. Yes, I think so, in a world where­in noth­ing is cer­tain.”

			“If I but half­way be­lieved that, I would en­deav­or to ob­tain Schamir.”

			“And what in the dev­il is this Schamir?”

			“A slip of the tongue,” replied Aliano­ra, smil­ing. “No, I shall have noth­ing to do with your id­i­ot­ic mud fig­ures, and I shall tell you noth­ing fur­ther.”

			“Come now, pet­tikins!” says Manuel. And he be­gan coax­ing the Princess of Provence with just such ca­jo­leries as the big hand­some boy had for­mer­ly ex­er­cised against the peas­ant girls of Rath­gor.

			“Schamir,” said Aliano­ra, at last, “is set in a signet ring which is very well known in the coun­try on the oth­er side of the fire. Schamir has the ap­pear­ance of a black peb­ble; and if, af­ter per­form­ing the prop­er cer­e­monies, you were to touch one of these fig­ures with it the fig­ure would be­come an­i­mat­ed.”

			“Well, but,” says Manuel, “the dif­fi­cul­ty is that if I at­tempt to pass through the fire in or­der to reach the coun­try be­hind it, I shall be burned to a cin­der, and so I have no way of ob­tain­ing this tal­is­man.”

			“In or­der to ob­tain it,” Aliano­ra told him, “one must hard-boil an egg from the fal­con’s nest, then re­place it in the nest, and se­crete one­self near by with a cross­bow, un­der a red and white um­brel­la, un­til the moth­er bird, find­ing one of her eggs re­sists all her en­deav­ors to in­fuse warmth in­to it, flies off, and plunges in­to the near­est fire, and re­turns with this ring in her beak. With Schamir she will touch the boiled egg, and so re­store the egg to its for­mer con­di­tion. At that mo­ment she must be shot, and the ring must be se­cured, be­fore the fal­con can re­turn the tal­is­man to its own­er. I mean, to its dread­ful own­er, who is”—here Aliano­ra made an in­com­pre­hen­si­ble sign—“who is Queen Frey­dis of Au­dela.”

			“Come,” said Manuel, “what is the good of my know­ing this in the dead of win­ter! It will be months be­fore the fal­cons are nest­ing again.”

			“Manuel, Manuel, there is no un­der­stand­ing you! Do you not see how bad­ly it looks for a grown man, and far more for a famed cham­pi­on and a po­tent sor­cer­er, to be pout­ing and scowl­ing and kick­ing your heels about like that, and hav­ing no pa­tience at all?”

			“Yes, I sup­pose it does look bad­ly, but I am Manuel, and I fol­low—”

			“Oh, spare me that,” cried Aliano­ra, “or else, no mat­ter how much I may love you, dear­est, I shall box your jaws!”

			“None the less, what I was go­ing to say is true,” de­clared Manuel, “and if on­ly you would be­lieve it, mat­ters would go more smooth­ly be­tween us.”

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Mag­ic of the Ap­sarasas

			
			Now the tale tells how, to hu­mor Aliano­ra, Count Manuel ap­plied him­self to the mag­ic of the Ap­sarasas. He went with the Princess to a high se­cret place, and Aliano­ra, cry­ing sweet­ly, in the fa­mous old fash­ion, “Torolix, Ci­c­cabau, Tio, Tio, Toro­lilil­ix!” per­formed the prop­er in­can­ta­tions, and forth­with birds came mul­ti­tudi­nous­ly from all quar­ters of the sky, in a de­scend­ing flood of col­or and flap­ping and whistling and screech­ing.

			The pea­cock screamed, “With what mea­sure thou judgest oth­ers, thou shalt thy­self be judged.”

			Sang the nightin­gale, “Con­tent­ment is the great­est hap­pi­ness.”

			The tur­tle­dove called, “It were bet­ter for some cre­at­ed things that they had nev­er been cre­at­ed.”

			The pee­wit chirped, “He that hath no mer­cy for oth­ers, shall find none for him­self.”

			The stork said huski­ly, “The fash­ion of this world pas­seth away.”

			And the wail of the ea­gle was, “How­so­ev­er long life may be, yet its in­evitable term is death.”

			“Now that is vir­tu­al­ly what I said,” de­clared the stork, “and you are a bold­faced and bald-head­ed pla­gia­rist.”

			“And you,” replied the ea­gle, clutch­ing the stork’s throat, “are a dead bird that will de­liv­er no more ba­bies.”

			But Dom Manuel tugged at the ea­gle’s wing, and asked him if he re­al­ly meant that to hold good be­fore this Court of the Birds. And when the in­fu­ri­at­ed ea­gle opened his cru­el beak, and held up one mur­der­ous claw, to make solemn oath that in­deed he did mean it, and would show them too, the stork very in­tel­li­gent­ly flew away.

			“I shall not ev­er for­get your kind­ness, Count Manuel,” cried the stork, “and do you re­mem­ber that the cus­tom­ary three wish­es are al­ways yours for the ask­ing.”

			“And I too am grate­ful,” said the abashed ea­gle—“yes, up­on the whole, I am grate­ful, for if I had killed that long-legged pest it would have been in con­tempt of the court, and they would have set me to hatch­ing red cock­a­tri­ces. Still, his re­proach was not un­found­ed, and I must think up a new cry.”

			So the ea­gle perched on a rock, and said ten­ta­tive­ly, “There is such a thing as be­ing too proud to fight.” He shook his bald head dis­gust­ed­ly, and tried, “The on­ly en­dur­ing peace is a peace with­out vic­to­ry,” but that did not seem to con­tent him ei­ther. Af­ter­ward he cried out, “All per­sons who op­pose me have pygmy minds,” and “If ev­ery­body does not do ex­act­ly as I or­der, the heart of the world will be bro­ken”: and many oth­er fool­ish things he re­peat­ed, and shook his head over, for none of these ax­ioms pleased the ea­gle, and he no longer ad­mired the ped­a­gogue who had in­vent­ed them.

			So in his wor­ried quest for a say­ing suf­fi­cient­ly oro­tund and mean­ing­less to con­tent his ethics, and to be hailed with con­ve­nience as a great moral prin­ci­ple, the ea­gle for­got all about Count Manuel: but the stork did not for­get, be­cause in the eyes of the stork the life of the stork is valu­able.

			The oth­er birds ut­tered var­i­ous such sen­ti­ments as have been record­ed, and all these, they told Manuel, were ac­cred­it­ed sor­ceries. The big yel­low-haired boy did not dis­pute it, he rarely dis­put­ed any­thing: but the droop to that cu­ri­ous left eye of his was ac­cen­tu­at­ed, and he ad­mit­ted to Aliano­ra that he won­dered if such faint­heart­ed smug lit­tle truths were in­deed the height of wis­dom, out­side of re­li­gion and pub­lic speak­ing. Then he asked which was the wis­est of the birds, and they told him the Zhar-Ptitza, whom oth­ers called the Fire-Bird.

			Manuel in­duced Aliano­ra to sum­mon the Zhar-Ptitza, who is the old­est and the most learned of all liv­ing crea­tures, al­though he has thus far learned noth­ing as­sured­ly ex­cept that ap­pear­ances have to be kept up. The Zhar-Ptitza came, cry­ing weari­ly, “Fine feath­ers make fine birds.” You heard him from afar.

			The Zhar-Ptitza him­self had ev­ery rea­son to get com­fort out of this ax­iom, for his plumage was ev­ery­where the most bril­liant pur­ple, ex­cept that his neck feath­ers were the col­or of new gold, and his tail was blue with some­what longer red feath­ers in­ter­min­gled. His throat was wat­tled gor­geous­ly, and his head was tuft­ed, and he seemed a tri­fle larg­er than the ea­gle. The Fire-Bird brought with him his nest of cas­sia and sprigs of in­cense, and this he put down up­on the lich­ened rocks, and he sat in it while he talked with Manuel.

			The friv­o­lous ques­tion that Manuel raised as to his clay fig­ures, the Zhar-Ptitza con­sid­ered a very hu­man bit of non­sense: and the wise crea­ture said he felt forced to point out that no in­tel­li­gent bird would ev­er dream of mak­ing im­ages.

			“But, sir,” said Manuel, “I do not wish to bur­den this world with any more life­less im­ages. In­stead, I wish to make in this world an an­i­mat­ed fig­ure, very much as, they say, a god did once up­on a time—”

			“Come, you should not try to put too much re­spon­si­bil­i­ty up­on Jahveh,” protest­ed the Zhar-Ptitza, tol­er­ant­ly, “for Jahveh made on­ly one man, and did not ev­er do it again. I re­mem­ber the mak­ing of that first man very clear­ly, for I was cre­at­ed the morn­ing be­fore, with in­struc­tions to fly above the earth in the open fir­ma­ment of heav­en, so I saw the whole af­fair. Yes, Jahveh did cre­ate the first man on the sixth day. And I voiced no crit­i­cism. For of course af­ter work­ing con­tin­u­ous­ly for near­ly a whole week, and mak­ing so many re­al­ly im­por­tant things, no cre­ative artist should be blamed for not be­ing in his hap­pi­est vein on the sixth day.”

			“And did you hap­pen to no­tice, sir,” asks Manuel, hope­ful­ly, “by what method an­i­ma­tion was giv­en to Adam?”

			“No, he was dry­ing out in the sun when I first saw him, with Gabriel sit­ting at his feet, play­ing on a fla­geo­let: and nat­u­ral­ly I did not pay any par­tic­u­lar at­ten­tion to such fool­ish­ness.”

			“Well, well, I do not as­sert that the mak­ing of men is the high­est form of art, yet, none the less, a geas is up­on me to make my­self a very splen­did and ad­mirable young man.”

			“But why should you be wast­ing your small por­tion of breath and strength? To what per­ma­nent use could one put a hu­man be­ing even if the crea­ture were vir­tu­ous and hand­some to look at? Ah, Manuel, you have not seen them pass, as I have seen them pass in swarms, with their wars and their re­forms and their great caus­es, and leav­ing noth­ing but their bones be­hind them.”

			“Yes, yes, to you, at your age, who were old when Nin­eveh was planned, it must seem strange; and I do not know why my moth­er de­sired that I should make my­self a splen­did and ad­mirable young man. But the geas is up­on me.”

			The Zhar-Ptitza sighed. “Cer­tain­ly these fem­i­nine whims are not eas­i­ly ex­plained. Yet your peo­ple have some way of mak­ing brand-new men and wom­en of all kinds. I am sure of this, for oth­er­wise the race would have been ex­tinct a great while since at the rate they kill one an­oth­er. And per­haps they do ad­here to Jahveh’s method, and make fresh hu­man be­ings out of earth, for, now I think of it, I have seen the small, re­cent­ly com­plet­ed ones, who looked ex­act­ly like red clay.”

			“It is un­de­ni­able that ba­bies do have some­thing of that look,” as­sent­ed Manuel. “So then, at least, you think I may be work­ing in the prop­er medi­um?”

			“It seems plau­si­ble, be­cause I am cer­tain your peo­ple are not in­tel­li­gent enough to lay eggs, nor could, of course, such an im­pa­tient race suc­ceed in get­ting eggs hatched. At all events, they have un­doubt­ed­ly con­trived some method or oth­er, and you might find out from the least fool­ish of them about that method.”

			“Who, then, is the least fool­ish of mankind?”

			“Prob­a­bly King Hel­mas of Al­ba­nia, for it was proph­e­sied by me a great while ago that he would be­come the wis­est of men if ev­er he could come by one of my shin­ing white feath­ers, and I hear it re­port­ed he has done so.”

			“Sir,” said Manuel, du­bi­ous­ly, “I must tell you in con­fi­dence that the feath­er King Hel­mas has is not yours, but was plucked from the wing of an or­di­nary goose.”

			“Does that mat­ter?” asked the Zhar-Ptitza. “I nev­er proph­e­sied, of course, that he ac­tu­al­ly would find one of my shin­ing white feath­ers, be­cause all my feath­ers are red and gold and pur­ple.”

			“But how can there be any mag­ic in a goose-feath­er?”

			“There is this mag­ic, that, pos­sess­ing it, King Hel­mas has faith in, and has stopped both­er­ing about, him­self.”

			“Is not to both­er about your­self the high­est wis­dom?”

			“Oh, no! Oh, dear me, no! I mere­ly said it is the high­est of which man is ca­pa­ble.”

			“But the sages and philoso­phers, sir, that had such fame in the old time, and made the max­ims for you birds! Why, did King Solomon, for ex­am­ple, rise no high­er than that?”

			“Yes, yes, to be sure!” said the Zhar-Ptitza, sigh­ing again, “now that was a sad er­ror. The poor fel­low was en­dowed with, just as an ex­per­i­ment, con­sid­er­able wis­dom. And it caused him to per­ceive that a man at­tains to ac­tu­al con­tent­ment on­ly when he is drunk or when he is en­gaged in oc­cu­pa­tions not very deco­rous­ly de­scribed. So Sulie­man-ben-Daoud gave over all the rest of his time to ri­otous liv­ing and to co­ed­u­ca­tion­al en­ter­pris­es. It was log­ic, but it led to a most ex­pen­sive seraglio and to a very un­be­com­ing ap­pear­ance, and vir­tu­al­ly wrecked the man’s health. Yes, that was the up­shot of one of you be­ing en­dowed with ac­tu­al wis­dom, just as an ex­per­i­ment, to see what would come of it: so the ex­per­i­ment, of course, has nev­er been re­peat­ed. But of liv­ing per­sons, I dare as­sert that you will find King Hel­mas ap­pre­cia­bly freed from a thou­sand gen­er­al delu­sions by his one delu­sion about him­self.”

			“Very well, then,” says Manuel. “I sus­pect a wil­ful para­dox and a forced cyn­i­cism in much of what you have said, but I shall con­sult with King Hel­mas about hu­man life and about the fig­ure I have to make in the world.”

			So they bid each oth­er farewell, and the Zhar-Ptitza picked up his nest of cas­sia and sprigs of in­cense, and flew away with it: and as he rose in the air the Zhar-Ptitza cried, “Fine feath­ers make fine birds.”

			“But that is not the true proverb, sir,” Manuel called up to­ward the re­splen­dent crea­ture, “and such per­ver­sions too, they tell me, are a mark of would-be clev­er­ness.”

			“So it may seem to you now, my lad, but time is a very trans­form­ing fairy. There­fore do you wait un­til you are old­er,” the bird replied, from on high, “and then you will know bet­ter than to doubt my cry or to re­peat it.”

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Ice and Iron

			
			Then came from over­sea the Bish­ops of Ely and Lin­coln, the pri­or of Hurle, and the Mas­ter of the Tem­ple, ask­ing that King Ray­mond send one of his daugh­ters, with a suit­able dowry, to be the King of Eng­land’s wife. “Very will­ing­ly,” says Ray­mond Bérenger; and told them they could have his third daugh­ter San­cha, with a thou­sand marks.

			“But, Fa­ther,” said Aliano­ra, “San­cha is noth­ing but a child. A fine queen she would make!”

			“Still, my dear,” replied King Ray­mond, “you are al­ready be­spoke.”

			“I was not think­ing about my­self. I was think­ing about San­cha’s true wel­fare.”

			“Of course you were, my dear, and ev­ery­body knows the sis­ter­ly love you have for her.”

			“The pert lit­tle mess is spoilt enough as it is, Heav­en knows. And if things came to the pass that I had to stand up when­ev­er San­cha came in­to the room, and to sit on a foot­stool while she lolled back in a chair the way Mere­grett does, it would be the child’s ru­in.”

			Ray­mond Bérenger said: “Now cer­tain­ly it will be hard on you to have two sis­ters that are queens, and with per­haps lit­tle Beat­rice al­so mar­ry­ing some king or an­oth­er when her time comes, and you stay­ing on­ly a count­ess, who are the best-look­ing of the lot.”

			“My fa­ther, I see what you would be at!” cried Aliano­ra, aghast. “You think it is my du­ty to over­come my pri­vate in­cli­na­tions, and to mar­ry the King of Eng­land for ruth­less and ur­gent po­lit­i­cal rea­sons!”

			“I on­ly said, my dar­ling—”

			“—For you have seen at once that I owe this great sac­ri­fice to the fu­ture wel­fare of our beloved Provence. You have not­ed, with that keen­ness which noth­ing es­capes, that with the aid of your wis­dom and ad­vice I would know very well how to man­age this high King that is the mas­ter of no pock­et hand­ker­chief place like Provence but of Eng­land and of Ire­land too.”

			“Al­so, by rights, of Aquitaine and An­jou and Nor­mandy, my pre­cious. Still, I mere­ly ob­served—”

			“Oh, but be­lieve me, I am not ar­gu­ing with you, my dear fa­ther, for I know that you are much wis­er than I,” says Aliano­ra, brave­ly wip­ing away big tears from her love­ly eyes.

			“Have it your own way, then,” replied Ray­mond Bérenger, with out­spread hands. “But what is to be done about you and Count Manuel here?”

			The King looked to­ward the ta­pes­try of Jeph­thah’s sac­ri­fice, be­side which Manuel sat, just then re­al­ter­ing the fig­ure of the young man with the lov­ing look of Aliano­ra that Manuel had made be­cause of the ur­gen­cy of his geas, and could not seem to get ex­act­ly right.

			“I am sure, Fa­ther, that Manuel al­so will be self-sac­ri­fic­ing and mag­nan­i­mous and sen­si­ble about it.”

			“Ah, yes! but what is to hap­pen af­ter­ward? For any­one can see that you and this squint­ing long-legged lad are fath­oms deep in love with each oth­er.”

			“I think that af­ter I am mar­ried, Fa­ther, you or King Fer­di­nand or King Hel­mas can send Count Manuel in­to Eng­land on some em­bassy, and I am sure that he and I will al­ways be true and dear friends with­out af­ford­ing any han­dle to gos­sip.”

			“Oho!” King Ray­mond said, “I per­ceive your drift, and it is to­ward a har­bor that is the King of Eng­land’s af­fair, and not mine. My part is to go away now, so that you two may set­tle the de­tails of that am­bas­sador­ship in which Dom Manuel is to be the vicar of so many kings.”

			Ray­mond Bérenger took up his scep­tre and de­part­ed, and the Princess turned to where Manuel was pot­ter­ing with the three im­ages he had made in the like­ness of Hel­mas and Fer­di­nand and Aliano­ra. “You see, now, Manuel dear­est, I am heart­bro­ken, but for the realm’s sake I must mar­ry the King of Eng­land.”

			Manuel looked up from his work. “Yes, I heard. I am sor­ry, and I nev­er un­der­stood pol­i­tics, but I sup­pose it can­not be helped. So would you mind stand­ing a lit­tle more to the left? You are in the light now, and that pre­vents my see­ing clear­ly what I am do­ing here to this up­per lip.”

			“And how can you be mess­ing with that wet mud when my heart is break­ing!”

			“Be­cause a geas is up­on me to make these im­ages. No, I am sure I do not know why my moth­er de­sired it. But ev­ery­thing which is fat­ed must be en­dured, just as we must now en­dure the obli­ga­tion that is up­on you to mar­ry the high King of Eng­land.”

			“My be­ing mar­ried need not mat­ter very much, af­ter I am Queen, for peo­ple de­clare this King is a poor spin­dling crea­ture, and, as I was say­ing, you can come present­ly in­to Eng­land.”

			Manuel looked at her for a mo­ment or two. She col­ored. He, sit­ting at the feet of weep­ing Jeph­thah, smiled. “Well,” said Manuel, “I will come in­to Eng­land when you send me a goose-feath­er. So the af­fair is ar­ranged.”

			“Oh, you are all ice and iron!” she said, “and you care for noth­ing ex­cept your wet mud im­ages, and I de­test you!”

			“My dear­est,” Manuel an­swered placid­ly, “the trou­ble is that each of us de­sires one par­tic­u­lar thing over and above oth­er things. Your de­sire is for pow­er and a great name and for a king who will be at once your mouth­piece, your lack­ey and your lover. Now, can­did­ly, I can­not spare the time to be any of these things, be­cause my de­sire is dif­fer­ent from your de­sire, but is equal­ly strong. Al­so, it seems to me, as I be­come old­er, and see more of men and of men’s ways, that most peo­ple have no es­pe­cial de­sire but on­ly pref­er­ences. In a world of such wishy-washy folk you and I can­not hope to es­cape be­ing as­persed with com­par­isons to ice and iron, but it does not be­come us to be fling­ing these ven­er­a­ble sim­i­les in each oth­er’s faces.”

			She kept si­lence a while. She laughed un­easi­ly. “I so of­ten won­der about you, Manuel, as to whether in­side the big, high-col­ored, squint­ing, solemn husk is liv­ing a very wise per­son or a very un­mit­i­gat­ed fool.”

			“I per­ceive there is some­thing else which we have in com­mon, for I, too, of­ten won­der about that.”

			“It is set­tled, then?”

			“It is set­tled that, in­stead of rul­ing lit­tle Ar­les, you are to be Queen of Eng­land, and La­dy of Ire­land, and Duchess of Nor­mandy and Aquitaine, and Count­ess of An­jou; that our to­ken is to be a goose-feath­er; and that, I dif­fi­dent­ly re­peat, you are to get out of my light and in­ter­fere no longer with the dis­charge of my geas.”

			“And what will you do?”

			“I must, as al­ways, fol­low af­ter my own think­ing—”

			“If you com­plete the sen­tence I shall un­doubt­ed­ly scream.”

			Manuel laughed good-hu­mored­ly. “I sup­pose I do say it rather of­ten, but then it is true, and the great trou­ble be­tween us, Aliano­ra, is that you do not per­ceive its truth.”

			She said, “And I sup­pose you will now be stalk­ing off to some wom­an or an­oth­er for con­so­la­tion?”

			“No, the con­so­la­tion I de­sire is not to be found in pet­ti­coats. No, first of all, I shall go to King Hel­mas. For my im­ages stay ob­sti­nate­ly life­less, and there is some­thing lack­ing to each of them, and none is the fig­ure I de­sire to make in this world. Now I do not know what can be done about it, but the Zhar-Ptitza in­forms me that King Hel­mas, since all doubt of him­self has been put out of mind, can aid me if any man can.”

			“Then we must say good­bye, though not for a long while, I hope.”

			“Yes,” Manuel said, “this is good­bye, and to a part of my liv­ing it is an eter­nal good­bye.”

			Dom Manuel left his im­ages where the old He­brew cap­tain ap­peared to re­gard them with vi­o­lent dumb an­guish, and Manuel took both of the girl’s love­ly lit­tle hands, and he stood thus for a while look­ing down at the Princess.

			Said Manuel, very sad­ly:

			“I cry the el­e­gy of such no­tions as are pos­si­ble to boys alone. ‘Sure­ly,’ I said, ‘the in­form­ing and all-per­fect soul shines through and is re­vealed in this beau­ti­ful body.’ So my wor­ship be­gan for you, whose vi­o­let eyes re­tain at all times their chill brit­tle shin­ing, and do not soft­en, but have been to me al­ways as those eyes which, they say, a god­dess turns to­ward ru­ined lovers who cry the el­e­gy of hope and con­tent­ment, with lips burned blood­less by the sear­ing of pas­sions which she, im­mor­tal, may nei­ther feel nor com­pre­hend. Even so do you, dear Aliano­ra, who are not di­vine, look to­ward me, quite un­moved by any­thing ex­cept in­cu­ri­ous won­der, the while that I cry my el­e­gy.

			“I, for love, and for the glam­our of bright be­guil­ing dreams that hov­er and de­lude and al­lure all lovers, could nev­er un­til to­day be­hold clear­ly what per­son I was pes­ter­ing with my no­tions. I, be­ing blind, could not per­ceive your blind­ness which blind­ly strove to un­der­stand me, and which hun­gered for un­der­stand­ing, as I for love. Thus our kiss­es veiled, at most, the foiled en­deav­or­ings of flesh that will­ing­ly would en­ter in­to the soul’s high places, but is not able. Now, the game be­ing over, what is the is­sue and end of it time must at­test. At least we should each sor­row a lit­tle for what we have lost in this gam­ing—you for a lover, and I for love.

			“No, but it is not love which lies here ex­pir­ing, now we part friendlily at the deathbed of that emo­tion which yes­ter­day we shared. This emo­tion al­so was not di­vine; and so might not out­live the gain­less months where­in, like one fish­ing for pearls in a millpond, I have toiled to evoke from your heart more than Heav­en placed in this heart, where­in lies no love. Now the cry­ing is stilled that was the cry­ing of lone­li­ness to its un­found mate: al­ready dust is gath­er­ing light and gray up­on the un­mov­ing lips. There­fore let us bury our dead, and hav­ing placed the body in the tomb, let us hon­est­ly in­scribe above this frag­ile, flow­er-like per­ished emo­tion, ‘Here li­eth lust, not love.’ ”

			Now Aliano­ra pout­ed. “You use such very ug­ly words, sweet­heart: and you are talk­ing un­rea­son­ably, too, for I am sure I am just as sor­ry about it as you are—”

			Manuel gave her that slow sleepy smile which was Manuel. “Just,” he said—“and it is that which hu­mil­i­ates. Yes, you and I are sec­ond-rate per­sons, Aliano­ra, and we have found each oth­er out. It is a pity. But we will al­ways keep our se­cret from the rest of the world, and our se­cret will al­ways be a bond be­tween us.”

			He kissed the Princess, very ten­der­ly, and so left her.

			Then Manuel of the high head de­part­ed from Ar­les, with his lack­eys and his im­ages, rid­ing in full es­tate, and dis­play­ing to the spring sun­light the rear­ing sil­ver stal­lion up­on his shield and the mot­to Mundus vult de­cipi. Aliano­ra, watch­ing from the cas­tle win­dow, wept co­pi­ous­ly, be­cause the poor Princess had the mis­for­tune to be re­al­ly in love with Dom Manuel. But there was no do­ing any­thing with his ob­sti­na­cy and his in­com­pre­hen­si­ble no­tions, Aliano­ra had found, and so she set about dis­pos­ing of her­self and of the fu­ture through more plas­tic means. Her meth­ods were al­tered per­force, but her aim re­mained un­changed: and she still in­tend­ed to get ev­ery­thing she de­sired (which in­clud­ed Manuel) as soon as she and the King of Eng­land had set­tled down to some sen­si­ble way of liv­ing.

			It wor­ried this young pret­ty girl to con­sult her mir­ror, and to fore­know that the King of Eng­land would prob­a­bly be in love with her for months and months: but then, as she philo­soph­i­cal­ly re­flect­ed, all wom­en have to sub­mit to be­ing an­noyed by the ro­man­ti­cism of men. So she dried her big bright eyes, and sent for dress­mak­ers.

			She or­dered two robes each of five ells, the one to be of green and lined with ei­ther cen­dal or sarcenet, and the oth­er to be of brunet stuff. She se­lect­ed the cloth for a pair of pur­ple san­dals, and for four pairs of boots, to be em­broi­dered in cir­cles around the an­kles, and she se­lect­ed al­so nine very be­com­ing chap­lets made of gold fil­i­gree and clus­ters of pre­cious stones. And so she man­aged to get through the morn­ing, and to put Manuel out of mind, for that while, but not for long.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				What Hel­mas Di­rect­ed

			
			Now the Count of Poictesme de­parts from Provence, with his lack­eys car­ry­ing his im­ages, and ear­ly in April he comes to Hel­mas the Deep-Mind­ed. The wise King was then play­ing with his small daugh­ter Mélu­sine (who lat­er de­throned and im­pris­oned him), but he sent the child away with a kiss, and he at­ten­tive­ly heard Dom Manuel through.

			King Hel­mas looked at the im­ages, prod­ded them with a shriv­eled fore­fin­ger, and cleared his throat; and then said noth­ing, be­cause, af­ter all, Dom Manuel was Count of Poictesme.

			“What is need­ed?” said Manuel.

			“They are not true to life,” replied Hel­mas—“par­tic­u­lar­ly this one which has the look of me.”

			“Yes, I know that: but who can give life to my im­ages?”

			King Hel­mas pushed back his sec­ond best crown, where­in was set the feath­er from the wing of the miller’s goose, and he scratched his fore­head. He said, “There is a pow­er over all fig­ures of earth and a queen whose will is nei­ther to loose nor to bind.” Hel­mas turned to­ward a thick book, where­in was mag­ic.

			“Yes, queen is the same as cwen. There­fore Queen Frey­dis of Au­dela might help you.”

			“Yes, for it is she that owns Schamir. But the fal­cons are not nest­ing now, and how can I go to Frey­dis, that wom­an of strange deeds?”

			“Oh, peo­ple nowa­days no longer use fal­cons; and of course no­body can go to Frey­dis un­in­vit­ed. Still, it can be man­aged that Frey­dis will come to you when the moon is void and pow­er­less, and when this and that has been ar­ranged.”

			There­after Hel­mas the Deep-Mind­ed told Count Manuel what was req­ui­site. “So you will need such and such things,” says King Hel­mas, “but, above all, do not for­get the oint­ment.”

			Count Manuel went alone in­to Poictesme, which was his fief if on­ly he could get it. He came se­cret­ly to Up­per Mor­ven, that place of hor­ri­ble fame. Near the ten-col­ored stone, where­on men had sac­ri­ficed to Vel-Tyno in time’s youth, he build­ed an en­clo­sure of peeled wil­low wands, and spread but­ter up­on them, and tied them with knots of yel­low rib­bons, as Hel­mas had di­rect­ed. Manuel ar­ranged all mat­ters with­in the en­clo­sure as Hel­mas had di­rect­ed. There Manuel wait­ed, on the last night in April, re­gard­ing the full moon.

			In a while you saw the shad­ow­ings on the moon’s ra­di­an­cy be­gin to wa­ver and move: lat­er they passed from the moon’s face like lit­tle clouds, and the moon was naked of mark­ings. This was a to­ken that the Moon-Chil­dren had gone to the well from which once a month they fetch wa­ter, and that for an hour the moon would be void and pow­er­less. With this and that cer­e­mo­ny Count Manuel kin­dled such a fire up­on the old al­tar of Vel-Tyno as Hel­mas had di­rect­ed.

			Manuel cried aloud: “Now be pro­pi­tious, in­fer­nal, ter­res­tri­al and ce­les­tial Bom­bo! La­dy of high­ways, pa­troness of cross­roads, thou who bear­est the light! Thou who dost la­bor al­ways in ob­scu­ri­ty, thou en­e­my of the day, thou friend and com­pan­ion of dark­ness! Thou re­joic­ing in the bark­ing of dogs and in shed blood, thus do I hon­or thee.”

			Manuel did as Hel­mas had di­rect­ed, and for an in­stant the scream­ings were pitiable, but the fire end­ed these speed­i­ly.

			Then Manuel cried, again: “O thou who wan­der­est amid shad­ows and over tombs, and dost teth­er even the strong sea! O whim­si­cal sis­ter of the blight­ing sun, and fick­le mis­tress of old death! O Gor­go, Mor­mo, la­dy of a thou­sand forms and qual­i­ties! now view with a pro­pi­tious eye my sac­ri­fice!”

			Thus Manuel spoke, and steadi­ly the fire up­on the al­tar grew larg­er and brighter as he nour­ished it re­pug­nant­ly.

			When the fire was the height of a war­rior, and queer things were hap­pen­ing to this side and to that side, Count Manuel spoke the or­dered words: and of a sud­den the flames’ col­ors were al­tered, so that green shim­mer­ings showed in the fire, as though salt were burn­ing there. Manuel wait­ed. This green­ness shift­ed and writhed and in­creased in the heart of the fire, and out of the fire oozed a green ser­pent, the body of which was well-nigh as thick as a man’s body.

			This por­tent came to­ward Count Manuel hor­ri­bly. He, who was fa­mil­iar with ser­pents, now grasped this mon­ster’s throat, and to the touch its scales were like very cold glass.

			The great snake shift­ed so re­sist­less­ly that Manuel was forced back to­ward the fire and to­ward a doom more dread­ful than burn­ing: and the fire­light was in the snake’s con­temp­tu­ous wise eyes. Manuel was of stal­wart per­son, but his strength availed him noth­ing un­til he be­gan to re­cite aloud, as Hel­mas had di­rect­ed, the mul­ti­pli­ca­tion ta­bles: Frey­dis could not with­stand math­e­mat­ics.

			So when Manuel had come to two times eleven the tall fire gut­tered as though it bend­ed un­der the pass­ing of a strong wind: then the flames burned high, and Manuel could see that he was grasp­ing the throat of a mon­strous pig. He, who was fa­mil­iar with pigs, could see that this was a black pig, caked with dried curds of the Milky Way; its flesh was chill to the touch, like dead flesh; and it had long tusks, which pos­sessed life of their own, and groped and writhed to­ward Manuel like fat white worms.

			Then Manuel said, as Hel­mas had di­rect­ed: “Solomon’s pro­vi­sion for one day was thir­ty mea­sures of fine flour, and three­score mea­sures of meal, ten fat ox­en, and twen­ty ox­en out of the pas­tures, and a hun­dred sheep, be­side harts, and roe­bucks, and fal­low deer, and fat­ted fowl. But Eli­jah the Tish­bite was fed by ravens that brought him bread and flesh.”

			Again the tall flames gut­tered. Now Manuel was grasp­ing a thick heat­less slab of crys­tal, like a mir­ror, where­in he could see him­self quite clear­ly. Just as he re­al­ly was, he, who was not fa­mil­iar with such mir­rors, could see Count Manuel, housed in a lit­tle wet dirt with old in­vet­er­ate stars adrift about him ev­ery­whith­er; and the spec­ta­cle was enough to fright­en any­body.

			So Manuel said: “The ele­phant is the largest of all an­i­mals, and in in­tel­li­gence ap­proach­es the near­est to man. Its nos­tril is elon­gat­ed, and an­swers to the pur­pose of a hand. Its toes are un­di­vid­ed, and it lives two hun­dred years. Africa breeds ele­phants, but In­dia pro­duces the largest.”

			The mir­ror now had melt­ed in­to a dark warm flu­id which oozed be­tween his fin­gers, drip­ping to the ground. But Manuel held tight­ly to what re­mained be­tween his palms, and he felt, they say, that in the flu­id was strug­gling some­thing small and soft and liv­ing, as though he held a tiny min­now.

			Said Manuel, “A straight line is the short­est dis­tance be­tween two points.”

			Of a sud­den the fire be­came an or­di­nary fire, and the witch­es of Am­n­er­an screamed, and Mor­ven was emp­tied of sor­cery, and Count Manuel was grasp­ing the warm soft throat of a wom­an. In­stant­ly he had her with­in the en­clo­sure of peeled wil­low wands that had been spread with but­ter and tied with knots of yel­low rib­bon, be­cause in­to such an en­clo­sure the pow­er and the do­min­ion of Frey­dis could nev­er en­ter.

			All these things Manuel did pre­cise­ly as King Hel­mas had di­rect­ed.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				They Du­el on Mor­ven

			
			So by the light of the sev­en can­dles Dom Manuel first saw Queen Frey­dis in her own shape, and in the ap­pear­ance which she wore in her own coun­try. What Manuel thought there was nev­er any telling: but ev­ery oth­er man who saw Queen Frey­dis in this ap­pear­ance de­clared that in­stant­ly all his past life be­came a drugged pre­lude to the mo­ment where­in he stood face to face with Frey­dis, the high Queen of Au­dela.

			Frey­dis showed now as the most love­ly of wom­ankind. She had black plait­ed hair, and folds of crim­son silk were over her white flesh, and over her shoul­ders was a black cloak em­broi­dered with lit­tle gold stars and ink-horns, and she wore san­dals of gild­ed bronze. But in her face was such love­li­ness as may not be told.

			Now Frey­dis went from one side of the place to the oth­er side, and saw the mag­ics that pro­tect­ed the en­clo­sure. “Cer­tain­ly, you have me fast,” the high Queen said. “What is it you want of me?”

			Manuel showed her the three im­ages which he had made, set there arow. “I need your aid with these.”

			Queen Frey­dis looked at them, and Frey­dis smiled. “These frozen abor­tions are painstak­ing­ly made. What more can any­body de­mand?”

			Dom Manuel told her that he de­sired to make an an­i­mat­ed and live­ly fig­ure.

			Where­upon she laughed, mer­ri­ly and sweet­ly and scorn­ful­ly, and replied that nev­er would she give such aid.

			“Very well, then,” said Manuel, “I have ready the means to com­pel you.” He showed this love­ly wom­an the in­stru­ments of her tor­ture. His hand­some young face was very grave, as though al­ready his heart were trou­bled. He thrust her hand in­to the cru­el vise which was pre­pared. “Now, sor­cer­ess, whom all men dread save me, you shall tell me the Tuy­la in­can­ta­tion as the re­ward of my en­deav­ors, or else a lit­tle by a lit­tle I shall de­stroy the hand that has wrought so many mis­chiefs.”

			Frey­dis in the light of the sev­en can­dles showed pale as milk. She said: “I am frail and hu­man in this place, and have no pow­er be­yond the pow­er of ev­ery wom­an, and no strength at all. Nev­er­the­less, I will tell you noth­ing.”

			Manuel set his hand to the lever, ready to loose de­struc­tion. “To tell me what I de­sire you to tell me will do you no hurt—”

			“No,” replied Frey­dis: “but I am not go­ing to take or­ders from you or any man breath­ing.”

			“—And for de­fy­ing me you will suf­fer very ter­ri­bly—”

			“Yes,” replied Frey­dis. “And much you will care!” she said, re­proach­ful­ly.

			“—There­fore I think that you are act­ing fool­ish­ly.”

			Frey­dis said: “You make a hu­man wom­an of me, and then ex­pect me to act up­on rea­son. It is you who are be­hav­ing fool­ish­ly.”

			Count Manuel med­i­tat­ed, for this be­yond doubt sound­ed sen­si­ble. From the look of his hand­some young face, his heart was now ex­ceed­ing­ly trou­bled. Queen Frey­dis breathed more freely, and be­gan to smile, with the wis­dom of wom­en, which is not su­per­hu­man, but is ruth­less.

			“The hand would be quite ru­ined, too,” said Manuel, look­ing at it more care­ful­ly. Up­on the mid­dle fin­ger was a cop­per ring, in which was set a lar­gish black stone: this was Schamir. But Manuel looked on­ly at the hand.

			He touched it. “Your hand, Queen Frey­dis, what­ev­er mis­chief it may have ex­e­cut­ed, is soft as vel­vet. It is col­ored like rose-petals, but it smells more sweet than they. No, cer­tain­ly, my im­ages are not worth the ru­in­ing of such a hand.”

			Then Manuel re­leased her, sigh­ing. “My geas must stay up­on me, and my im­ages must wait,” says Manuel.

			“Why, do you re­al­ly like my hands?” asked Frey­dis, re­gard­ing them crit­i­cal­ly.

			Manuel said: “Ah, fair sweet en­e­my, do not mock at me! All is in readi­ness to com­pel you to do my will. Had you pre­served some ug­ly shape I would have con­quered you. But against the shape which you now wear I can­not con­tend. Drag­ons and war­locks and chi­maeras and such name­less mon­sters as I per­ceive to be crowd­ing about this en­clo­sure of but­tered wil­low wands I do not fear at all, but I can­not fight against the ap­pear­ance which you now wear.”

			“Why, do you re­al­ly like my nat­u­ral ap­pear­ance?” Frey­dis said, in­cred­i­bly sur­prised. “It is a com­fort, of course, to slip in­to it oc­ca­sion­al­ly, but I had nev­er re­al­ly thought much about it one way or the oth­er—”

			She went to the great mir­ror which had been set ready as Hel­mas di­rect­ed, “I nev­er liked my hair in these se­vere big plaits, ei­ther. As for those mon­sters yon­der, they are my peo­ple, who are com­ing out of the fire to res­cue me, in some of the for­got­ten shapes, as spoorns and trows and cal­cars, and oth­er ter­rors of an­tiq­ui­ty. But they can­not get in­to this en­clo­sure of but­tered wil­low wands, poor dears, on ac­count of your mag­ick­ings. How fool­ish they look—do they not?—leer­ing and ca­per­ing and gnash­ing their teeth, with no su­per­sti­tious per­sons any­where to pay at­ten­tion to them.”

			The Queen paused: she coughed del­i­cate­ly. “But you were talk­ing some non­sense or oth­er about my nat­u­ral ap­pear­ance not be­ing bad look­ing. Now most men pre­fer blondes, and, be­sides, you are not re­al­ly lis­ten­ing to me, and that is not po­lite.”

			“It is so dif­fi­cult to talk col­lect­ed­ly,” said Manuel, “with your ap­palling servi­tors leer­ing and ca­per­ing and gnash­ing dou­ble sets of teeth all over Up­per Mor­ven—”

			She saw the jus­tice of this. She went now to that door­way through which, un­less a man lift­ed her over the thresh­old, she might not pass, on ac­count of the ton­thecs and the spaks and the horse­shoes.

			She cried, in a high sweet voice: “A pen­ny, a pen­ny, twopence, a pen­ny and a half, and a half­pen­ny! Now do you go away, all of you, for the wis­dom of Hel­mas is too strong for us. There is no way for you to get in­to, nor for me to get out of, this place of but­tered wil­low wands, un­til I have de­lud­ed and cir­cum­vent­ed this pes­tif­er­ous, squint­ing young mor­tal. Go down in­to Bel­le­garde and spill the blood of North­men, or raise a hail­storm, or amuse your­selves in one way or an­oth­er way. Any­how, do you take no thought for me, who am for the while a hu­man wom­an: for my ad­ver­sary is a mor­tal man, and in that du­el nev­er yet has the man con­quered.”

			She turned to Manuel. She said:

			“The land of Au­dela is my king­dom. But you em­braced my penal­ties, you have made a hu­man wom­an of me. So do I tread with wraiths, for my lost realm alone is re­al. Here all is but a rest­less con­tention of shad­ows which pass present­ly; here all that is vis­i­ble and all the col­ors known to men are shad­ows dim­ming the true col­ors; here time and death, the dark­est shad­ows known to men, de­lude you with false seem­ings: for all such things as men hold in­con­testable, be­cause they are ap­par­ent to sight and sense, are a wear­i­ful drift­ing of fogs that veil the world which is no longer mine. So in this twilit world of yours do we of Au­dela ap­pear to be but men and wom­en.”

			“I would that such wom­en ap­peared more of­ten,” said Manuel.

			“The land of Au­dela is my king­dom, where I am Queen of all that lies be­hind this veil of hu­man sight and sense. This veil may not ev­er be lift­ed; but very of­ten the veil is pierced, and not­ing the bro­ken place, men call it fire. Through these torn places men may glimpse the world that is re­al: and this glimpse daz­zles their dimmed eyes and weak­ling forces, and this glimpse mocks at their lean might Through these rent places, when the open­ing is made large enough, a few men here and there, not quite so wit­less as their fel­lows, know how to sum­mon us of Au­dela when for an hour the moon is void and pow­er­less: we come for an old rea­son: and we come as men and wom­en.”

			“Ah, but you do not speak with the voic­es of men and wom­en,” Manuel replied, “for your voice is mu­sic.”

			“The land of Au­dela is my king­dom, and very of­ten, just for the sport’s sake, do I and my servi­tors go se­cret­ly among you. As hu­man be­ings we blun­der about your dark­ened shad­ow world, bound by the laws of sight and sense, but keep­ing al­ways in our hearts the se­crets of Au­dela and the se­cret of our man­ner of re­turn­ing thith­er. Some­times, too, for the sport’s sake, we im­prison in earth­en fig­ures a spark of the true life of Au­dela: and then you lit­tle per­sons, that have no au­then­tic life, but on­ly the flick­er­ing of a vexed shad­ow to sus­tain you in brief fret­ful­ness, say it is very pret­ty; and you neg­li­gent­ly ap­plaud us as the most triv­ial of men and wom­en.”

			“No; we ap­plaud you as the most beau­ti­ful,” says Manuel.

			“Come now, Count Manuel, and do you have done with your sil­ly flat­ter­ings, which will nev­er whee­dle any­thing out of me! So you have trapped Queen Frey­dis in mor­tal flesh. There­fore I must abide in the body of a hu­man wom­an, and be sub­ject to your whims, and to your beau­ti­ful big mus­cles, you think, un­til I lend a spark of Au­dela’s true life to your ridicu­lous im­ages. But I will show you bet­ter, for I will nev­er give in to you nor to any man breath­ing.”

			In si­lence Count Manuel re­gard­ed the de­light­ful shap­ing and the clear burn­ing col­ors of this wom­an’s face. He said, as if in sad­ness: “The im­ages no longer mat­ter. It is bet­ter to leave them as they are.”

			“That is very fool­ish talk,” Queen Frey­dis an­swered, prompt­ly, “for they need my aid if ev­er any im­ages did. Not that, how­ev­er, I in­tend to touch them.”

			“In­deed, I for­bid you to touch them, fair en­e­my. For were the im­ages made as an­i­mat­ed and live­ly as I wish them to be, I would be look­ing at them al­ways, and not car­ing for any wom­an: and no wom­an any­where would have the pow­er to move me as your beau­ty moves me now, and I would not be valu­ing you the worth of an old onion.”

			“That is not the truth,” says Frey­dis, an­gri­ly, “for the man who is sat­is­fied with the fig­ure he has made is as great a fool about wom­en as any oth­er man. And who are you to be for­bid­ding me any­thing?”

			“I would have you re­mem­ber,” said Manuel, very mas­ter­ful­ly, “that they are my im­ages, to do with as I wish. Al­so I would have you re­mem­ber that, what­ev­er you may pre­tend to be in Au­dela, here I am stronger than you.”

			Now the proud wom­an laughed. De­fi­ant­ly she touched the near­est im­age, with for­mal an­cient ges­tures, and you could see the black stone Schamir tak­ing on the col­ors of an opal. Un­der her touch the clay im­age which had the look of Aliano­ra shiv­ered, and drew sob­bing breath. The im­age rose, a liv­ing crea­ture that was far more beau­ti­ful than hu­man kind, and it re­gard­ed Manuel scorn­ful­ly. Then it passed limp­ing from the en­clo­sure: and Manuel sighed.

			“That is a strong mag­ic,” said Manuel: “and this is al­most ex­act­ly the ad­mirable and sig­nif­i­cant fig­ure that I de­sired to make in the world. But, as I now per­ceive too late, I fash­ioned the legs of this fig­ure un­even­ly, and the joy I have in its life is less than the shame that I take from its limp­ing.”

			“Such mag­ic is a tri­fle,” Frey­dis replied, “al­though it is the on­ly mag­ic I can per­form in an en­clo­sure of but­tered wil­low wands. Now, then, you see for your­self that I am not go­ing to take or­ders from you. So the fig­ure you have made, will you or nil you, must limp about in all men’s sight, for not more than a few cen­turies, to be sure, but long enough to prove that I am not go­ing to be dic­tat­ed to.”

			“I do not great­ly care, O fairest and most shrewd of en­e­mies. A half-hour since, it seemed to me an im­por­tant mat­ter to wrest from you this se­cret of giv­ing life to im­ages. Now I have seen the mir­a­cle; I know that for the man who has your fa­vor it is pos­si­ble to be­come as a god, cre­at­ing life, and cre­at­ing love­li­er liv­ing be­ings than any god cre­ates, and be­ings which live longer, too: and even so, it is not of these things that I am re­al­ly think­ing, but on­ly of your eyes.”

			“Why, do you like my eyes!” says Frey­dis—“you, who if once you could make liv­ing im­ages would nev­er be car­ing about any wom­an any more?”

			But Manuel told her where­in her eyes were dif­fer­ent from the eyes of any oth­er per­son, and more dan­ger­ous, and she lis­tened, will­ing­ly enough, for Frey­dis was not a hu­man wom­an. There­after it ap­peared that a griev­ing and a great trou­ble of mind had come up­on Manuel be­cause of the love­li­ness of Frey­dis, for he made this com­plaint:

			“There is much loss in the world, where men war cease­less­ly with sor­row, and time like a strong thief strips all men of all they prize. Yet when the em­per­or is beat­en in bat­tle and his broad lands are lost, he, shrug­ging, says, ‘In the next bat­tle I may con­quer.’ And when the beard­ed mer­chant’s ship is lost at sea, he says, ‘The next voy­age, be­like, will be pros­per­ous.’ Even when the life of an old beg­gar de­parts from him in a ditch, he says, ‘I trust to be to­mor­row a glad young ser­aph in par­adise.’ Thus hope serves as a cor­dial for ev­ery hurt: but for him who had be­held the love­li­ness of Frey­dis there is no hope at all.

			“For, in com­par­i­son with that alien clear beau­ty, there is no beau­ty in this world. He that has be­held the love­li­ness of Frey­dis must go hence­for­ward as a hun­gry per­son, be­cause of trou­bling mem­o­ries: and his fel­lows de­ride him en­vi­ous­ly. All the world is fret­ted by his fol­ly, know­ing that his faith in the world’s might is no longer firm-set, and that he as­pires to what is be­yond the world’s giv­ing. In his heart he be­lit­tles the strong stupid lords of earth; and they, be­ing strong, plan vengeance, the while that in a cor­ner he makes im­ages to com­mem­o­rate what is lost: and so for him who has be­held the love­li­ness of Frey­dis there is no hope at all.

			“He that has willed to look up­on Queen Frey­dis does not dread to con­sort with ser­pents nor with swine; he faces the mir­ror where­in a man be­holds him­self with­out self-de­ceiv­ing; he views the blood that drips from his soiled hands, and knows that this, too, was need­ed: yet these en­dur­ings pur­chase but one hour. The hour pass­es, and there­with pass­es al­so Frey­dis, the high Queen. On­ly the mem­o­ry of her hour re­mains, like a cru­el gad­fly, for which the crazed be­hold­er of Queen Frey­dis must build a lodg­ing in his im­ages, mad­ly en­deav­or­ing to com­min­gle mem­o­ries with wet mud: and so for him who has be­held the love­li­ness of Frey­dis there is no hope at all.”

			Frey­dis heard him through, con­sid­er­ate­ly. “But I won­der to how many oth­er wom­en you have talked such non­sense about beau­ty and de­spair and eter­ni­ty,” said Frey­dis, “and they very prob­a­bly lik­ing to hear it, the poor fools! And I won­der how you can ex­pect me to be­lieve you, when you pre­tend to think me all these fine things, and still keep me penned in this en­clo­sure like an old vi­cious cow.”

			“No, that is not the way it is any longer. For now the fig­ure that I have made in the world, and all else that is in the world, and all that is any­where with­out this en­clo­sure of but­tered wil­low wands, mean noth­ing to me, and there is no mean­ing in any­thing save in the love­li­ness of Frey­dis.”

			Dom Manuel went to the door of the en­clo­sure then to the win­dows, sweep­ing away the gild­ed ton­thecs and the shin­ing spaks, and re­mov­ing from the cop­per nails the horse­shoes that had been cast by Mo­hammed’s mare and Hrim­faxi and Bal­aam’s ass and Pe­ga­sus. “You were with­in my pow­er. Now I de­stroy that pow­er, and there­with my­self. Now is the place un­guard­ed, and all your servi­tors are free to en­ter, and all your ter­rors are un­tram­meled, to be loosed against me, who have no longer any­thing to dread. For I love you with such mor­tal love as val­ues noth­ing else be­side its de­sire, and you care noth­ing for me.”

			Af­ter a lit­tle while of look­ing she sighed, and said un­easi­ly: “It is the fool­ish deed of a true lover. And, re­al­ly, I do like you, rather. But, Manuel, I do not know what to do next! Nev­er at any time has this thing hap­pened be­fore, so that all my gar­nered wis­dom is of no use what­ev­er. No­body any­where has ev­er dared to snap his fin­gers at the fell pow­er of Frey­dis as you are do­ing, far less has any­body ev­er dared to be mak­ing eyes at her. Be­sides, I do not wish to con­sume you with light­nings, and to smite you with in­san­i­ty ap­pears so un­nec­es­sary.”

			“I love you,” Manuel said, “and your heart is hard, and your beau­ty is be­yond the think­ing of man, and your will is nei­ther to loose nor to bind. In a predica­ment so un­ex­am­pled, how can it at all mat­ter to me what­ev­er you may elect to do?”

			“Then cer­tain­ly I shall not waste any of my fine ter­rors on you!” said Frey­dis, with a vexed toss­ing of her head. “Nor have I any more time to waste up­on you ei­ther, for present­ly the Moon-Chil­dren will be com­ing back to their places: and be­fore the hour is out where­in the moon stays void and pow­er­less I must re­turn to my own king­dom, whith­er you may not fol­low, to pro­voke me with any more of your non­sense. And then you will be prop­er­ly sor­ry, I dare say, for you will be re­mem­ber­ing me al­ways, and there will be on­ly hu­man wom­en to di­vert you, and they are poor crea­tures.”

			Frey­dis went again to the mir­ror, and she med­i­tat­ed there. “Yes, you will be re­mem­ber­ing me with my hair in these aw­ful plaits, and that is a pity, but still you will re­mem­ber me al­ways. And when you make im­ages they will be im­ages of me. No, but I can­not have you mak­ing any more out­ra­geous par­o­dies like as­ton­ished corpses, and peo­ple ev­ery­where laugh­ing at Queen Frey­dis!”

			She took up the mag­i­cal pen, laid ready as Hel­mas had di­rect­ed, and she wrote with this gryphon’s feath­er. “So here is the recipe for the Tuy­la in­can­ta­tion with which to give life to your im­ages. It may com­fort you a lit­tle to per­form that sil­ly mag­ic. It, any­how, will pre­vent such good-for-noth­ing minx­es as may have no more in­tel­li­gence than to take you se­ri­ous­ly, from putting on too many airs and graces around the im­ages which you will make of me with my hair done so very un­be­com­ing­ly.”

			“Noth­ing can ev­er com­fort me, fair en­e­my, when you have gone away,” said Manuel.

			But he took the parch­ment.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				Ban­dages for the Vic­tor

			
			They came out of the en­clo­sure, to the old al­tar of Vel-Tyno, while the moon was still void and pow­er­less. The servi­tors of Frey­dis were throng­ing swift­ly to­ward Up­per Mor­ven, af­ter a pleas­ant hour of raven­ing and ramp­ing about Poictesme. As spoorns and trows and cal­cars and as oth­er long for­got­ten shapes they came, with­out any noise, so that Up­per Mor­ven was like the dis­or­dered mind of a wretch that is dy­ing in fever: and to this side and to that side the witch­es of Am­n­er­an sat nod­ding in ap­proval of what they saw.

			Thus, one by one, the for­got­ten shapes came to the fire, and cried, “A pen­ny, a pen­ny, twopence, a pen­ny and a half, and a half­pen­ny!” as each en­tered in­to the fire which was the gate­way to their home.

			“Farewell!” said Frey­dis: and as she spoke she sighed.

			“Not thus must be our part­ing,” Manuel says. “For do you lis­ten now, Queen Frey­dis! it was Hel­mas the Deep-Mind­ed who told me what was req­ui­site. ‘Queen is the same as cwen, which means a wom­an, no more nor less,’ said the wise King. ‘You have but to re­mem­ber that.’ ”

			She took his mean­ing. Frey­dis cried out, an­gri­ly: “Then all the fool­ish­ness you have been talk­ing about my looks and your love for me was pre­ar­ranged! And you have cheat­ed me out of the old Tuy­la mys­tery by putting on the ap­pear­ance of lov­ing me, and by pes­ter­ing me with such non­sense as a plow­man trades against the heart of a milk­maid! Now, cer­tain­ly, I shall re­ward your can­dor in a fash­ion that will be whis­pered about for a long while.”

			With that, Queen Frey­dis set about a dev­as­tat­ing mag­ic.

			“All, all was pre­ar­ranged save one thing,” said Manuel, with a yap­ping laugh, and not even look­ing at the com­menc­ing ter­rors. He thrust in­to the fire the parch­ment which Frey­dis had giv­en him. “Yes, all was pre­ar­ranged ex­cept that Hel­mas did not purge me of that which will not ac­cept the hire of any ly­ing to you. So the Deep-Mind­ed’s wis­dom comes, at the last pinch, to naught.”

			Now Frey­dis for an in­stant waved back two-thirds of an ap­palling mon­ster, which was as yet in­com­plete­ly evoked for Dom Manuel’s de­struc­tion, and Frey­dis cried im­pa­tient­ly, “But have you no sense what­ev­er! for you are burn­ing your hand.”

			And in­deed the boy had al­ready with­drawn his hand with a gri­mace, for in the ar­dor of ex­e­cut­ing his no­ble ges­ture, as Queen Frey­dis saw, he had not es­ti­mat­ed how hot her fires were.

			“It is but a lit­tle hurt to me who have tak­en a great hurt,” says Manuel, sul­len­ly. “For I had thought to lie, and in my mouth the lie turned to a truth. At least, I do not prof­it by my false-deal­ing, and I wave you farewell with emp­ty hands burned clean of theft.”

			Then she who was a hu­man wom­an said, “But you have burned your hand!”

			“It does not mat­ter: I have oint­ments yon­der. Make haste, Queen Frey­dis, for the hour pass­es where­in the moon is void and pow­er­less.”

			“There is time.” She brought out wa­ter from the en­clo­sure, and swift­ly bathed Dom Manuel’s hand.

			From the fire now came a whis­per­ing, “Make haste, Queen Frey­dis! make haste, dear Fairy mis­tress!”

			“There is time,” said Frey­dis, “and do you stop flur­ry­ing me!” She brought from the en­clo­sure a pot of oint­ment, and she dressed Manuel’s hand.

			“Bor­ram, bor­ram, Lean­haun shee!” the fire crack­led. “Now the hour ends.”

			Then Frey­dis sprang from Manuel, to­ward the flames be­yond which she was queen of an­cient mys­ter­ies, and be­yond which her will was nei­ther to loose nor to bind. And she cried hasti­ly, “A pen­ny, a pen­ny, twopence—”

			But just for a mo­ment she looked back at Mor­ven, and at the man who wait­ed up­on Mor­ven alone and hurt. In his fire­lit eyes she saw love out of mea­sure and with­out hope. And in the breast of Frey­dis moved the heart of a hu­man wom­an.

			“I can­not help it,” she said, as the hour passed. “Some­body has to ban­dage it, and men have no sense in these mat­ters.”

			Where­on the fire roared an­gri­ly, and leaped, and fell dead, for the Moon-Chil­dren Bil and Hju­ki had re­turned from the well which is called Byr­gir, and the moon was no longer void and pow­er­less.

			“So, does that feel more com­fort­able?” said Frey­dis. She knew that with­in this mo­ment age and sor­row and death had some­where laid in­evitable am­bus­cades, from which to as­sail her by and by, for she was mor­tal af­ter the sa­cred fire’s ex­tinc­tion, and she meant to make the best of it.

			For a while Count Manuel did not speak. Then he said, in a shak­ing voice: “O wom­an dear and love­ly and cred­u­lous and com­pas­sion­ate, it is you and you alone that I must be lov­ing eter­nal­ly with such ten­der­ness as is de­nied to proud and lone­ly queens on their tall thrones! And it is you that I must be serv­ing al­ways with such a love as may not be giv­en to the fig­ure that any man makes in this world! And though all life may be a dusty waste of end­less striv­ing, and though the ways of men may al­ways be the ways of fol­ly, yet are these ways our ways hence­for­ward, and not hope­less ways, for you and I will tread them to­geth­er.”

			“Now cer­tain­ly there is in Au­dela no such moon­struck non­sense to be hear­ing, nor any such quick-foot­ed hour of fool­ish­ness to be liv­ing through,” Frey­dis replied, “as here tonight has robbed me of my king­dom.”

			“Love will re­pay,” said Manuel, as is the easy fash­ion of men.

			And Frey­dis, a hu­man wom­an now in all things, laughed low and soft­ly in the dark­ness. “Re­pay me thus, my dear­est: no mat­ter how much I may coax you in the doubt­ful time to come, do you not ev­er tell me how you hap­pened to have the ban­dages and the pot of oint­ment set ready by the mir­ror. For it is bad for a hu­man wom­an ev­er to be see­ing through the de­vices of wise kings, and far worse for her to be see­ing through the hero­ic an­tics of her hus­band.”

			Mean­while in Ar­les young Aliano­ra had ar­ranged her own match with more cir­cum­spec­tion. The Eng­lish, who at first de­mand­ed twen­ty thou­sand marks as her join­ture, had af­ter in­ter­minable bar­gain­ing agreed to ac­cept her with three thou­sand: and she was to be dow­ered with Ply­mouth and Ex­eter and Tiver­ton and Torquay and Brix­ham, and with the tin mines of De­von­shire and Corn­wall. In ev­ery­thing ex­cept the hus­band in­volved, she was mar­ry­ing ex­cel­lent­ly, and so all Ar­les that night was or­na­ment­ed with flags and ban­ners and chap­lets and bright hang­ings and flar­ing lamps and torch­es, and through­out Provence there was fes­tiv­i­ty of ev­ery sort, and the Princess had great hon­or and ap­plause.

			But in the dark­ness of Up­per Mor­ven they had hap­pi­ness, no mat­ter for how brief a while.
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				“Con­sid­er, faire Mis­erie, (quoth Manuel) that it lyes not in mans pow­er to place his loue where he list, be­ing the worke of an high De­ity. A Birde was neuer seen in Pon­tus, nor true loue in a fleet­ing myn­de: neuer shall re­moue the af­fec­tion of my Hearte, which in na­ture re­sem­bleth the stone Abis­ton.”

			

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				Frey­dis

			
			They of Poictesme nar­rate how Queen Frey­dis and Count Manuel lived to­geth­er am­i­ca­bly up­on Up­per Mor­ven. They tell al­so how the in­iq­ui­tous usurp­er, Duke As­mund, at this time held Bel­le­garde close at hand, but that his North­men kept away from Up­per Mor­ven, on ac­count of the su­per­nat­u­ral be­ings you were al­ways apt to en­counter there­abouts, so that Manuel and Frey­dis had, at first, no hu­man com­pa­ny.

			“Be­tween now and a while,” said Frey­dis, “you must be cap­tur­ing Bel­le­garde and cut­ting off Duke As­mund’s ug­ly head, be­cause by right and by King Fer­di­nand’s own hand­writ­ing all Poictesme be­longs to you.”

			“Well, we will let that wait a bit,” says Manuel, “for I do not so hearti­ly wish to be tied down with parch­ments in a count’s gild­ed seat as I do to trav­el ev­ery­whith­er and see the ends of this world and judge them. At all events, dear Frey­dis, I am con­tent enough for the present, in this lit­tle home of ours, and pub­lic af­fairs can wait.”

			“Still, some­thing ought to be done about it,” said Frey­dis. And, since Manuel dis­played an ob­sti­nate prej­u­dice against any lethal plague, she put the puck­er­el curse up­on As­mund, by which he was af­flict­ed with all small bod­i­ly ills that can in­ter­vene be­tween corns and dan­druff.

			On Up­per Mor­ven Frey­dis had reared by en­chant­ment a mod­est home, that was build­ed of jasper and por­phyry and yel­low and vi­o­let brec­cia. In­side, the stone walls were ev­ery­where cov­ered with sig­nif­i­cant trac­eries in low re­lief, and were in­crust­ed at in­ter­vals with disks and tesser­ae of turquoise-col­ored porce­lain. The floor­ing, of course, was of zinc, as a de­fence against the un­friend­ly Alfs, who are at per­pet­u­al war with Au­dela, and, more­over, there was a pal­isade, en­clos­ing all, of peeled wil­low wands, not but­tered but oiled, and fas­tened with un­knot­ted rib­bons.

			Ev­ery­thing was very sim­ple and home­like, and here the servi­tors of Frey­dis at­tend­ed them when there was need. The fall­en Queen was not a gray witch—not in ap­pear­ance cer­tain­ly, but in her en­dow­ments, which were not lim­it­ed as are the pow­ers of black witch­es and white witch­es. She in­struct­ed Dom Manuel in the mag­ic of Au­dela, and she and Manuel had great times to­geth­er that spring and sum­mer, evok­ing an­cient dis­crowned gods and droll mon­sters and in­struc­tive ghosts to en­ter­tain them in the paus­es be­tween oth­er plea­sures.

			They heard no more, for that turn, of the clay fig­ure to which they had giv­en life, save for the news brought, by a bog­gle­bo, that as the limp­ing gay young fel­low went down from Mor­ven the rep­utable cit­i­zen­ry ev­ery­where were hor­ri­fied be­cause he went as he was cre­at­ed, stark-naked, and this was not con­sid­ered re­spectable. So a large tum­ble­bug came from the west, out of the quag­mires of Philis­tia and fol­lowed af­ter the an­i­mat­ed fig­ure, yelp­ing and splut­ter­ing, “Morals, not art!” And for that while, the fig­ure went out of Manuel’s saga, thus mal­odor­ous­ly ac­com­pa­nied.

			“But we will make a much fin­er fig­ure,” says Frey­dis, “so it does not mat­ter.”

			“Yes, by and by,” says Manuel, “but we will let that wait a bit.”

			“You are al­ways say­ing that nowa­days!”

			“Ah, but, my dear, it is so very pleas­ant to rest here do­ing noth­ing se­ri­ous for a lit­tle while, now that my geas is dis­charged. Present­ly of course we must be trav­el­ling ev­ery­whith­er, and when we have seen the ends of this world, and have judged them, I shall have time, and greater knowl­edge too, to give to this im­age mak­ing—”

			“It is not from any re­mote strange places, dear Manuel, but from his own land that a man must get the earth for this im­age mak­ing—”

			“Well, be that as it may, your kiss­es are to me far more de­li­cious than your mag­ic.”

			“I love to hear you say that, my dear­est, but still—”

			“No, not at all, for you are re­al­ly much nicer when you are cud­dling so, than when you are run­ning about the world pre­tend­ing to be pigs and snakes and fire­works, and mur­der­ing peo­ple with your ex­trav­a­gant sor­ceries.”

			Say­ing this, he kissed her, and thus stilled her protests, for in these ami­able times Queen Frey­dis al­so was at bot­tom less in­ter­est­ed in mag­ic than in kiss­es. In­deed, there was nev­er any sor­cer­ess more lov­ing and ten­der than Frey­dis, now that she had be­come a hu­man wom­an.

			If ev­er she was ir­ri­ta­ble it was on­ly when Manuel con­fessed, in re­ply to jeal­ous ques­tion­ings, that he did not find her quite so beau­ti­ful nor so clever as Ni­afer had been: but this, as Manuel point­ed out, could not be helped. For there had nev­er been any­body like Ni­afer, and it would be non­sense to say oth­er­wise.

			It is pos­si­ble that Dom Manuel be­lieved this. The rather home­ly, not in­tel­li­gent, and in no re­spect be­daz­zling ser­vant girl may well have been—in the in­ex­pli­ca­ble way these things fell out—the wom­an whom Manuel’s heart had cho­sen, and who there­fore in his eyes for the rest of time must dif­fer from all oth­er per­sons. Cer­tain­ly no unas­tig­mat­ic judge would have de­creed this swarthy Ni­afer fit, as the phrase is, to hold a can­dle ei­ther to Frey­dis or Aliano­ra: where­as Manuel did not con­ceal, even from these roy­al ladies them­selves, his per­son­al if unique eval­u­a­tions.

			To the oth­er side, some say that ladies who are used to hourly ad­mi­ra­tion can­not en­dure the pass­ing of a man who seems to ad­mire not quite whole­heart­ed­ly. He who does not ad­mire at all is ob­vi­ous­ly a fool, and not worth both­er­ing about. But to him who ad­mits, “You are well enough,” and makes as though to pass on, there is a mys­tery at­tached: and the one way to solve it is to pur­sue this ir­ri­tat­ing fel­low. Some (rea­son­ing thus) as­sert that squint­ing Manuel was aware of this ax­iom, and that he re­spect­ed it in all his deal­ings with Frey­dis and Aliano­ra. Ei­ther way, these the­o­rists did not ev­er get any ver­bal but­tress­ing from Dom Manuel. Ni­afer dead and lost to him, he, with­out flaunt­ing any un­ex­am­pled ar­dors, fell to lov­ing Aliano­ra: and now that Frey­dis had put off im­mor­tal­i­ty for his kiss­es, the tall boy had, again, some­what the air of con­sent­ing to ac­cept this wom­an’s sac­ri­fice, and her love­li­ness and all her pow­er and wis­dom, as be­ing up­on the whole the hand­i­est avail­able sub­sti­tute for Ni­afer’s sparse charms.

			Yet oth­ers de­clare, more sim­ply, that Dom Manuel was so con­sti­tut­ed as to val­ue more cheap­ly ev­ery de­sire af­ter he had at­tained it. And these say he not­ed that—again in the in­ex­pli­ca­ble way these things fall out—now Manuel pos­sessed the un­earth­ly Queen she had be­come, pre­cise­ly as Aliano­ra had be­come, a not ex­tra­or­di­nary per­son, who in all com­merce with her lover dealt as such.

			“But do you re­al­ly love me, O man of all men?” Frey­dis would say, “and, this damned Ni­afer apart, do you love me a lit­tle more than you love any oth­er wom­an?”

			“Why, are there any oth­er wom­en?” says Manuel, in fine sur­prise. “Oh, to be sure, I sup­pose there are, but I had for­got­ten about them. I have not heard or seen or thought of those pet­ti­coat­ed crea­tures since my dear Frey­dis came.”

			The sor­cer­ess purred at this sort of talk, and she rest­ed her head where there seemed a place es­pe­cial­ly made for it. “I wish I could be­lieve your words, king of my heart. I have to strive so hard, nowa­days, to goad you in­to say­ing these id­i­ot­ic suit­able dear things: and even when at last you do say them your voice is light and high, and makes them sound as though you were jok­ing.”

			He kissed the thick coil of hair which lay fra­grant against his lips. “Do you know, in spite of my jok­ing, I do love you a great deal?”

			“I would prac­tice say­ing that over to my­self,” ob­served Frey­dis crit­i­cal­ly. “You should let your voice break a lit­tle af­ter the first three words.”

			“I speak as I feel. I love you, Frey­dis, and I tell you so.”

			“Yes, but you are no longer a per­pet­u­al nui­sance about it.”

			“Alas, my dear, you are no longer the unattain­able Queen of the coun­try on the oth­er side of the fire, and that makes a dif­fer­ence, cer­tain­ly. It is equal­ly cer­tain that I love you over and above all liv­ing wom­en.”

			“Ah, but, my dear­est, who loves you more than any hu­man tongue can tell?”

			“A pe­cu­liar­ly ob­sti­nate and love­ly im­be­cile,” says Manuel; and he did that which seemed suit­able.

			Lat­er Frey­dis sighed lux­u­ri­ous­ly. “That saves you the trou­ble of talk­ing, does it not? And you talked so mad­ly and hand­some­ly that first night, when you want­ed to get around me on ac­count of the im­age, but now you do not make me any pret­ty speech­es at all.”

			“Oh, heav­ens!” said Manuel, “but I am em­brac­ing a mono­ma­ni­ac. Dear Frey­dis, what­ev­er I might say would be per­force the same old words that have been whis­pered by mil­lions of men to many more mil­lions of wom­en, and my love for you is a quite un­par­al­leled thing which ought not to be trav­es­tied by any such shop­worn ap­par­el.”

			“Now again you must be putting me off with solemn jok­ing in that light high voice, and there is no faith­ful­ness in that voice, and its talk­ing trou­bles me.”

			“I speak as I feel. I love you, Frey­dis, and I tell you so, but I can­not be telling it over and over again ev­ery quar­ter of the hour.”

			“Oh, but very cer­tain­ly this big squint­ing boy is the most un­lo­qua­cious and the most stub­born brute that ev­er lived!”

			“And would you have me oth­er­wise?”

			“No, that is the queer part of it. But it is a grief to me to won­der if you fore­saw as much.”

			“I!” says Manuel, jovial­ly. “But what would I be do­ing with any such fine­spun poli­cies? My dear, un­til you com­pre­hend I am the most frank and down­right crea­ture that ev­er lived you do not be­gin to ap­pre­ci­ate me.”

			“I know you are, big boy. But still, I won­der,” Frey­dis said, “and the won­der­ing is a thin lit­tle far-off grief.”

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				Mag­ic of the Im­age-Mak­ers

			
			It was present­ly noised abroad that Queen Frey­dis of Au­dela had be­come a hu­man wom­an; and there­after cer­tain en­chanters came to Up­per Mor­ven, to seek her coun­sel and her fa­vor and the aid of Schamir. These were the en­chanters, Manuel was told, who made im­ages, to which they now and then con­trived—no­body seemed to know quite how, and least of all did the thau­matur­gists them­selves—to im­part life.

			Once Manuel went with Frey­dis in­to a dark place where some of these mag­ic-work­ers were at la­bor. By the light of a char­coal fire, clay im­ages were rud­di­ly dis­cernible; be­fore these the en­chanters moved un­hu­man­ly clad, and do­ing things which, mer­ci­ful­ly per­haps, were veiled from Manuel by the pe­cu­liar­ly per­fumed ob­scu­ri­ty.

			As Manuel en­tered the gallery one of the mag­ic-work­ers was chant­ing shril­ly in the dark­ness be­low. “It is the un­fin­ished Rune of the Black­birds,” says Frey­dis, in a whis­per.

			Be­low them the trou­bled wail­ing con­tin­ued:

			“—Crammed and squeezed, so en­tombed (on some wa­ger I haz­ard), in spite of scared squawk­ing and mut­ter, af­ter the fash­ion that lean-faced Ra­jah dealt with trapped he­roes, once, in Cal­cut­ta. Dared you break the crust and bul­lyrag ’em—hot, fierce and an­gry, what wide beaks buzz plain Sax­on as ev­er spoke Wite­nage­mot! Yet, singing, they sing as no white bird does (where none rears phoenix) as near per­fec­tion as na­ture gets, or, if scowls bar plat­i­tude, notes for which there is no re­jec­tion in banks whose coinage—oh, neat!—is grat­i­tude.”

			Said, in the dark­ness, an­oth­er en­chanter:

			“But far from their choir­ing the high King sat, in a gold-faced vest and a gold-laced hat, count­ing heaped monies, and dream­ing of more francs and se­quins and Louis d’or. Mean­while the Queen on that fate­ful night, though avow­ing her lack of all ap­petite, was still at ta­ble, where, ru­mor said, she was smear­ing her sev­enth slice of bread (thus each turgesci­ble ru­mor thrives at court) with gold from the roy­al hives. Through the slum­ber­ous pare, un­der arch­ing trees, to her labors went singing the maid Dénise—”

			A third broke in here, say­ing:

			“And she sang of how sub­tle and bit­ter and bright was a beast brought forth, that was clad with the splen­dor and light of the cold fair ends of the north, like a flesh­ly blos­som more white than aug­ment­ing tem­pests that go, with thun­der for weapon, to rav­age the strait waste fast­ness of snow. She sang how that all men on earth said, whether its mis­tress at morn went forth or wait­ed till night—whether she strove through the foam and wreck­age of shal­low and firth, or couched in glad fields of corn, or fled from all hu­man de­light—that thith­er it like­wise would roam.”

			Now a fourth be­gan:

			“Thus sang Dénise, what while the sic­cant sheets and cov­er­lets that pil­lowed king­ly dreams, with cu­ri­ous un­der­garbs of roy­al­ty, she neat­ly ranged: and dreamed not of that doom which wait­ed, yet un­born, to strike men dumb with per­fect awe. As when the sev­enth wave pois­es, and sun­light cleaves it through and through with gold, as though to gild on­com­ing death for him that sees fore­doomed—and, gasp­ing, sees death high and splen­did!—while the tall wave bears down, and its shat­ter­ing makes an end of him: thus poised the sable bird while one might count one, two, and three, and four, and five, and six, but hard­ly sev­en—”

			So they con­tin­ued; but Manuel lis­tened to no more. “What is the mean­ing of all this?” he asked, of Frey­dis.

			“It is an ex­per­i­men­tal in­can­ta­tion,” she replied, “in that it is a bit of un­fin­ished mag­ic for which the prop­er words have not yet been found: but be­tween now and a while they will be stum­bled on, and then this rune will live per­pet­u­al­ly, sur­viv­ing all those rhymes that are in­fect­ed with thought and in­tel­li­gent mean­ings such as are re­pug­nant to hu­man na­ture.”

			“Are words, then, so im­por­tant and en­dur­ing?”

			“Why, Manuel, I am sur­prised at you! In what else, pray, does man dif­fer from the oth­er an­i­mals ex­cept in that he is used by words?”

			“Now I would have said that words are used by men.”

			“There is give and take, of course, but in the main man is more sub­servient to words than they are to him. Why, do you but think of such ter­ri­ble words as re­li­gion and du­ty and love, and pa­tri­o­tism and art, and hon­or and com­mon-sense, and of what these tyr­an­niz­ing words do to and make of peo­ple!”

			“No, that is chop-log­ic: for words are on­ly tran­si­to­ry nois­es, where­as man is the child of God, and has an im­mor­tal spir­it.”

			“Yes, yes, my dear­est, I know you be­lieve that, and I think it is de­light­ful­ly quaint and sweet of you. But, as I was say­ing, a man has on­ly the body of an an­i­mal to get ex­pe­ri­ences in, and the brain of an an­i­mal to think them over with, so that the thoughts and opin­ions of the poor dear must re­main al­ways those of a more or less in­tel­li­gent an­i­mal. But his words are very of­ten mag­ic, as you will com­pre­hend by and by when I have made you the great­est of im­age-mak­ers.”

			“Well, well, but we can let that wait a bit,” said Manuel.

			And there­after Manuel talked with Frey­dis, con­fess­ing that the ap­pear­ance of these mag­ic-work­ers trou­bled Manuel. He had thought it, he said, an ad­mirable thing to make im­ages that lived, un­til he saw and con­sid­ered the ap­pear­ance of these ha­bit­u­al mak­ers of im­ages. They were an ug­ly and rick­ety, short-tem­pered tribe, said Manuel: they were shift­less, spite­ful, un­truth­ful, and in ev­ery­day af­fairs not far from im­be­cile: they plain­ly de­spised all per­sons who could not make im­ages, and they ap­par­ent­ly de­test­ed all those who could. With Manuel they were par­tic­u­lar­ly high and mighty, as­sur­ing him that he was on­ly a pros­per­ous and af­fect­ed pseu­do-ma­gi­cian, and that the harm done by the self-styled thau­matur­gist was apt to be very great in­deed. What sort of mod­els, then, were these in­sane, mud-mould­ing soli­tary wasps for a tall lad to fol­low af­ter? And if Manuel ac­quired their arts (he asked in con­clu­sion), would he ac­quire their traits?

			“The an­swer is per­haps no, and not im­pos­si­bly yes,” replied Frey­dis. “For by the an­cient Tuy­la mys­tery they ex­tract that which is best in them to in­form their im­ages, and this is apt to leave them emp­ty of virtue. But I would have you con­sid­er that their best en­dures, where­as that which is best in oth­er per­sons is oblit­er­at­ed on some bat­tle­field or mat­tress or gal­lows That is why I have been think­ing that this af­ter­noon—”

			“No, we will let that wait a bit, for I must turn this over in my mind,” said Manuel, “and my ma­ture opin­ion about this mat­ter must be ex­pressed lat­er.”

			But while his thoughts were on the af­fair his fin­gers made him droll small im­ages of ten of the im­age-mak­ers, which he set aside un­quick­ened. Frey­dis smiled at these car­i­ca­tures, and asked when Manuel would give them life.

			“Oh, in due time,” he said, “and then their an­tics may be di­vert­ing. But I per­ceive that this old Tuy­la mag­ic is prac­ticed at great price and dan­ger, so that I am in no hur­ry to prac­tice any more of it. I pre­fer to en­joy that which is dear­er and bet­ter.”

			“And what can be dear­er and bet­ter?”

			“Youth,” Manuel an­swered, “and you.”

			Queen Frey­dis was now a hu­man wom­an in all things, so this re­ply de­light­ed her hear­ing if not her rea­son. “Do these two pos­ses­sions con­tent you, king of my heart?” she asked him very fond­ly.

			“No,” Manuel said, gaz­ing out across Mor­ven at the cloud-dap­pled ridges of the Taunen­fels, “nor do I look ev­er to be con­tent­ed in this world of men.”

			“In­deed the run of men are poor thin-mind­ed crea­tures, Manuel—”

			He an­swered, mood­i­ly:

			“But I can­not put aside the thought that these men ought to be my fel­lows and my in­ti­mates. In­stead, I who am a famed cham­pi­on go dai­ly in dis­trust, al­most in fear, of these in­com­pre­hen­si­ble and shat­ter-pat­ed be­ings. To ev­ery side there is a fee­ble mad­ness over-busy about long-faced non­sense from which I re­coil, who must con­ceal this shrink­ing al­ways. There is no hour in my life but I go ar­mored in re­serve and in small lies, and in my ar­mor I am lone­ly. Frey­dis, you protest deep love for this well-ar­mored Manuel, but what wis­dom will re­veal to you, or to me ei­ther, just what is Manuel? Oh, but I am puz­zled by the im­per­ma­nence and the lone­li­ness and the im­po­tence of this Manuel! Dear Frey­dis, do not love my body nor my man­ner of speak­ing, nor any of the ways that I have in the flesh, for all these tran­sien­cies are mort­gaged to the worms. And that thought al­so is a grief—”

			“Let us not speak of these things! Let us not think of any­thing that is hor­rid, but on­ly of each oth­er!”

			“But I can­not put aside the thought that I, who for the while ex­ist in this mort­gaged body, can­not ev­er get out to you. Frey­dis, there is no way in which two per­sons may meet in this world of men: we can but ex­change, from afar, de­spair­ing friend­ly sig­nals, in the sure knowl­edge they will be mis­in­ter­pret­ed. So do we pass, each com­ing out of a strange wom­an’s womb, each par­o­died by the flesh of his par­ents, each pass­ing fu­tile­ly, with in­com­mu­nica­tive ges­tures, to­ward the womb of a strange grave: and in this jostling we find no com­rade­ship. No soul may trav­el up­on a bridge of words. In­deed there is no word for my foiled huge de­sire to love and to be loved, just as there is no word for the big, the not quite com­pre­hend­ed thought which is mov­ing in me at this mo­ment. But that thought al­so is a grief—”

			Manuel was still look­ing at the chang­ing green and pur­ple of the moun­tains and at the tall clouds trail­ing north­ward. The things that he viewed yon­der were all gi­gan­tic and love­ly, and they seemed not to be very great­ly both­er­ing about hu­mankind.

			Then Frey­dis said: “Let us not think too much, dear, in our youth. It is such a waste of the glad time, and of the youth that will not ev­er be re­turn­ing—”

			“But I can­not put aside the thought that it will nev­er be the true Manuel whom you will love or even know of, nor can I dis­miss the knowl­edge that these hu­man sens­es, through which alone we may ob­tain any knowl­edge of each oth­er, are ly­ing mes­sen­gers. What can I ev­er be to you ex­cept flesh and a voice? Nor is this the root of my sor­row­ing, dear Frey­dis. For I know that my dis­trust of all liv­ing crea­tures—oh, even of you, dear Frey­dis, when I draw you clos­est—must al­ways be as a wall be­tween us, a low, last­ing, firm-set wall which we can nev­er pull down. And I know that I am not re­al­ly a famed cham­pi­on, but on­ly a for­lorn and lone­ly in­mate of the doubt­ful cas­tle of my body; and that I, who know not tru­ly what I am, must die in this same doubt and lone­li­ness, be­hind the strong de­fences of pos­tur­ing and blunt­ness and jovial laugh­ter which I have raised for my pro­tect­ing. And that thought al­so is a grief.”

			Now Manuel was as Frey­dis had not ev­er seen him. She won­dered at him, she was per­turbed by this fine lad’s in­com­pre­hen­si­ble drea­ri­ness, with soft red will­ing lips so near: and her dark eyes were bent up­on him with a beau­ti­ful and ten­der yearn­ing which may not be told.

			“I do not un­der­stand you, my dear­est,” said she, who was no longer the high Queen of Au­dela, but a mor­tal wom­an. “It is true that all the world about us is a false seem­ing, but you and I are re­al and ut­ter­ly unit­ed, for we have no con­ceal­ments from each oth­er. I am sure that no two peo­ple could be hap­pi­er than we are, nor bet­ter suit­ed. And cer­tain­ly such mor­bid no­tions are not like you, who, as you said your­self, on­ly the oth­er day, are nat­u­ral­ly so frank and down­right.”

			Now Manuel’s thoughts came back from the clouds and the green and pur­ple of the moun­tains. He looked at her very grave­ly for an in­stant or two. He laughed mo­rose­ly. He said, “There!”

			“But, dear­est, you are strange and not your­self—”

			“Yes, yes!” says Manuel, kiss­ing her, “for the mo­ment I had for­got­ten to be frank and down­right, and all else which you ex­pect of me. Now I am my old can­did, jovial, blunt self again, and I shall not wor­ry you with such sil­ly no­tions any more. No, I am Manuel: I fol­low af­ter my own think­ing and my own de­sire; and if to do that begets lone­li­ness I must en­dure it.”

		
	
		
			
				XVIII

				Manuel Choos­es

			
			“But I can­not un­der­stand,” said Frey­dis, on a fine day in Sep­tem­ber, “how it is that, now the pow­er of Schamir is in your con­trol, and you have the se­cret of giv­ing life to your im­ages, you do not care to use ei­ther the se­cret or the tal­is­man. For you make no more im­ages, you are al­ways say­ing, ‘No, we will let that wait a bit,’ and you do not even quick­en the ten car­i­ca­tures of the im­age-mak­ers which you have al­ready mod­eled.”

			“Life will be giv­en to these in due time,” said Manuel, “but that time is not yet come. Mean­while, I avoid prac­tice of the old Tuy­la mys­tery for the suf­fic­ing rea­son that I have seen the re­sult it has on the prac­ti­tion­er. A geas was up­on me to make a fig­ure in the world, and so I mod­eled and loaned life to such a splen­did gay young cham­pi­on as was to my think­ing and my de­sire. Thus my geas, I take it, is dis­charged, and a thing done has an end. Heav­en may now ex­cel me by cre­at­ing a larg­er num­ber of liv­ing fig­ures than I, but pre­em­i­nence in this mat­ter is not a ques­tion of arith­metic—”

			“Ah, yes, my squint­ing boy has all the virtues, in­clud­ing that of mod­esty!”

			“Well, but I have seen my no­tion em­bod­ied, seen it take breath, seen it de­part from Mor­ven in all re­spects, ex­cept for a lit­tle limp­ing—which, do you know, I thought rather grace­ful?—in well-nigh all re­spects, I re­peat, quite in­dis­tin­guish­able from the em­bod­ied no­tions of that mas­ter crafts­man whom some call Ptha, and oth­ers Jahveh, and oth­ers Abraxas, and yet oth­ers Koshchei the Death­less. In fine, I have made a fig­ure more ad­mirable and sig­nif­i­cant than is the run of men, and I rest up­on my lau­rels.”

			“You have cre­at­ed a liv­ing be­ing some­what above the av­er­age, that is true: but then ev­ery wom­an who has a fine ba­by does just as much—”

			“The prin­ci­ple is not the same,” said Manuel, with dig­ni­ty.

			“And why not, please, big boy?”

			“For one thing, my im­age was an orig­i­nal and un­aid­ed pro­duc­tion, where­as a ba­by, I am told, is the re­sult of more or less hasty col­lab­o­ra­tion. Then, too a ba­by is large­ly chance work, in that its na­ture can­not be ex­act­ly fore­planned and pre­de­ter­mined by its mak­ers, who, in the glow of artis­tic cre­ation, must, I imag­ine, very of­ten fail to fol­low the best aes­thet­ic canons.”

			“As for that, no­body who makes new and un­ex­am­pled things can make them ex­act­ly to the mak­er’s will. Even your im­age limped, you re­mem­ber—”

			“Ah, but so grace­ful­ly!”

			“—No, Manuel, it is on­ly those necro­mancers who evoke the dead, and bid the dead re­turn to the warm flesh, that can be cer­tain as to the re­sults of their sor­cery. For these alone of mag­ic-work­ers know in ad­vance what they are mak­ing.”

			“Ah, this is news! So you think it is pos­si­ble to evoke the dead in some more tan­gi­ble form than that of an in­struc­tive ghost? You think it pos­si­ble for a dead girl—or, as to that mat­ter, for a dead boy, or a de­funct arch­bish­op, or a de­ceased rag­pick­er—to be fetched back to live again in the warm flesh?”

			“All things are pos­si­ble, Manuel, at a price.”

			Said Manuel:

			“What price would be suf­fi­cient to re­pur­chase the rich spoils of Death? and whence might any bribe be fetched? For all the glow­ing wealth and beau­ty of this big round world must show as a new-mint­ed far­thing be­side his trea­sure chests, as one slight shin­ing unim­por­tant coin which—even this al­so!—be­longs to earth, but has been over­looked by him as yet. Present­ly this hour, and what­ev­er is strut­ting through this hour, is added to the heaped crypts where­in lie all that was wor­thi­est in the old time.

			“Now there is gar­nered such might and love­li­ness and wis­dom as hu­man think­ing can­not con­ceive of. An em­per­or is made much of here when he has con­quered some part of the world, but Death makes noth­ing of a world of em­per­ors: and in Death’s crowd­ed store­rooms no­body both­ers to es­ti­mate with­in a thou­sand thou­sand of how many em­per­ors, and tzars and popes and pharaohs and sul­tans, that in their day were adored as om­nipo­tent, are there as­sem­bled pellmell, along with all that was wor­thi­est in the old time.

			“As touch­es love­li­ness, not even He­len’s beau­ty is dis­tin­guish­able among those mul­ti­tudi­nous mil­lions of re­splen­dent queens whom one finds yon­der. Here are many pret­ty wom­en, here above all is Frey­dis, so I do not com­plain. But yon­der is deep-bo­somed Semi­ramis, and fair-tressed Guen­e­vere, and Mag­da­lene that loved Christ, and Eu­ropa, the bull’s laugh­ing bride, and Lilith, whose hot kiss made Sa­tan ar­dent, and a many oth­er ladies by whose dear beau­ty’s might were shaped the songs which cause us to re­mem­ber all that was wor­thi­est in the old time.

			“As wis­dom goes, here we have pru­dent men of busi­ness able to add two and two to­geth­er, and jus­tice may be out of hand dis­tin­guished from in­jus­tice by an im­pan­el­ment of the near­est twelve fools. Here we have many Hel­mases a-cack­ling wise­ly un­der a goose-feath­er. But yon­der are Cato and Nestor and Mer­lin and Socrates, Abelard sits with Aris­to­tle there, and the sev­en sages con­fer with the ma­jor prophets, and yon­der is all that was wor­thi­est in the old time.

			“All, all, are put away in Death’s heaped store­rooms, so safe­ly put away that op­u­lent Death may well grin scorn­ful­ly at Life: for ev­ery­thing be­longs to Death, and Life is on­ly a men­di­cant scratch­ing at his sores so long as Death per­mits it. No, Frey­dis, there can be no brib­ing Death! For what bribe any­where has Life to of­fer which Death has not al­ready ly­ing dis­re­gard­ed in a thou­sand dusty cof­fers along with all that was wor­thi­est in the old time?”

			Frey­dis replied: “One thing alone. Yes, Manuel, there is one thing on­ly which all Death’s rav­ish­ings have nev­er tak­en from Life, and which has not ev­er en­tered in­to Death’s keep­ing. It is through weigh­ing this fact, and through do­ing what else is req­ui­site, that the very bold may bring back the dead to live again in the warm flesh.”

			“Well, but I have heard the his­to­ries of pre­sump­tu­ous men who at­tempt­ed to per­form such mir­a­cles, and all these per­sons soon­er or lat­er came to mis­ery.”

			“Why, to be sure! to whom else would you have them com­ing?” said Frey­dis. And she ex­plained the way it was.

			Manuel put many ques­tions. All that evening he was thought­ful, and he was un­usu­al­ly ten­der with Frey­dis. And that night, when Frey­dis slept, Dom Manuel kissed her very light­ly, then blinked his eyes, and for a mo­ment cov­ered them with his hand. Stand­ing thus, the tall boy queer­ly mov­ing his mouth, as though it were stiff and he were try­ing to make it more sup­ple.

			Then he armed him­self. He took up the black shield up­on which was paint­ed a sil­ver stal­lion. He crept out of their mod­est mag­ic home and went down in­to Bel­le­garde, where he stole him a horse, from the sta­bles of Duke As­mund.

			And that night, and all the next day, Dom Manuel rode be­yond Ai­gre­mont and Naimes, jour­ney­ing away from Mor­ven, and away from the house of jasper and por­phyry and vi­o­let and yel­low brec­cia, and away from Frey­dis, who had put off im­mor­tal­i­ty for his kiss­es. He trav­elled north­ward, to­ward the high woods of Dun Vlech­lan, where the leaves were aglow with the fu­ne­re­al flames of au­tumn: for the sum­mer where­in Dom Manuel and Frey­dis had been hap­py to­geth­er was now as dead as that es­tranged queer time which he had shared with Aliano­ra.

		
	
		
			
				XIX

				The Head of Mis­ery

			
			When Manuel had reached the out­skirts of the for­est he en­coun­tered there a knight in ver­mil­ion ar­mor, with a wom­an’s sleeve wreathed about his hel­met: and, first of all, this knight de­mand­ed who was Manuel’s la­dy love.

			“I have no liv­ing love,” said Manuel, “ex­cept the wom­an whom I am leav­ing with­out cer­e­mo­ny, be­cause it seems the on­ly way to avoid­ing ar­gu­ment.”

			“But that is unchival­rous, and does not look well.”

			“Very prob­a­bly you are right, but I am not chival­rous. I am Manuel. I fol­low af­ter my own think­ing, and an obli­ga­tion is up­on me point­ing to­ward prompt em­ploy­ment of the knowl­edge I have gained from this wom­an.”

			“You are a ras­cal­ly be­tray­er of wom­en, then, and an un­man­ly scoundrel.”

			“Yes, I sup­pose so, for I be­trayed an­oth­er wom­an, in that I per­mit­ted and in­deed as­sist­ed her to die in my stead; and so brought yet an­oth­er bond up­on my­self, and an obli­ga­tion which is draw­ing me from a home­like place and from soft arms where­in I was con­tent enough,” says Manuel, sigh­ing.

			But the chival­rous ad­ven­tur­er in red ar­mor was dis­gust­ed. “Oh, you tall squint­ing vil­lain knight of the sil­ver stal­lion, I won­der from whose court you can be com­ing, where they teach no bet­ter be­hav­ior than wom­an-killing, and I won­der what foul new knav­ery you can be plan­ning here.”

			“Why, I was last in res­i­dence at Ray­mond Bérenger’s court,” says Manuel: “and since you are bent on know­ing about my pri­vate af­fairs, I come to this for­est in search of Bé­da, or Kruchi­na, or what­ev­er you call the Mis­ery of earth in these parts.”

			“Aha, and are you one of Ray­mond Bérenger’s friends?”

			“Yes, I sup­pose so,” says Manuel, blink­ing—“yes, I sup­pose so, since I have pre­vent­ed his be­ing poi­soned.”

			“This is good hear­ing, for I have al­ways been one of Ray­mond Bérenger’s en­e­mies, and all such of his friends as I have en­coun­tered I have slain.”

			“Doubt­less you have your rea­sons,” said Manuel, and would have rid­den by.

			But the oth­er cried fu­ri­ous­ly, “Turn, you tall fool! Turn, cow­ard­ly be­tray­er of wom­en!”

			He came up­on Manuel like a whirl­wind, and Manuel had no choice in the mat­ter. So they fought, and present­ly Manuel brought the ver­mil­ion knight to the ground, and, dis­mount­ing, killed him. It was no­tice­able that from the death-wound came no blood, but on­ly a flow­ing of very fine black sand, out of which scram­bled and hasti­ly scam­pered away a small ver­mil­ion-col­ored mouse.

			Then Manuel said, “I think that this must be the pe­cu­liar­ly ir­ra­tional part of the for­est, to which I was di­rect­ed, and I won­der what may have been this scar­let squab­bler’s griev­ance against King Ray­mond Bérenger?”

			No­body an­swered, so Manuel re­mount­ed, and rode on.

			Count Manuel skirt­ed the Wolflake, and came to a hut, paint­ed gray, that stood clear of the ground, up­on the bones of four great birds’ feet. Up­on the four cor­ners of the hunt were carved sev­er­al­ly the fig­ures of a li­on, a drag­on, a cock­a­trice and an adder, to pro­claim the mis­eries of car­nal and in­tel­lec­tu­al sin, and of pride, and of death.

			Here Manuel teth­ered his horse to a holm-oak. He raised both arms, fac­ing the East.

			“Do you now speed me!” cried Manuel, “ye thir­ty Bara­mi! O all ye pow­ers of ac­cu­mu­lat­ed mer­it, O most high mas­ters of Alms­giv­ing, of Moral­i­ty, of Re­lin­quish­ment, of Wis­dom, of For­ti­tude, of Pa­tience, of Truth, of De­ter­mi­na­tion, of Char­i­ty, and of Equa­nim­i­ty! do all you aid me in my en­counter with the Mis­ery of earth!”

			He pi­ous­ly crossed him­self, and went in­to the hut. In­side, the walls were adorned with very old-look­ing fres­coes that were equal­ly in­no­cent of per­spec­tive and ret­i­cence: the floor was of tes­sel­lat­ed bronze. In each cor­ner Manuel found, set up­right, a many-sto­ried um­brel­la of the kind used for sa­cred pur­pos­es in the East: each of these had a sil­ver han­dle, and was worked in nine col­ors. But most im­por­tant of all, so Manuel had been told, was the pump­kin which stood op­po­site to the door­way.

			Manuel kin­dled a fire, and pre­pared the prop­er kind of soup: and at sun­set he went to the win­dow of the hut, and cried out three times that sup­per was ready.

			One an­swered him, “I am com­ing.”

			Manuel wait­ed. There was now no sound in the for­est: even the few birds not yet gone south, that had been chirp­ing of the day’s ad­ven­tures, were hushed on a sud­den, and the breeze died in the tree­tops. In­side the hut Manuel light­ed his four can­dles, and he dis­posed of one un­der each um­brel­la in the pre­scribed man­ner. His foot­steps on the bronze floor­ing, and the rustling of his gar­ments as he went about the hut do­ing what was req­ui­site, were sur­pris­ing­ly sharp and dis­tinct nois­es in a vast si­lence and in an il­lim­itable lone­li­ness.

			Then said a thin lit­tle voice, “Manuel, open the door!”

			Manuel obeyed, and you could see no­body any­where in the for­est’s dusk. The twilit brown and yel­low trees were still as paint­ings. His horse stood teth­ered and quite mo­tion­less, ex­cept that it was shiv­er­ing.

			One spoke at his feet. “Manuel, lift me over the thresh­old!”

			Dom Manuel, re­coil­ing, looked down­ward, and in the patch of can­dle­light be­tween the shad­ows of his legs you could see a hu­man head. He raised the head, and car­ried it in­to the hut. He could now per­ceive that the head was made of white clay, and could de­duce that the Mis­ery of earth, whom some call Bé­da, and oth­ers Kruchi­na, had come to him.

			“Now, Manuel,” says Mis­ery, “do you give me my sup­per.”

			So Manuel set the head up­on the ta­ble, and put a plat­ter of soup be­fore the head, and fed the soup to Mis­ery with a gold spoon.

			When the head had supped, it bade Manuel place it in the lit­tle bam­boo cra­dle, and told Manuel to put out the lights. Many per­sons would not have fan­cied be­ing alone in the dark with Mis­ery, but Manuel obeyed. He knelt to be­gin his night­ly prayer, but at once that hap­pened which in­duced him to de­sist. So with­out his usu­al di­vine in­vo­ca­tion, Dom Manuel lay down up­on the bronze floor of the hut, be­neath one of the tall um­brel­las, and he rolled up his rus­set cloak for a pil­low. Present­ly the head was snor­ing, and then Manuel too went to sleep. He said, lat­er, that he dreamed of Ni­afer.

		
	
		
			
				XX

				The Month of Years

			
			In the morn­ing, af­ter do­ing the head’s ex­tra­or­di­nary bid­ding, Manuel went to feed his horse, and found teth­ered to the holm-oak the steed’s skele­ton picked clean. “I grieve at this,” said Manuel, “but I con­sid­er it wis­er to make no com­plaint.” In­deed, there was no­body to com­plain to, for Mis­ery, af­ter hav­ing been again lift­ed over the thresh­old, had de­part­ed to put in a day’s la­bor with the plague in the north.

			There­after Manuel abode in this pe­cu­liar­ly ir­ra­tional part of the for­est, serv­ing Mis­ery for, as men in cheerier places were es­ti­mat­ing the time, a month and a day. Of these ser­vices it is bet­ter not to speak. But the head was pleased by Manuel’s ser­vices, be­cause Mis­ery loves com­pa­ny: and the two used to have long friend­ly talks to­geth­er when Manuel’s ser­vices and Mis­ery’s work for that day were over.

			“And how came you, sir, to be thus housed in a trun­k­less head?” asked Manuel, one time.

			“Why, when Jahveh cre­at­ed man on the morn­ing of the sixth day, he set about fash­ion­ing me that af­ter­noon from the clay which was left over. But he was in­ter­rupt­ed by the com­ing of the Sab­bath, for Jahveh was in those days, of course, a very or­tho­dox Jew. So I was left in­com­plete, and must re­main so al­ways.”

			“I de­duce that you, then, sir, are Heav­en’s last crown­ing work, and the fi­nal fin­ish­ing touch to cre­ation.”

			“So the pes­simists tell me,” the clay head as­sent­ed, with a yawn. “But I have had a hard day of it, what with the pesti­lence in Glathion, and wars be­tween the Em­per­or and the Mi­lanese, and all those Oc­to­ber colds, so we will talk no more phi­los­o­phy.”

			Thus Manuel served the head of Mis­ery, for a month of days and a day. It was a no­tice­able pe­cu­liar­i­ty of this part of the for­est—a pe­cu­liar­i­ty well known to ev­ery­body, though not quite unan­i­mous­ly ex­plained by the learned—that each day which one spent there­in passed as a year, so that Dom Manuel in ap­pear­ance now aged rapid­ly. This was un­for­tu­nate, es­pe­cial­ly when his teeth be­gan to fail him, be­cause there were no den­tists handy, but his in­ter­est in the oth­er Plagues which vis­it­ed this for­est left Manuel lit­tle time where­in to think about pri­vate wor­ries. For Bé­da was vis­it­ed by many of his kin­dred, such as Mit­lan and Kali and Thrag­nar and Pwyll and Apepi and oth­er evil prin­ci­ples, who were per­pet­u­al­ly com­ing to the gray hut for fam­i­ly re­unions, and to re­hearse all but one of the two hun­dred and forty thou­sand spells of the Ca­puas. And it was at this time that Manuel got his first glimpse of Sclaug, with whom he had such fa­mous trou­bles lat­er.

			So sped the month of days that passed as years. Lit­tle is known as to what hap­pened in the gray hut, but that per­haps is a good thing. Dom Manuel nev­er talked about it. This much is known, that all day the clay head would be rov­ing about the world, car­ry­ing en­vi­ous re­ports, and de­vour­ing king­doms, and stir­ring up pa­tri­o­tism and re­form, and whis­per­ing malef­ic coun­sel, and bring­ing hurt and sor­row and de­spair and evil of ev­ery kind to men; and that in the evening, when at sun­set Pho­be­tor took over this lam­en­ta­ble work, Bé­da would re­turn con­tent­ed­ly to Dun Vlech­lan, for Manuel’s ser­vices and a well-earned night’s rest. On most evenings there was un­speak­able com­pa­ny, but none of these stayed overnight. And af­ter each night passed alone with Mis­ery, the morn­ing would find Manuel old­er look­ing.

			“I won­der, sir, at your cal­lous­ness, and at the cheery way in which you go about your dread­ful busi­ness,” said Manuel, once, af­ter he had just cleansed the drip­ping jaws.

			“Ah, but since I am all head and no heart, there­fore I can­not well pity the hu­man be­ings whom I pur­sue as a mat­ter of al­lot­ted du­ty.”

			“That seems plau­si­ble,” says Manuel, “and I per­ceive that if ap­pear­ances are to be trust­ed you are not per­son­al­ly to blame. Still, I can­not but won­der why the world of men should thus be giv­en over to Mis­ery if Koshchei the Death­less, who made all things as they are, has any care for men.”

			“As to what goes on over­head, Manuel, you must in­quire of oth­ers. There are per­sons in charge, I know, but they have nev­er yet per­mit­ted Mis­ery to en­ter in­to their high places, for I am not pop­u­lar with them, and that is the truth.”

			“I can un­der­stand that, but nev­er­the­less I won­der why Mis­ery should have been cre­at­ed to feed up­on mankind.”

			“Prob­a­bly the cows and sheep and chick­ens in your barn­yards, and the par­tridges and rab­bits in your snares, and even the gasp­ing fish up­on your hook, find time to won­der in the same way about you, Dom Manuel.”

			“Ah, but man is the high­er form of life—”

			“Grant­ing that re­mark­able as­sump­tion, and is any man above Mis­ery? So you see it is log­i­cal I should feed on you.”

			“Still, I be­lieve that the Mis­ery of earth was de­vised as a tri­al and a test­ing to fit us for some no­bler and eter­nal life here­after.”

			“Why in this world should you think that?” the head in­quired, with re­al in­ter­est.

			“Be­cause I have an im­mor­tal spir­it, sir, and—”

			“Dear me, but all this is very re­mark­able. Where is it, Manuel?”

			“It is in­side me some­where, sir.”

			“Come, then, let us have it out, for I am cu­ri­ous to see it.”

			“No, it can­not get out ex­act­ly, sir, un­til I am dead.”

			“But what use will it be to you then?” said Mis­ery: “and how can you, who have not ev­er been dead, be cer­tain as to what hap­pens when one is dead?”

			“Well, I have al­ways heard so, sir.”

			The head shook it­self du­bi­ous­ly. “Now from whom of the Léshy, I won­der, can you have been hear­ing such fan­tas­tic sto­ries? I am afraid some­body has been mak­ing fun of you, Manuel.”

			“Oh, no, sir, this is a tenet held by the wis­est and most ad­mirable of men.”

			“I see: it was some oth­er man who told you all these drol­leries about the eter­nal im­por­tance of mankind,” the head ob­served, with an un­ac­count­able slack­en­ing of in­ter­est. “I see: and again, you may no­tice that the cows and the sheep and the chick­ens, al­so, re­sent ex­tinc­tion stren­u­ous­ly.”

			“But these are crea­tures of the earth, sir, where­as there is about at any rate some per­sons a whiff of di­vin­i­ty. Come now, do you not find it so?”

			The head looked graver. “Yes, Manuel, most young peo­ple have in them a spark which is di­vine, but it is liv­ing that snuffs this out of all of you, by and large, with­out both­er­ing Grand­fa­ther Death to un­peel spir­its like ba­nanas. No, the most of you go with very lit­tle spir­it, if any, in­to the grave, and as­sured­ly with not enough spir­it to last you for­ev­er. No, Manuel, no, I nev­er quar­rel with re­li­gion, be­cause it is al­most the strong­est al­ly I have, but these re­li­gious no­tions rather dis­gust me some­times, for if men were im­mor­tal then Mis­ery would be im­mor­tal, and I could nev­er sur­vive that.”

			“Now you are talk­ing non­sense, sir,” said Manuel, stout­ly, “and of all sorts of non­sense cyn­i­cal non­sense is the worst.”

			“By no means,” replied the head, “since, plain­ly, it is far worse non­sense to as­sert that om­nipo­tence would in­sane­ly elect to pass eter­ni­ty with you hu­mans. No, Manuel, I am afraid that your queer the­o­ry, about your be­ing stuffed in­side with per­ma­nent ma­te­ri­al and so on, does not very plau­si­bly ac­count for ei­ther your ex­is­tence or mine, and that we both stay rid­dles with­out an­swers.”

			“Still, sir,” said Manuel, “inas­much as there is one thing on­ly which all death’s rav­ish­ings have nev­er tak­en from life, and that thing is the Mis­ery of earth—”

			“Your premise is in­dis­putable, but what do you de­duce from this?”

			Manuel smiled slow­ly and sleep­i­ly. “I de­duce, sir, that you, al­so, who have not ev­er been dead, can­not pos­si­bly be cer­tain as to what hap­pens when one is dead. And so I shall stick to my own opin­ion about the life to come.”

			“But your opin­ion is ab­surd, on the face of it.”

			“That may very well be, sir, but it is much more com­fort­able to live with than is your opin­ion, and liv­ing is my oc­cu­pa­tion just now. Dy­ing I shall at­tend to in its due turn, and, of the two, my opin­ion is the more pleas­ant to die with. There­after, if your opin­ion be right, I shall nev­er even know that my opin­ion was wrong: so that I have ev­ery­thing to gain, in the way of plea­sur­able an­tic­i­pa­tions any­how, and I have noth­ing what­ev­er to lose, by cling­ing to the fool­ish fond old faith which my fa­thers had be­fore me,” said Manuel, as stur­di­ly as ev­er.

			“Yes, but how in this world—?”

			“Ah, sir,” says Manuel, still smil­ing, “in this world men are nour­ished by their be­liefs; and it well may be that, yon­der al­so, their sus­te­nance is the same.”

			But at this mo­ment came Reeri (a lit­tle crim­son naked man, hav­ing the head of a mon­key) with his cock in one hand and his gnarled club in the oth­er. Nec­es­sar­i­ly the Blood De­mon’s ar­rival put an end to their talk­ing, for that turn.

		
	
		
			
				XXI

				Touch­ing Re­pay­ment

			
			So Count Manuel’s youth went out of him as he be­came more and more in­ti­mate with Mis­ery, and an at­tach­ment sprang up be­tween them, and the two took coun­sel as to all Manuel’s af­fairs. They of­ten talked of the roy­al ladies whom Manuel had loved and loved no longer.

			“For at one time,” Manuel ad­mit­ted, “I cer­tain­ly fan­cied my­self in love with the Princess Aliano­ra, and at an­oth­er time I was in love with Queen Frey­dis. And even now I like them well enough, but nei­ther of these roy­al ladies could make me for­get the slave girl Ni­afer whom I loved on Vraidex. Be­sides, the Princess and the Queen were fond of hav­ing their own way about ev­ery­thing, and they were bent on ham­per­ing me with pow­er and wealth and lofty sta­tion and such oth­er ob­sta­cles to the fol­low­ing of my own think­ing and my own de­sires. I could not en­dure the eter­nal ar­gu­ing this led to, which was al­ways re­mind­ing me, by con­trast, of the qui­et dear ways of Ni­afer and of the de­light I had in the ways of Ni­afer. So it seemed best for ev­ery­one con­cerned for me to break off with Frey­dis and Aliano­ra.”

			“As for these wom­en,” the head es­ti­mat­ed, “you may be for some rea­sons well rid of them. Yet this Aliano­ra has fine eyes and cer­tain pow­ers.”

			“She is a princess of the Ap­sarasas,” Manuel replied, “and there­fore she has pow­er over the but­ter­flies and the birds and the bats, and over all crea­tures of the air. I know, be­cause she has dis­closed to me some of the se­crets of the Ap­sarasas. But over her own tongue and tem­per the Princess Aliano­ra has no pow­er and no con­trol what­ev­er, and if I had mar­ried her she would have even­tu­al­ly pestered me in­to be­ing a king, and giv­ing my life over to pol­i­tics and the do­min­ion of men.”

			“This Frey­dis, too, has beau­ti­ful black hair—and cer­tain pow­ers—”

			“She was once Queen of Au­dela, and there­fore she re­tains pow­er over all fig­ures of earth. I know, be­cause she has dis­closed to me some of the se­crets of Au­dela. But the worst en­e­my of Frey­dis al­so goes in red, and is housed by the lit­tle white teeth of Frey­dis, for it was this en­e­my that be­trayed her: and if I had mar­ried her she would have coaxed me, by and by, in­to be­com­ing a great mak­er of im­ages, and giv­ing my life over to such arts.”

			Mis­ery said: “You have had love from these wom­en, you have gained pow­er and knowl­edge from these wom­en. There­fore you leave them, to run af­ter some oth­er wom­an who can give you no pow­er and knowl­edge, but on­ly a vast deal of trou­ble. It is not hero­ic, Manuel, but it is hu­man, and your rea­son­ing is well fit­ted to your time of life.”

			“It is true that I am young as yet, sir—”

			“No, not so very young, for my so­ci­ety is ma­tur­ing you, and al­ready you are fore­plan­ning and talk­ing the fol­lies of a man in mid­dle life.”

			“No mat­ter what my age may come to be, sir, I shall al­ways re­mem­ber that when I first set up as a cham­pi­on, and was new­ly come from liv­ing mod­est­ly in at­ten­dance up­on the miller’s pigs, I loved the slave girl Ni­afer. She died. I did not die. In­stead, I re­lin­quished Ni­afer to Grand­fa­ther Death, and at that price I pre­served my own life and pro­cured a recipe through which I have pros­pered un­be­liev­ably, so that I am to­day a no­ble­man with fine clothes and lack­eys, and with mead­ow­lands and cas­tles of my own, if on­ly I could ob­tain them. So I no longer go ragged at the el­bows, and roy­al ladies look up­on me fa­vor­ably, and I find them well enough. But the joy I took in Ni­afer is not to be found in any of these things.”

			“That too is an old hu­man sto­ry,” the head said, “and yours is a delu­sion that comes to most men in mid­dle life. How­ev­er, for a month of years you have served me faith­ful­ly, ex­cept for twice hav­ing failed to put enough ven­om in my soup, and for hav­ing for­got­ten to fetch in any ice that evening the Old Black One was here. Still, no­body is per­fect; your time of ser­vice is out; and I must re­pay you as need is. Will you have hap­pi­ness, then, and an eter­nal sev­er­ance be­tween you and me?”

			“I have seen but one hap­py per­son,” Manuel replied. “He sat in a dry ditch, dis­play­ing va­cant glit­ter­ing eyes, and straws were tan­gled in his hair, but Tom o’ Bed­lam was quite hap­py. No, it is not hap­pi­ness I de­sire.”

			The head re­peat­ed: “You have served me. I re­pay, as need is, with the pay­ment you de­mand. What is it you de­mand?”

			Dom Manuel said, “I de­mand that Ni­afer who was a slave girl, and is now a ghost in her pa­gan par­adise.”

			“Do you think, then, that to re­call the dead is pos­si­ble?”

			“You are cun­ning, sir, but I re­mem­ber what Frey­dis told me. Will you swear that Mis­ery can­not bring back the dead?”

			“Very will­ing­ly I will swear to it, up­on all the most au­then­tic relics in Chris­ten­dom.”

			“Ah, yes, but will you rest one of your cold hard point­ed ears against”—here Manuel whis­pered what he did not care to name aloud—“the while that you swear to it.”

			“Of course not,” Mis­ery an­swered, sul­len­ly: “since ev­ery trou­bled ghost that ev­er gib­bered and clanked chains would rise con­fronting me if I made such an oath. Yes, Manuel, I am able to bring back the dead, but pru­dence forces me to lie about my pow­er, be­cause to ex­er­cise that pow­er to the full would be well-nigh as ru­inous as the break­ing of that pump­kin. For there is on­ly one way to bring back the dead in flesh, and if I fol­low that way I shall lose my head as all the oth­ers have done.”

			“What is that to a lover?” says Manuel.

			The head sighed, and bit at its white lips. “An oath is an oath to the Léshy. There­fore do you, who are hu­man, now make prof­itable use of the knowl­edge and of the pow­er you get from those oth­er wom­en by break­ing oaths! And as you have served me, so will I serve you.”

			Manuel called black ea­gles to him, in the man­ner the Princess Aliano­ra had taught, and he sent them in­to all parts of the world for ev­ery sort of white earth. They obeyed the mag­ic of the Ap­sarasas, and from Britain they brought Dom Manuel the earth called leu­cargillon, and they brought gli­so­mar­ga from Enis­garth, and egle­co­pala from the Gal­lic prov­inces, and ar­gen­taria from Lacre Kai, and white earth of ev­ery de­scrip­tion from all parts of the world.

			Manuel made from this earth, as Queen Frey­dis had taught him how to do, the body of a wom­an. He fash­ioned the body pe­cu­liar­ly, in ac­cor­dance with the old Tuy­la mys­tery, and the body was as per­fect as Manuel could make it, in all ways save that it had no head.

			Then Manuel sent a gold-crest­ed wren in­to Provence: it en­tered through an up­per win­dow of the King’s mar­mo­re­al palace, and went in­to the Princess Aliano­ra’s cham­ber, and fetched hence a hand­ker­chief fig­ured with yel­low mul­ber­ries and wet with the tears which Aliano­ra had shed in her griev­ing for Manuel. And Dom Manuel sent al­so a fal­con, which re­turned to him with Queen Frey­dis’ hand­ker­chief. That was fig­ured with white fleurs-de-lis, and that too was drenched with tears.

			Where­upon, all be­ing in readi­ness, Mis­ery smiled crafti­ly, and said:

			“In the time that is passed I have over­thrown high kings and prophets, and sor­cer­ers al­so, as when Mis­ery half care­less­ly made sport of Mithri­dates and of Mer­lin and of Moses, in ways that bal­lad-singers still de­light to tell of. But with you, Dom Manuel, I shall deal oth­er­wise, and I shall dis­con­cert you by and by in a more qui­et fash­ion. Hoh, I must grap­ple care­ful­ly with your love for Ni­afer, as with an an­tag­o­nist who is not scrupu­lous, nor very sen­si­ble, but who is ex­ceed­ing­ly strong. For ob­serve: you ob­sti­nate­ly de­sire this per­ished hea­then wom­an, who in life, it well may be, was noth­ing re­mark­able. There­fore you have sought Mis­ery, you have dwelt for a month of years with ter­ror, you have sur­ren­dered youth, you are plan­ning to de­fy death, you are in­tent to rob the deep grave and to de­spoil par­adise. Tru­ly your love is great.”

			Manuel said on­ly, “An obli­ga­tion is up­on me, for the life of Ni­afer was giv­en to pre­serve my life.”

			“Now I, whom some call Bé­da, and oth­ers Kruchi­na, and whom for the present your love has con­quered—I it is, alone, who can ob­tain for you this wom­an, be­cause in the long run I over­come all things and per­sons. Life is my prov­ince, and the birth cry of ev­ery in­fant is an oath of al­le­giance to me. Thus I am over­lord where all serve willy-nil­ly ex­cept you, who have served of your own will. And as you have served me, so must I serve you.”

			Manuel said, “That is well.”

			“It is not so well as you think, for when you have this Ni­afer I shall re­turn to you in the ap­pear­ance of a light form­less cloud, and I shall rise about you, not sud­den­ly but a lit­tle by a lit­tle. So shall you see through me the wom­an for love of whom your liv­ing was once made high-heart­ed and fear­less, and for whose sake death was de­rid­ed, and par­adise was ran­sacked: and you will ask for­lorn­ly, ‘Was it for this?’ Through­out the or­der­ly, bus­ied, unim­por­tant hours that stretch be­tween your dress­ing for the day and your un­dress­ing for the night, you will be ask­ing this ques­tion se­cret­ly in your heart, while I pass ev­ery­whith­er with you in the ap­pear­ance of a light form­less cloud, and whis­per to you se­cret­ly.”

			“And what will you whis­per to me?”

			“Not any­thing which you will care to re­peat to any­body any­where. Oh, you will be able to en­dure it, and you will be con­tent, as hu­man con­tent­ment goes, and my tri­umph will not be pub­lic. But, none the less, I shall have over­thrown my present con­queror, and I shall have brought low the love which ter­ror and death did not af­fright, and which the laws of earth could not con­trol; and I, whom some call Bé­da, and oth­ers Kruchi­na, will very ter­ri­bly at­test that the ghost of out­lived and con­quered mis­ery is com­mon-sense.”

			“That is to­mor­row’s af­fair,” replied Dom Manuel “To­day there is an obli­ga­tion up­on me, and my deal­ings are with to­day.”

			Then Manuel bound the clay head of Mis­ery in the two hand­ker­chiefs which were wet with the tears of Aliano­ra and of Frey­dis. When the cock had crowed three times, Dom Manuel un­bound the head, and it was on­ly a shape­less mass of white clay, be­cause of the tears of Frey­dis and Aliano­ra.

			Manuel mod­eled in this clay, to the best of his abil­i­ty, the head of Ni­afer, as he re­mem­bered her when they had loved each oth­er up­on Vraidex: and af­ter the white head was fin­ished he fit­ted it to the body which he had made from the oth­er kinds of white earth. Dom Manuel robed this body in brown drugget such as Ni­afer had been used to wear in and about the kitchen at Ar­naye, and he did the oth­er things that were req­ui­site, for this was the day of All Saints when noth­ing sa­cred ought to be ne­glect­ed.

		
	
		
			
				XXII

				Re­turn of Ni­afer

			
			Now the tale tells how Dom Manuel sat at the feet of the im­age and played up­on a fla­geo­let. There was wiz­ardry in the mu­sic, Dom Manuel said af­ter­ward, for he de­clared that it evoked in him a vi­sion and a rest­less dream­ing that fol­lowed af­ter Mis­ery.

			So this dream­ing showed that when Mis­ery was dis­pos­sessed of the earth he en­tered (be­cause Mis­ery is unchris­tian) in­to the par­adise of the pa­gans, where Ni­afer, dead now for some­thing over a year, went rest­less­ly in bliss: and Mis­ery came short­ly af­ter­ward to Ni­afer, and talked with her in a thin lit­tle voice. She lis­tened will­ing­ly to this talk of Manuel and of the ad­ven­tures which Ni­afer had shared with Manuel: and now that she re­mem­bered Manuel, and his clear young face and bright un­equal eyes and his strong arms, she could no longer be even mod­er­ate­ly con­tent in the par­adise of the pa­gans.

			There­after Mis­ery went about the hea­thens’ par­adise in the ap­pear­ance of a light form­less cloud. And the fields of this par­adise seemed less green, the air be­came less pure and balmy, and the sky less ra­di­ant, and the wa­ters of the par­adis­al riv­er Eri­danus grew mud­dy. The po­ets be­came tired of hear­ing one an­oth­er re­cite, the he­roes lost de­light in their wrestling and char­i­ot rac­ing and in their ex­er­cis­es with the spear and the bow. “How can any­body ex­pect us to waste eter­ni­ty with recre­ations which are on­ly fit­ted to waste time?” they de­mand­ed.

			And the love­ly ladies be­gan to find the hand­some lovers with whom they wan­dered hand in hand through nev­er-fad­ing groves of myr­tle, and with whom they were for­ev­er re­unit­ed, rather te­dious com­pan­ions.

			“I love you,” said the lovers.

			“You have been telling me that for twelve cen­turies,” replied the ladies, yawn­ing, “and too much of any­thing is enough.”

			“Up­on my body, I think so too,” de­clared the lovers. “I said it on­ly out of po­lite­ness and force of habit, and I can as­sure you I am as tired of this lack­adaisi­cal id­io­cy as you are.”

			So ev­ery­thing was at six­es and sev­ens in this par­adise: and when the mis­chief-mak­er was de­tect­ed, the blessed held a meet­ing, for it was now the day of All Souls, on which the dead have priv­i­lege.

			“We must pre­serve ap­pear­ances,” said these dead pa­gans, “and can have on­ly hap­py-look­ing per­sons here­abouts, for oth­er­wise our par­adise will get a poor name, and the re­li­gion of our fa­thers will fall in­to dis­re­pute.”

			Then they thrust Mis­ery, and Ni­afer al­so, out of the pa­gan par­adise, be­cause Mis­ery clung to Ni­afer in the ap­pear­ance of a light form­less cloud, and there was no sep­a­rat­ing the two.

			These two turned earth­ward to­geth­er, and came to the riv­er of sweat called Rigjon. Ni­afer said to the fiery an­gel San­dal­fon that guards the bridge there, “The Mis­ery of earth is with me.”

			San­dal­fon saw that this was so, and an­swered, “My fires can­not con­sume the Mis­ery of earth.”

			They came to Hadarniel, the noisy an­gel whose, whis­per­ing is the thun­der. Ni­afer said, “The Mis­ery of earth is with me.”

			Hadarniel replied, “Be­fore the Mis­ery of earth I am silent.”

			They came to Ke­muel and his twelve thou­sand an­gels of de­struc­tion that guard the out­er­most gate­way. Ni­afer said, “The Mis­ery of earth is with me.”

			Ke­muel an­swered, “I ru­in and make an end of all things else, but for the Mis­ery of earth I have con­trived no end­ing.”

			So Mis­ery and Ni­afer passed all the warders of this par­adise: and in a dim coun­try on the world’s rim the blend­ed spir­it of Mis­ery and the ghost of Ni­afer rose through a hole in the ground, like an im­pon­der­able va­por. They dis­sev­ered each from the oth­er in a gray place over­grown with poplars, and Mis­ery cried farewell to Ni­afer.

			“And very hearti­ly do I thank you for your kind­ness, now that we part, and now that, it may be, I shall not ev­er see you again,” said Ni­afer, po­lite­ly.

			Mis­ery replied:

			“Take no fear for not see­ing me again, now that you are about once more to be­come hu­man. Cer­tain­ly, Ni­afer, I must leave you for a lit­tle while, but cer­tain­ly I shall re­turn. There will first be for you much kiss­ing and soft laugh­ter, and the qui­et hap­py or­der­ing of your home, and the heart-shak­ing won­der of the child who is nei­ther you nor Manuel, but both of you, and whose life was not ev­er seen be­fore on earth: and life will bur­geon with white mir­a­cles, and ev­ery blos­som you will take to be eter­nal. Laugh­ing, you will say of sor­row, ‘What is it?’ And I, whom some call Bé­da, and oth­ers call Kruchi­na, shall be mon­strous­ly amused by this.

			“Then your see­ing will have my help, and you will ob­serve that Manuel is very much like oth­er per­sons. He will be used to hav­ing you about, and you him, and that will be the sor­ry bond be­tween you. The chil­dren that have reft their flesh from your flesh ruth­less­ly, and that have de­rived their liv­ing from your glad an­guish, each day will, be ap­pear­ing a lit­tle less in­ti­mate­ly yours, un­til these chil­dren find their mates. There­after you will be a tol­er­at­ed in­trud­er in­to these chil­dren’s dai­ly liv­ing, and no­body any­where will do more than con­done your com­ing: you will weep se­cret­ly: and I, whom some call Bé­da, and oth­ers call Kruchi­na, shall be mon­strous­ly amused by this.

			“Then I shall cer­tain­ly re­turn to you, when your tears are dried, and when you no longer be­lieve what young Ni­afer once be­lieved; and when, re­mem­ber­ing young Ni­afer’s de­sires and her in­ten­tions as to the dis­pos­al of her life, you will shrug with­ered shoul­ders. To go on liv­ing will re­main de­sir­able. The di­lap­i­da­tions of life will no longer move you deeply. Shrug­ging, you will say of sor­row, ‘What is it?’ for you will know grief al­so to be im­per­ma­nent. And your in­abil­i­ty to be quite mis­er­able any more will as­sure you that your go­ings are at­tend­ed by the ghost of out­lived and con­quered mis­ery: and I, whom some call Bé­da, and oth­ers call Kruchi­na, shall be mon­strous­ly amused by this.”

			Said Ni­afer, im­pa­tient­ly, “Do you in­tend to keep me here for­ev­er un­der these dark twin­kling trees, with your thin lit­tle talk­ing, while Manuel stays un­hap­py through his want of me?”

			And Mis­ery an­swered noth­ing as he de­part­ed from Ni­afer, for a sea­son.

			Such were the hap­pen­ings in the vi­sion wit­nessed by Dom Manuel (as Dom Manuel af­ter­ward de­clared) while he sat play­ing up­on the fla­geo­let.

		
	
		
			
				XXIII

				Manuel Gets His De­sire

			
			Now the tale tells that all this while, near the gray hut in Dun Vlech­lan, the earth­en im­age of Ni­afer lay dry­ing out in the No­vem­ber sun; and that gray Dom Manuel—no longer the florid boy who had come in­to Dun Vlech­lan—sat at the feet of the im­age, and played up­on a fla­geo­let the air which Suskind had taught him, and with which he had been used to call young Suskind from her twilit places when Manuel was a peas­ant tend­ing swine. Now Manuel was an ag­ing no­ble­man, and Ni­afer was now a home­less ghost, but the tune had pow­er over them, none the less, for its bur­den was young love and the high-heart­ed time of youth; so that the melody which once had sum­moned Suskind from her low red-pil­lared palace in the doubt­ful twi­light, now sum­moned Ni­afer re­sist­less­ly from par­adise, as Manuel thrifti­ly made use of the odds and ends which he had learned from three wom­en to win him a fourth wom­an.

			The spir­it of Ni­afer en­tered at the mouth of the im­age. In­stant­ly the head sneezed, and said, “I am un­hap­py.” But Manuel kept on play­ing. The spir­it de­scend­ed fur­ther, bring­ing life to the lungs and the bel­ly, so that the im­age then cried, “I am hun­gry.” But Manuel kept on play­ing. So the soul was drawn fur­ther and fur­ther, un­til Manuel saw that the white im­age had tak­en on the col­ors of flesh, and was mov­ing its toes in time to his play­ing; and so knew that the en­tire body was in­formed with life.

			He cast down the fla­geo­let, and touched the breast of the im­age with the an­cient for­mal ges­tures of the old Tuy­la mys­tery, and he sealed the mouth of the im­age with a kiss, so that the spir­it of Ni­afer was im­pris­oned in the im­age which Manuel had made. Un­der his lips the lips which had been Mis­ery’s cried, “I love.” And Ni­afer rose, a liv­ing girl just such as Manuel had re­mem­bered for more than a whole year: but with that kiss all mem­o­ries of par­adise and all the traits of an­gel­hood de­part­ed from her.

			“Well, well, dear snip,” said Manuel, the first thing of all, “now it is cer­tain­ly a com­fort to have you back again.”

			Ni­afer, even in the rap­ture of her hap­pi­ness, found this an unim­pas­sioned greet­ing from one who had gone to un­usu­al lengths to re­cov­er her com­pan­ion­ship. Star­ing, she saw that Manuel had all the marks of a man in mid­dle life, and spoke as be­came ap­pear­ances. For it was at the price of his youth that Manuel had re­cov­ered the wom­an whom his youth de­sired: and Mis­ery had sub­tly evened mat­ters by award­ing an ag­ing man the wom­an for whose sake a lad had fear­less­ly served Mis­ery. There was no longer any such lad, for the con­quered had de­stroyed the con­queror.

			Then, af­ter a mo­ment’s con­sid­er­a­tion of this tall gray stranger, Ni­afer al­so looked graver and old­er. Ni­afer asked for a mir­ror: and Manuel had none.

			“Now but cer­tain­ly I must know at once just how faith­ful­ly you have re­mem­bered me,” says Ni­afer.

			He led the way in­to the naked and des­o­late No­vem­ber for­est, and they came to the steel-col­ored Wolflake hard by the gray hut: and Ni­afer found she was limp­ing, for Manuel had not got her legs quite right, so that for the rest of her sec­ond life she was lame. Then Ni­afer gazed for a minute, or it might be for two min­utes, at her re­flec­tion in the deep cold wa­ters of the Wolflake.

			“Is this as near as you have come to re­mem­ber­ing me, my dear­est!” she said, de­ject­ed­ly, as she looked down at Manuel’s no­tion of her face. For the ap­pear­ance which Ni­afer now wore she found to be very lit­tle like that which Ni­afer re­mem­bered as hav­ing been hers, in days where­in she had been tol­er­a­bly fa­mil­iar with the La­dy Gisèle’s mir­rors; and it was a grief to Ni­afer to see how ut­ter­ly the dear­est dead go out of mind in no long while.

			“I have for­got­ten not one line or curve of your fea­tures,” says Manuel, stout­ly, “in all these months, nor in any of these last days that have passed as years. And when my love spurred me to make your im­age, Ni­afer, my love loaned me un­wont­ed cun­ning. Even by or­di­nary, they tell me, I have some skill at mak­ing im­ages: and while not for a mo­ment would I seem to boast of that skill, and not for worlds would I an­noy you by re­peat­ing any of the com­pli­men­ta­ry things which have been said about my im­ages—by per­sons some­what more ap­pre­cia­tive, my dear, of the toil and care that goes to work of this sort—I cer­tain­ly think that in this in­stance no­body has fair rea­son to com­plain.”

			She looked at his face now: and she not­ed what the month of liv­ing with Bé­da, with whom a day is as a year, had done to the boy’s face which she re­mem­bered. Count Manuel’s face was of re­mod­eled stuff: youth had gone out of it, and the month of years had etched wrin­kles in it, suc­cess had hard­ened and cau­tion had pinched and self-com­pla­cen­cy had kissed it. And Ni­afer sighed again, as they sat re­unit­ed un­der leaf­less trees by the steel-col­ored Wolflake.

			“There is no cir­cum­vent­ing time and death, then, af­ter all,” said Ni­afer, “for nei­ther of us is now the per­son that as­cend­ed Vraidex. No mat­ter: I love you, Manuel, and I am con­tent with what re­mains of you: and if the body you have giv­en me is to your will it is to my will.”

			But now three ras­cal­ly tall ragged fel­lows, each blind in one eye, and each hav­ing a thin peaked beard, came in­to the open­ing be­fore the gray hut, tram­pling the dead leaves there as they shout­ed for Mimir. “Come out!” they cried: “come out, you mis­er­able Mir­mir, and face those three whom you have wronged!”

			Dom Manuel rose from the bank of the Wolflake, and went to­ward the shouters. “There is no Mimir,” he told them, “in Dun Vlech­lan, or not at least in this pe­cu­liar­ly ir­ra­tional part of the for­est.”

			“You lie,” they said, “for even though you have hitched a body to your head we rec­og­nize you.” They looked at Ni­afer, and all three laughed cru­el­ly. “Was it for this hunched, drag­gled, mud-faced wench that you left us, you squint­ing old vil­lain? And have you so soon for­got­ten the vint­ner’s par­lor at Neogréant, and what you did with the gold plates?”

			“No, I have not for­got­ten these things, for I nev­er knew any­thing about them,” said Manuel.

			Said one of the knaves, twirling fierce­ly his mous­ta­chios: “Hah, shame­less Mimir, do you look at me, who have known you and your blind son Orian­der, too, to be un­blush­ing knaves for these nine cen­turies! Now, I sup­pose, you will be deny­ing the af­fair of the squir­rel al­so?”

			“Oh, be off with your non­sense!” says Manuel, “for I have not yet had twen­ty-two years of liv­ing, and I nev­er saw you be­fore, and I hope nev­er to see you again.”

			But they all set up­on him with cut­lass­es, so there was noth­ing re­main­ing save to have out his sword and fight. And when each of these one-eyed per­sons had van­ished cu­ri­ous­ly un­der his death-wound, Manuel told Ni­afer it was a com­fort to find that the month of years had left him a fair swords­man for all that his youth was gone; and that he thought they had bet­ter be leav­ing this part of the high woods of Dun Vlech­lan, where­in un­ac­count­able things took place, and all per­sons be­haved un­rea­son­ably.

			“Were these wood-spir­its un­rea­son­able,” asks Ni­afer, “in say­ing that the coun­te­nance and the body you have giv­en me are ug­ly?”

			“My dear,” replied Manuel, “it was their say­ing that which made me try to avoid the con­flict, be­cause it does not look well, not even in deal­ing with demons, to in­jure the in­sane.”

			“Manuel, and can it be you who are con­sid­er­ing ap­pear­ances?”

			Dom Manuel said grave­ly: “My deal­ings with Mis­ery and with Mis­ery’s kin­dred have taught me many things which I shall nev­er for­get nor very will­ing­ly talk about. One of these teach­ings, though, is that in most af­fairs there is a mid­dle road on which there is lit­tle traf­fic and com­par­a­tive­ly easy go­ing. I must tell you that the com­pa­ny I have been in re­quired a great deal of hu­mor­ing, for of course it is not safe to tri­fle with any evil prin­ci­ple. No, no, one need not ab­so­lute­ly and open­ly de­fy con­ven­tion, I per­ceive, in or­der to fol­low af­ter one’s own think­ing,” says Manuel, shrewd­ly, and wag­gling a gray beard.

			“I am so glad you have learned that at last! At least, I sup­pose, I am glad,” said Ni­afer, a lit­tle wist­ful­ly, as she re­called young Manuel of the high head.

			“But, as I was say­ing, I now es­ti­mate that these tat­tered per­sons who would have pre­vent­ed my leav­ing, as well as the red fel­low that would have hin­dered my en­ter­ing, this pe­cu­liar­ly ir­ra­tional part of the for­est, were spir­i­tu­al in­trud­ers in­to Mis­ery’s do­main whom Mis­ery had driv­en out of their wits. No, Ni­afer, I voice no crit­i­cism, be­cause with us two this Mis­ery of earth, whom some call Bé­da, and oth­ers Kruchi­na, has dealt very hand­some­ly. It trou­bles me to sus­pect that he was al­so called Mimir; but of this we need not speak, be­cause a thing done has an end, even a killed grand­fa­ther. Nev­er­the­less, I think that Dun Vlech­lan is un­whole­some, and I am of the opin­ion that you and I will be more com­fort­able else­where.”

			“But must we go back to look­ing af­ter pigs, dear Manuel, or are you now too old for that?”

			Dom Manuel smiled, and you saw that he re­tained at least his for­mer lord­li­ness. “No, now that ev­ery obli­ga­tion is lift­ed, and we are re­unit­ed, dear snip, I can at last go trav­el­ing ev­ery­whith­er, so that I may see the ends of this world and judge them. And we will do what­ev­er else we choose, for, as I must tell you, I am now a no­ble­man with lack­eys and mead­ow­lands and cas­tles of my own, if on­ly I could ob­tain pos­ses­sion of them.”

			“This is ex­cel­lent hear­ing,” said Ni­afer, “and much bet­ter than pig-steal­ing, and I am glad that the world has had sense enough to ap­pre­ci­ate you, Manuel, and you it. And we will have ru­bies in my coro­net, be­cause I al­ways fan­cied them. Now do you tell me how it all hap­pened, and what I am to be called count­ess of. And we will talk about that trav­el­ing lat­er, for I have al­ready trav­eled a great dis­tance to­day, but we must cer­tain­ly have ru­bies.”

		
	
		
			
				XXIV

				Three Wom­en

			
			So Manuel put on his ar­mor, and with Manuel telling as much as he thought wise of the ad­ven­tures which he had en­coun­tered while Ni­afer was dead, they left this pe­cu­liar­ly ir­ra­tional part of the for­est, and fared out of the ru­ined No­vem­ber woods; and present­ly, in those bar­ren fields that de­scend to­ward the sand dunes of Quen­tavic, came face to face with Queen Frey­dis and the Princess Aliano­ra, where these two roy­al ladies and many oth­er fine peo­ple rode to­ward the coast.

			Aliano­ra went mag­nif­i­cent­ly this morn­ing, on a white horse, and wear­ing a kir­tle of change­able green like the sea’s green in sun­light: her gold­en hair was bound with a gold front­let where­in were emer­alds. Frey­dis, dark and state­ly, was in crim­son em­broi­dered with small gold stars and ink-horns: a hood­ed fal­con sat on her gloved wrist.

			Now Frey­dis and Aliano­ra stared at the swarthy, flat-faced, limp­ing peas­ant girl in brown drugget that was with Count Manuel. Then Aliano­ra stared at Frey­dis.

			“Is it for this dingy crip­ple,” says Aliano­ra, with her proud fine face all won­der, “that Dom Manuel has for­sak­en us and has put off his youth? Why, the girl is out and out ug­ly!”

			“Our case is none the bet­ter for that,” replied Frey­dis, the wise Queen, whose gaz­ing rest­ed not up­on Ni­afer but on Manuel.

			“Who are those dis­rep­utable look­ing, bold­faced crea­tures that are mak­ing eyes at you?” says Ni­afer.

			And Manuel, mar­veling to meet these two sor­cer­ess­es to­geth­er, replied, as he civil­ly salut­ed them from a lit­tle dis­tance, “Two roy­al ladies, who would be well enough were it not for their fond­ness for hav­ing their own way.”

			“And I sup­pose you think them hand­some!”

			“Yes, Ni­afer, I find them very beau­ti­ful. But af­ter look­ing at them with aes­thet­ic plea­sure, my gaze re­turns ador­ing­ly to the face I have cre­at­ed as I willed, and to the qui­et love of my youth, and I have no oc­ca­sion to be think­ing of queens and princess­es. In­stead, I give thanks in my heart that I am far­ing con­tent­ed­ly to­ward the near­est priest with the one wom­an in the world who to my find­ing is de­sir­able and love­ly.”

			“It is very sweet of you to say that, Manuel, and I am sure I hope you are telling the truth, but my faith would be greater if you had not rat­tled it off so glibly.”

			Then Aliano­ra said: “Greet­ings, and for the while farewell, to you, Count Manuel! For all we ride to Quen­tavic, and thence I am pass­ing over in­to Eng­land to mar­ry the King of that is­land.”

			“Now, but there is a lucky monarch for you!” says Manuel, po­lite­ly. He looked at Frey­dis, who had put off im­mor­tal­i­ty for his kiss­es, and whom he had de­sert­ed to fol­low af­ter his own think­ing: these re-en­coun­ters are al­ways awk­ward, and Dom Manuel fid­get­ed a lit­tle. He asked her, “And do you al­so go in­to Eng­land?”

			She told him very qui­et­ly, no, that she was on­ly go­ing to the coast, to con­sult with three or four of the wa­ter-demons about en­chant­ing one of the Red Is­lands, and about mak­ing her home there. She had vir­tu­al­ly de­cid­ed, she told him, to put a spell up­on Sar­gyll, as it seemed the most de­sir­able of these is­lands from what she could hear, but she must first see the place. Queen Frey­dis looked at him with rather em­bar­rass­ing in­tent­ness all the while, but she spoke quite calm­ly.

			“Yes, yes,” Dom Manuel said, cor­dial­ly, “I dare say you will be very com­fort­able there, and I am sure I hope so. But I did not know that you two ladies were ac­quaint­ed.”

			“In­deed, our af­fairs are not your af­fairs,” says Frey­dis, “any longer. And what does it mat­ter, on this No­vem­ber day which has a thin sun­light and no heat at all in it? No, that girl yon­der has to­day. But Aliano­ra and I had each her yes­ter­day; and it may be the one or it may be the oth­er of us three who will have to­mor­row, and it may be al­so that the dis­pos­al of that to­mor­row will be re­mark­able.”

			“Very cer­tain­ly,” de­clared Aliano­ra, with that slow, love­ly, tran­quil smile of hers, “I shall have my por­tion of to­mor­row. I would have made you a king, and by and by the most pow­er­ful of all kings, but you fol­lowed af­ter your own think­ing, and cared more for mess­ing in wet mud than for a throne. Still, this non­sense of yours has con­vert­ed you in­to a rather dis­tin­guished look­ing old gen­tle­man, so when I need you I shall sum­mon you, with the to­ken that we know of, Dom Manuel, and then do you come post-haste!”

			Frey­dis said: “I would have made you the great­est of im­age-mak­ers; but you fol­lowed af­ter your own think­ing, and in­stead of cre­at­ing new and god­like be­ings you pre­ferred to res­ur­rect a dead ser­vant girl. Nev­er­the­less, do I bid you be­ware of the one liv­ing im­age you made, for it still lives and it alone you can­not ev­er shut out from your barred heart, Dom Manuel: and nev­er­the­less, do I bid you come to me, Dom Manuel, when you need me.”

			Manuel replied, “I shall al­ways obey both of you.” Ni­afer through­out this while said noth­ing at all. But she had her pri­vate thoughts, to the ef­fect that nei­ther of these high-and-mighty trol­lops was in re­al­i­ty the per­son whom hence­for­ward Dom Manuel was go­ing to obey.

			So the horns sound­ed. The gay cav­al­cade rode on, to­ward Quen­tavic. And as they went young Os­mund Heleigh (Lord Bru­denel’s son) asked for the gal­lant King of Navarre, “But who, sire, was that time-bat­tered gray vagabond, with the tar­nished sil­ver stal­lion up­on his shield and the mud-col­ored crip­ple at his side, that our Queens should be stop­ping for any con­fer­ence with him?”

			King Thibaut said it was the fa­mous Dom Manuel of Poictesme, who had put away his youth for the sake of the girl that was with him.

			“Then is the old man a fool on ev­ery count,” de­clared Mes­sire Heleigh, sigh­ing, “for I have heard of his ear­li­er an­tics in Provence, and no love­li­er la­dy breathes than Dame Aliano­ra.”

			“I con­sid­er Queen Frey­dis to be the hand­somer of the two,” replied Thibaut, “but cer­tain­ly there is no com­par­ing ei­ther of these in­es­timable ladies with Dom Manuel’s swarthy drab.”

			“She is per­haps some witch whose mag­ic is more ter­ri­ble than their mag­ic, and has be­sot­ted this ru­ined cham­pi­on?”

			“It is ei­ther en­chant­ment or id­io­cy, un­less in­deed it be some­thing far high­er than ei­ther.” King Thibaut looked grave, then shrugged. “Oy Dieus! even so, Queen Frey­dis is the more to my taste.”

			Thus speak­ing, the young King spurred his bay horse to­ward Queen Frey­dis (from whom he got his ru­in a lit­tle lat­er), and all Aliano­ra’s ret­inue went west­ward, very roy­al­ly, while Manuel and Ni­afer trudged east. Much col­or and much laugh­ter went one way, but the oth­er way went con­tent­ment, for that while.
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				“Soe Manuel made all the God­des that we call mamettes and ydolles, that were sett ouer the Subiec­tion of his lyfe tyme: and eu­ery of the god­des that Manuel wolde carue toile­somelie hadde in hys Bod­ie a Blem­mishe; and in the my­dle of the godes made he one god of the Philistines.”

			

		
	
		
			
				XXV

				Af­fairs in Poictesme

			
			They of Poictesme nar­rate how Manuel and Ni­afer trav­eled east a lit­tle way and then turned to­ward the warm South; and how they found a priest to mar­ry them, and how Manuel con­fis­cat­ed two hors­es. They tell al­so how Manuel vic­to­ri­ous­ly en­coun­tered a rather ter­ri­ble drag­on at La Flèche, and near Or­thez had trou­ble with a Groach, whom he con­quered and im­pris­oned in a leather bot­tle, but they say that oth­er­wise the jour­ney was un­event­ful.

			“And now that ev­ery obli­ga­tion is lift­ed, and we are re­unit­ed, my dear Ni­afer,” says Manuel, as they sat rest­ing af­ter his fight with the drag­on, “we will, I re­peat, be trav­el­ing ev­ery whith­er, so that we may see the ends of this world and may judge them.”

			“Dear­est,” replied Ni­afer, “I have been think­ing about that, and I am sure it would be de­light­ful, if on­ly peo­ple were not so per­fect­ly hor­rid.”

			“What do you mean, dear snip?”

			“You see, Manuel, now that you have fetched me back from par­adise, peo­ple will be say­ing you ought to give me, in ex­change for the abodes of bliss from which I have been sum­moned, at least a fair­ly com­fort­able and per­ma­nent ter­res­tri­al res­i­dence. Yes, dear­est, you know what peo­ple are, and the evil-mind­ed will be on­ly too de­light­ed to be say­ing ev­ery­where that you are ne­glect­ing an ob­vi­ous du­ty if you go wan­der­ing off to see and judge the ends of this world, with which, af­ter all, you have re­al­ly no es­pe­cial con­cern.”

			“Oh, well, and if they do?” says Manuel, shrug­ging lordi­ly. “There is no hurt in talk­ing.”

			“Yes, Manuel, but such shift­less wan­der­ing, in­to un­com­fort­able places that no­body ev­er heard of, would have that ap­pear­ance. Now there is noth­ing I would more thor­ough­ly en­joy then to go trav­el­ing about at ad­ven­ture with you, and to be a count­ess means noth­ing what­ev­er to me. I am sure I do not in the least care to live in a palace of my own, and be both­ered with fine clothes and the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty of look­ing af­ter my ru­bies, and with ser­vants and par­ties ev­ery day. But you see, dar­ling, I sim­ply could not bear to have peo­ple think­ing ill of my dear hus­band, and so, rather than have that hap­pen, I am will­ing to put up with these things.”

			“Oh, oh!” says Manuel, and he be­gan pulling vexed­ly at his lit­tle gray beard, “and does one obli­ga­tion beget an­oth­er as fast as this! Now what­ev­er would you have me do?”

			“Ob­vi­ous­ly, you must get troops from King Fer­di­nand, and drive that aw­ful As­mund out of Poictesme.”

			“Dear me!” says Manuel, “but what a sim­ple mat­ter you make of it! Shall I at­tend to it this af­ter­noon?”

			“Now, Manuel, you speak with­out think­ing, for you could not pos­si­bly re­con­quer all Poictesme this af­ter­noon—.”

			“Oh!” says Manuel.

			“No, not sin­gle-hand­ed, my dar­ling. You would first have to get troops to help you, both horse and foot.”

			“My dear­est, I on­ly meant—”

			“—Even then, it will prob­a­bly take quite a while to kill off all the North­men.”

			“Ni­afer, will you let me ex­plain—”

			“—Be­sides, you are miles away from Poictesme. You could not even man­age to get there this af­ter­noon.”

			Manuel put his hand over her mouth. “Ni­afer, when I spoke of sub­ju­gat­ing Poictesme this af­ter­noon I was at­tempt­ing a mild joke. I will nev­er any more at­tempt light irony in your pres­ence, for I per­ceive that you do not ap­pre­ci­ate my hu­mor. Mean­while I re­peat to you, No, no, a thou­sand times, no! To be called Count of Poictesme sounds well, it strokes the hear­ing: but I will not be set to root and veg­e­tate in a few hun­dred spade­fuls of dirt. No, for I have but one life­time here, and in that life­time I mean to see this world and all the ends of this world, that I may judge them. And I,” he con­clud­ed, de­ci­sive­ly, “am Manuel, who fol­low af­ter my own think­ing and my own de­sire.”

			Ni­afer be­gan to weep. “I sim­ply can­not bear to think of what peo­ple will say of you.”

			“Come, come, my dear,” says Manuel, “this is pre­pos­ter­ous.”

			Ni­afer wept.

			“You will on­ly end by mak­ing your­self ill!” says Manuel.

			Ni­afer con­tin­ued to weep.

			“My mind is quite made up,” says Manuel, “so what, in God’s name, is the good of this?”

			Ni­afer now wept more and more bro­ken-heart­ed­ly. And the big cham­pi­on sat look­ing at her, and his broad shoul­ders re­laxed. He vi­cious­ly kicked at the heavy glis­ten­ing green head of the drag­on, still bleed­ing uglily there at his feet, but that did no good what­ev­er. The drag­on-queller was beat­en. He could do noth­ing against such mois­ture, his res­o­lu­tion was damp­ened and his in­de­pen­dence was washed away by this salt flood. And they say too that, now his youth was gone, Dom Manuel be­gan to think of quiet­ness and of soft liv­ing more re­signed­ly than he ac­knowl­edged.

			“Very well, then,” Manuel says, by and by, “let us cross the Loir, and ride south to look for our in­fer­nal coro­net with the ru­bies in it, and for your ser­vants, and for some of your palaces.”

			So in the Christ­mas hol­i­days they bring a tall burly squint­ing gray-haired war­rior to King Fer­di­nand, in a lemon grove be­hind the roy­al palace. Here the saint­ed King, du­ly equipped with his ha­lo and his goose-feath­er, was used to per­form the less­er mir­a­cles on Wednes­days and Sat­ur­days.

			The King was de­light­ed by the change in Manuel’s looks, and said that ex­pe­ri­ence and ma­tu­ri­ty were fine things to be sug­gest­ed by the ap­pear­ance of a no­ble­man in Manuel’s po­si­tion. But, a pest! as for giv­ing him any troops with which to con­quer Poictesme, that was quite an­oth­er mat­ter. The King need­ed his own sol­diers for his own ends, which ne­ces­si­tat­ed the im­me­di­ate cap­ture of Cor­do­va. Mean­while here were the Prince de Gâti­nais and the Mar­quess di Paz, who al­so had come with this in­sane re­quest, the one for sol­diers to help him against the Philistines, and the oth­er against the Cata­lans.

			“Ev­ery­body to whom I ev­er grant­ed a fief seems to need troops nowa­days,” the King grum­bled, “and if any one of you had any judg­ment what­ev­er you would have re­tained your lands once they were giv­en you.”

			“Our de­fi­cien­cies, sire,” says the young Prince de Gâti­nais, with con­sid­er­able spir­it, “have not been al­to­geth­er in judg­ment, but rather in the sup­port af­ford­ed us by our liege-lord.”

			This was per­fect­ly true; but inas­much as such blunt truths are not usu­al­ly flung at a king and a saint, now Fer­di­nand’s thin brows went up.

			“Do you think so?” said the King. “We must see about it. What is that, for ex­am­ple?”

			He point­ed to the pool by which the lemon-trees were wa­tered, and the Prince glanced at the yel­low ob­ject afloat in this pool. “Sire,” said de Gâti­nais, “it is a lemon which has fall­en from one of the trees.”

			“So you judge it to be a lemon. And what do you make of it, di Paz?” the King in­quired.

			The Mar­quess was a states­man who took few chances. He walked to the edge of the pool, and looked at the thing be­fore com­mit­ting him­self: and he came back smil­ing. “Ah, sire, you have in­deed con­trived a cun­ning ser­mon against hasty judg­ment, for, while the tree is a lemon-tree, the thing that floats be­neath it is an or­ange.”

			“So you, Mar­quess, judge it to be an or­ange. And what do you make of it, Count of Poictesme?” the King asks now.

			If di Paz took few chances, Manuel took none at all. He wad­ed in­to the pool, and fetched out the thing which float­ed there. “King,” says big Dom Manuel, sage­ly blink­ing his bright pale eyes, “it is the half of an or­ange.”

			Said the King: “Here is a man who is not light­ly de­ceived by the vain shows of this world, and who val­ues truth more than dry shoes. Count Manuel, you shall have your troops, and you oth­ers must wait un­til you have ac­quired Count Manuel’s pow­ers of judg­ment, which, let me tell you, are more valu­able than any fief I have to give.”

			So when the spring had opened, Manuel went in­to Poictesme at the head of a very cred­itable army, and Dom Manuel sum­moned Duke As­mund to sur­ren­der all that coun­try. As­mund, who was ha­bit­u­al­ly peev­ish un­der the puck­er­el curse, re­fused with op­pro­bri­ous ep­i­thets, and the fight­ing be­gan.

			Manuel had, of course, no knowl­edge of gen­er­al­ship, but King Fer­di­nand sent the Conde de To­hil Va­ca as Manuel’s lieu­tenant. Manuel now fig­ured im­pos­ing­ly in jew­eled ar­mor, and the sight of his shield bear­ing the ram­pant stal­lion and the mot­to Mundus vult de­cipi be­came in bat­tle a sig­nal for the more pru­dent among his ad­ver­saries to dis­tin­guish them­selves in some oth­er part of the con­flict. It was whis­pered by back­biters that in coun­sel and in pub­lic dis­course Dom Manuel sonorous­ly re­peat­ed the or­ders and opin­ions pro­vid­ed by To­hil Va­ca: ei­ther way, the of­fi­cial ut­ter­ances of the Count of Poictesme roused ev­ery­where the kind­ly feel­ing which one re­serves for old friends, so that no harm was done.

			To the con­trary, Dom Manuel now de­vel­oped an in­valu­able gift for pub­lic speak­ing, and in ev­ery place which he con­quered and oc­cu­pied he made pow­er­ful ad­dress­es to the sur­viv­ing in­hab­i­tants be­fore he had them hanged, ex­hort­ing all right-think­ing per­sons to crush the mil­i­tary au­toc­ra­cy of As­mund. Be­sides, as Manuel point­ed out, this was a strug­gle such as the world had nev­er known, in that it was a war to end war for­ev­er, and to en­sure eter­nal peace for ev­ery­body’s chil­dren. Nev­er, as he put it force­ful­ly, had men fought for a more glo­ri­ous cause. And so on and so on, said he, and these up­lift­ing thoughts had a fine ef­fect up­on ev­ery­one.

			“How won­der­ful­ly you speak!” Dame Ni­afer would say ad­mir­ing­ly.

			And Manuel would look at her queer­ly, and re­ply: “I am earn­ing your home, my dear, and your ser­vants’ wages, and some day these ver­bal jew­els will be per­pet­u­at­ed in a re­al coro­net. For I per­ceive that a for­mer ac­quain­tance of mine was right in point­ing out the dif­fer­ence be­tween men and the oth­er an­i­mals.”

			“Ah, yes, in­deed!” said Ni­afer, very grave­ly, and not at­tach­ing any par­tic­u­lar mean­ing to it, but gen­er­al­ly gath­er­ing that she and Manuel were talk­ing about some­thing ed­i­fy­ing and pi­ous. For Ni­afer was now a de­vout Chris­tian, as be­came a Count­ess of Poictesme, and no­body any­where en­ter­tained a more sin­cere rev­er­ence for solemn nois­es.

			“For in­stance,” Dame Ni­afer con­tin­ued, “they tell me that these love­ly speech­es of yours have pro­duced such an ef­fect up­on the Philistines yon­der that their Queen Stul­ti­tia has prof­fered an al­liance, and has promised to send you light cav­al­ry and bat­ter­ing-rams.”

			“It is true she has promised to send them, but she has not done so.”

			“None the less, Manuel, you will find that the moral ef­fect of her ap­pro­ba­tion will be in­valu­able; and, as I so of­ten think, that is the main thing af­ter all—”

			“Yes, yes,” says Manuel, im­pa­tient­ly, “we have plen­ty of moral ap­pro­ba­tion and fine speak­ing here, and in the South we have a saint to work mir­a­cles for us, but it is As­mund who has that army of splen­did repro­bates, and they do not val­ue moral­i­ty and rhetoric the worth of an old fin­ger­nail.”

			So the fight­ing con­tin­ued through­out that spring, and in Poictesme it all seemed very im­por­tant and un­ex­am­pled, just as wars usu­al­ly ap­pear to the peo­ple that are en­gaged in them. Thou­sands of men were slain, to the re­gret of their moth­ers and sweet­hearts, and very of­ten of their wives. And there was the or­di­nary amount of un­par­al­leled mil­i­tary atroc­i­ties and per­fi­dies and rav­ish­ments and burn­ings and so on, and the en­dur­ers took their ag­o­nies so se­ri­ous­ly that it is droll to think of how unim­por­tant it all was in the out­come.

			For this es­pe­cial car­nage was of supreme and world­wide sig­nif­i­cance so long ago that it is now not worth the pains in­volved to re­phrase for inat­ten­tive hear­ing the com­bat of the knights at Perdigon—out of which came alive on­ly Guiv­ric and Coth and Anavalt and Gon­fal—or to speak of the once fa­mous bat­tle of the tin­kers, or to retell how the in­flex­i­ble syn­dics of Mon­tors were im­pris­oned in a cage and slain by mis­take. It no longer re­al­ly mat­ters to any liv­ing per­son how the North­men burned the bridge of boats at Man­neville; nor how As­mund trod up­on a burned-through beam at the dis­as­trous siege of Évre, and so fell thir­ty feet in­to the midst of his en­e­mies and broke his leg, but dealt so val­or­ous­ly that he got safe away; nor how at Lisuarte un­ar­mored peas­ants beat off Manuel’s fol­low­ers with scythes and pitch­forks and clubs.

			Time has washed out the sig­nif­i­cance of these old hero­isms as the col­or is washed from flim­sy cloths; so that chron­i­clers act wise­ly when they wave aside, with undipped pens, the episode of the brave Si­en­nese and their green poi­son at Bel­le­garde, and the do­ings of the An­tipope there, and grudge the pa­per need­ful to record the re­mark­able method by which gaunt To­hil Va­ca levied a tax of a livre on ev­ery chim­ney in Poictesme.

			It is not even pos­si­ble, nowa­days, to put warm in­ter­est in those once no­table pots of blaz­ing sul­phur and fat and quick­lime that were emp­tied over the walls of Storisende, to the dis­com­fort of Manuel’s men. For al­though this was a very hero­ic war, with a pa­rade of ev­ery sort of high moral prin­ci­ple, and with the most sonorous lan­guage em­ployed up­on both sides, it some­how failed to bring about ei­ther the ref­or­ma­tion or the ru­in, of hu­mankind: and af­ter the con­clu­sion of the mur­der­ing and gen­er­al break­age, the world went on pret­ty much as it has done af­ter all oth­er wars, with a vague no­tion that a deal of time and ef­fort had been un­prof­itably in­vest­ed, and a con­vic­tion that it would be in­glo­ri­ous to say so.

			There­fore it suf­fices to re­port that there was much killing and mis­ery ev­ery­where, and that in June, up­on Cor­pus Christi day, the Conde de To­hil Va­ca was tak­en, and mur­dered, with rather hor­ri­ble jo­cos­i­ty which used un­usu­al­ly a heat­ed pok­er, and Manuel’s forces were de­feat­ed and scat­tered.

		
	
		
			
				XXVI

				Deals with the Stork

			
			Now Manuel, driv­en out of Poictesme, went with his wife to Novo­gath, which had been for some sev­en years the cap­i­tal of Philis­tia. Queen Stul­ti­tia, the six­ti­eth of that name to rule, re­ceived them friendlily. She talked alone with Manuel for a lengthy while, in a room that was walled with glazed tiles of faience and had its ceil­ing in­crust­ed with moral ax­ioms, ev­ery­where af­fixed there­to in a light let­ter­ing of tin, so as to per­mit of these ax­ioms be­ing read­i­ly changed. Stul­ti­tia sat at a bronze read­ing-desk: she wore rose-col­ored spec­ta­cles, and at her feet dozed, for the while, her fa­vorite play­thing, a blind, small, very fat white bitch called Luck.

			The Queen still thought that an al­liance could be ar­ranged against Duke As­mund as soon as pub­lic sen­ti­ment could be fo­ment­ed in Philis­tia, but this would take time. “Have pa­tience, my friend!” she said, and that was easy say­ing for a pros­per­ous great la­dy sit­ting com­fort­ably crowned and spec­ta­cled in her own palace, un­der her own chim­neys and sky­lights and cam­paniles and domes and tow­ers and bat­tle­ments.

			But in the mean­while Manuel and Ni­afer had not so much as a cow­shed where­in to ex­er­cise this rec­om­mend­ed virtue. So Manuel made in­quiries, and learned that Queen Frey­dis had tak­en up her abode on Sar­gyll, most re­mote of the Red Is­lands.

			“We will go to Frey­dis,” he told Ni­afer.

			“But, sure­ly, not af­ter the way that minx prob­a­bly be­lieves you treat­ed her?” said Ni­afer.

			Manuel smiled the sleepy smile that was Manuel. “I know Frey­dis bet­ter than you know her, my dear.”

			“Yes, but can you de­pend up­on her?”

			“I can de­pend up­on my­self, and that is more im­por­tant.”

			“But, Manuel, you have an­oth­er dear friend in Eng­land; and in Eng­land, al­though the Lord knows I nev­er want to lay eyes on her, we might at least be com­fort­able—”

			Manuel shook his head: “I am very fond of Aliano­ra, be­cause she re­sem­bles me as close­ly as it is pos­si­ble for a wom­an to re­sem­ble a man. That makes two ex­cel­lent rea­sons—one for each of us, snip—why we had bet­ter not go in­to Eng­land.”

			So, in their home­less con­di­tion, they re­solved to set out for Sar­gyll—“to vis­it that oth­er dear friend of yours,” as Ni­afer put it, in tones more elo­quent than Manuel seemed quite to rel­ish.

			Dame Ni­afer, though, now be­gan to com­plain that Manuel was ne­glect­ing her for all this state­craft and fight­ing and speech­mak­ing and pri­vate con­fer­ence with fine ladies; and she be­gan to talk again about what a pity it was that she and Manuel would prob­a­bly nev­er have any chil­dren to be com­pa­ny for Ni­afer. Ni­afer com­plained rather of­ten nowa­days, about de­tails which are here ir­rel­e­vant: and she was used to lament with ev­ery ap­pear­ance of sin­cer­i­ty that, in mak­ing the clay fig­ure for Ni­afer to live in, Manuel should have been so large­ly guid­ed by the else­where es­timable qual­i­ties of in­no­cence and imag­i­na­tion. It fre­quent­ly put her, she said, to great in­con­ve­nience.

			Now Manuel had been in­quir­ing about this and that and the oth­er since his ar­rival in Novo­gath, and so Manuel to­day replied with lord­ly as­sur­ance. “Yes, yes, a ba­by or two!” says Manuel. “I think my­self that would be an ex­cel­lent idea, while we are wait­ing for Queen Stul­ti­tia to make up her sub­jects’ minds, and have noth­ing else in par­tic­u­lar to do—”

			“But, Manuel, you know per­fect­ly well—”

			“—And I am suf­fi­cient­ly versed in the mag­ic of the Ap­sarasas to be able to sum­mon the stork, who by rare good luck is al­ready in­debt­ed to me—”

			“What has the stork to do with this?”

			“Why, it is he who must bring the ba­bies to be com­pa­ny for you.”

			“But, Manuel,” said Ni­afer, du­bi­ous­ly, “I do not be­lieve that the peo­ple of Rath­gor, or of Poictesme ei­ther, get their ba­bies from the stork.”

			“Doubt­less, like ev­ery coun­try, they have their quaint lo­cal cus­toms. We have no con­cern, how­ev­er with these provin­cial­i­ties just now, for we are in Philis­tia. Be­sides, as you can­not well have for­got­ten, our main de­pen­dence is up­on the half-promised al­liance with Queen Stul­ti­tia, who is, as far as I can fore­see, my dar­ling, the on­ly monarch any­where like­ly to sup­port us.”

			“But what has Queen Stul­ti­tia to do with my hav­ing a ba­by?”

			“Ev­ery­thing, dear snip. You must sure­ly un­der­stand it is most im­por­tant for one in my po­si­tion to avoid in any way of­fend­ing the sen­si­bil­i­ties of the Philistines.”

			“Still, Manuel, the Philistines them­selves have ba­bies, and I do not see how they could have con­ceiv­ably ob­ject­ed to my hav­ing at any rate a very small one if on­ly you had made me right—”

			“Not at all! no­body ob­jects to the ba­by in it­self, now that you are a mar­ried wom­an. The point is that the ba­bies of the Philistines are brought to them by the stork; and that even an al­lu­sion to the pos­si­bil­i­ty of mis­guid­ed per­sons ob­tain­ing a ba­by in any oth­er way these Philistines con­sid­er to be of­fen­sive and lewd and las­civ­i­ous and ob­scene.”

			“Why, how droll of them! But are you sure of that, Manuel!”

			“All their best-thought-of and most pop­u­lar writ­ers, my dear, are unan­i­mous up­on the point; and their Seran­im have passed any num­ber of laws, their oil-mer­chants have found­ed a guild, es­pe­cial­ly to pros­e­cute such ref­er­ences. No, there is, to be sure, a dwin­dling sect which fa­vors putting up with what ba­bies you may find in the cab­bage patch, but all re­al­ly self-re­spect­ing peo­ple when in need of off­spring ar­range to be vis­it­ed by the stork.”

			“It is cer­tain­ly a re­mark­able cus­tom, but it sounds con­ve­nient if you can man­age it,” said Ni­afer. “What I want is the ba­by, though, and of course we must try to get the ba­by in the man­ner of the Philistines, if you know that man­ner, for I am sure I have no wish to of­fend any­body.”

			So Manuel pre­pared to get a ba­by in the man­ner pre­ferred by the Philistines. He per­formed the suit­able in­can­ta­tion, putting this and that to­geth­er in the man­ner for­mer­ly em­ployed by the Thes­salian witch­es and sor­cer­ers, and he cried aloud a very an­cient if in­de­cent charm from the old Latin, say­ing, as Queen Stul­ti­tia had told him to say, with­out any mock-mod­est minc­ing of words:

			
				
					Dic­tum est an­ti­qua san­dalio muli­er habitavit,
					

					Quae mul­tos pueros habuit tum ut po­tu­it nul­lum
					

					Quod faci­un­dum er­at cognoscere. Sic Dom­i­na Anser.
				

			

			Then Manuel took from his breast-pock­et a piece of blue chalk and five cu­ri­ous ob­jects some­thing like small black stars. With the chalk he drew up­on the floor two par­al­lel straight lines. Manuel walked on one of these chalk lines very care­ful­ly, then beck­oned Ni­afer to him. Stand­ing there, he put his arms about her and kissed her. Then he placed the five black stars in a row and went over to the next line.

			The stork hav­ing been thus prop­er­ly sum­moned, Manuel re­called to the bird the three wish­es which had been promised when Manuel saved the stork’s life: and Manuel said that for each wish he would take a son fetched to him by the stork in the man­ner of the Philistines.

			The stork thought it could be ar­ranged. “Not this morn­ing, though, as you sug­gest, for, in­debt­ed as I am to you, Dom Manuel, I am al­so a very busy bird. No, I have any num­ber of or­ders that were put in months be­fore yours, and I must fol­low sys­tem in my busi­ness, for you have no no­tion what elab­o­rate and ex­act ac­counts are fre­quent­ly re­quired by the mar­ried men that re­ceive in­voic­es from me.”

			“Come now,” says Manuel, “do you be ac­com­mo­dat­ing, re­mem­ber­ing how I once saved your life from the ea­gle, and my wife and I will or­der all our ba­bies now, and spare you the trou­ble of keep­ing any ac­counts what­ev­er, so far as we are con­cerned.”

			“Oh, if you care to deal with such whole­sale ir­reg­u­lar­i­ty, and have no more con­sid­er­a­tion than to keep cast­ing old debts in my bill, I might stretch a point in or­der to be rid of you,” the stork said, sigh­ing.

			“Now, but sure­ly,” Manuel con­sid­ered, “you might be a lit­tle more cheer­ful about this mat­ter.”

			“And why should I, of all the birds that go about the heav­ens, be cheer­ful?”

			“Well, some­how one ex­pects a rea­son­able gai­ety in you who bring hi­lar­i­ty and teething-rings in­to so many house­holds—”

			The stork an­swered:

			“I bring the chil­dren, stain­less and dear and help­less, and there­with I, they say, bring joy. Now of the joy I bring to the moth­er let none speak, for mir­a­cles are not neat­ly to be caged in sen­tences, nor is truth al­ways ex­pe­di­ent. To the fa­ther I bring the sight of his own life, by him so in­se­cure­ly held, re­newed and strength­ened in a ten­e­ment not yet im­paired by time and fol­ly: he is no more dis­posed to be­lit­tle him­self here than else­where; and it is him­self that he cud­dles in this small, soft, in­com­pre­hen­si­ble and un­soiled in­car­na­tion. For, as I bring the chil­dren, they have no evil in them and no cow­ardice and no guile.

			“I bring the chil­dren, stain­less and dear and help­less, when lat­er I re­turn, to those that yes­ter­day were chil­dren. And in all ways time has marred, and liv­ing has de­faced, and pru­dence has maimed, un­til I grieve to en­trust that which I bring to what re­mains of that which yes­ter­day I brought. In the old days chil­dren were sac­ri­ficed to a brazen burn­ing god, but time af­fects more sub­tle hecatombs: for Moloch slew out­right. Yes, Moloch, be­ing di­vine, killed as the dog kills, fu­ri­ous­ly, but time is that trans­fig­ured cat, an iro­nist. So liv­ing mars and de­faces and maims, and liv­ing ap­pears wan­ton­ly to soil and to de­grade its prey be­fore de­stroy­ing it.

			“I bring the chil­dren, stain­less and dear and help­less, and I leave them to en­dure that which is fat­ed. Dai­ly I bring in­to this world the beau­ty and in­no­cence and high-heart­ed­ness and faith of chil­dren: but life has no em­ploy­ment, or else life has no sus­te­nance, for these fine things which I bring dai­ly, for al­ways I, re­turn­ing, find the hu­man us­ages of liv­ing have ex­tin­guished these ex­cel­lences in those who yes­ter­day were chil­dren, and that these virtues ex­ist in no aged per­son. And I would that Jahveh had cre­at­ed me an ea­gle or a vul­ture or some oth­er hate­ful bird of prey that fur­thers a less griev­ous slay­ing and a more in­tel­li­gi­ble wast­ing than I fur­ther.”

			To this, Dom Manuel replied, in that grave and mat­ter-of-fact way of his: “Now cer­tain­ly I can see how your vo­ca­tion may seem, in a man­ner of speak­ing, a poor in­vest­ment; but, af­ter all, your busi­ness is none of my busi­ness, so I shall not pre­sume to crit­i­cize it. In­stead, let us avoid these lofty gen­er­al­i­ties, and to you tell me when I may look for those three sons of mine.”

			Then they talked over this mat­ter of get­ting ba­bies, Manuel walk­ing on the chalk line all the while, and Manuel found he could have, if he pre­ferred it so, three girls in place of one of the boys, since the de­mand for sons was thrice that for daugh­ters. To Ni­afer it was at once ap­par­ent that to ob­tain five ba­bies in place of three was a clear bar­gain. Manuel said he did not want any daugh­ters, they were too much of a re­spon­si­bil­i­ty, and he did not in­tend to be both­ered with them. He was very firm and lord­ly about it. Then Ni­afer spoke again, and when she had end­ed, Manuel wished for two boys and three girls. There­after the stork sub­scribed five prom­is­sory notes, and they ex­e­cut­ed all the oth­er req­ui­site for­mal­i­ties.

			The stork said that by a lit­tle man­age­ment he could let them have one of the chil­dren with­in a day or so. “But how long have you two been mar­ried?” he asked.

			“Oh, ev­er so long,” said Manuel, with a faint sigh.

			“Why, no, my dear­est,” said Ni­afer, “we have been mar­ried on­ly sev­en months.”

			“In that event,” de­clared the stork, “you had bet­ter wait un­til month af­ter next, for it is not the fash­ion among my pa­trons to have me vis­it­ing them quite so ear­ly.”

			“Well,” said Manuel, “we wish to do ev­ery­thing in con­for­mance to the pref­er­ences of Philis­tia, even to the ex­tent of fol­low­ing such in­com­pre­hen­si­ble fash­ions.” So he ar­ranged to have the promised ba­by de­liv­ered at Sar­gyll, which, he told the stork, would be their ad­dress for the re­main­der of the sum­mer.

		
	
		
			
				XXVII

				They Come to Sar­gyll

			
			Then Manuel and Ni­afer put out to sea, and af­ter two days’ voy­ag­ing they came to Sar­gyll and to the hos­pi­tal­i­ty of Queen Frey­dis. Frey­dis was much talked about at that time on ac­count of the way in which King Thibaut had come to his ru­in through her, and on ac­count of her equal­ly fa­tal deal­ings with the Duke of Is­tria and the Prince of Camwy and three or four oth­er lords. So the ship-cap­tains whom Dom Manuel first ap­proached pre­ferred not to ven­ture among the Red Is­lands. Then the Jew­ish mas­ter of a trad­ing ves­sel—a lean man called Aha­suerus—said, “Who for­bids it?” and car­ried them un­event­ful­ly from Novo­gath to Sar­gyll. They nar­rate how Orian­der the Swim­mer fol­lowed af­ter the yel­low ship, but he at­tempt­ed no hurt against Manuel, at least not for that turn.

			Thus Manuel came again to Frey­dis. He had his first pri­vate talk with her in a room that was hung with black and gold bro­cade. White mats lay up­on the ground, and placed ir­reg­u­lar­ly about the room were large brass vas­es filled with lo­tus blos­soms. Here Frey­dis sat on a three-legged stool, in con­fer­ence with a pan­ther. From the ceil­ing hung rigid blue and or­ange and red­dish-brown ser­pents, all dead and em­balmed; and in the mid­dle of the ceil­ing was paint­ed a face which was not quite hu­man, look­ing down­ward, with evil eyes half closed, and with its mouth half open in dis­com­fort­able laugh­ter.

			Frey­dis was clad in scar­let com­plete­ly, and, as has been said, a gold­en pan­ther was talk­ing to her when Dom Manuel came in. She at once dis­missed the beast, which smiled am­i­ca­bly at Dom Manuel, and then arched high its back in the man­ner of all the cat tribe, and so flat­tened out in­to a thin trans­par­ent gold­ness, and, flick­er­ing, van­ished up­ward as a flame leaves a lam­p­wick.

			“Well, well, you bade me come to you, dear friend, when I had need of you,” says Manuel, very cor­dial­ly shak­ing hands, “and no­body’s need could be more great than mine.”

			“Dif­fer­ent peo­ple have dif­fer­ent needs,” Frey­dis replied, rather grave­ly, “but all pass­es in this world.”

			“Friend­ship, how­ev­er, does not pass, I hope.”

			She an­swered slow­ly: “It is we who pass, so that the young Manuel whom I loved in a sum­mer that is gone, is nowa­days as per­ished as that sum­mer’s gay leaves. What, griz­zled fight­ing-man, have you to do with that young Manuel who had come­li­ness and youth and courage, but no hu­man pity and no con­stant love? and why should I be har­bor­ing his light­heart­ed mis­chiefs against you? Ah, no, gray Manuel, you are quite cer­tain no wom­an would do that; and peo­ple say you are shrewd. So I bid you very wel­come to Sar­gyll, where my will is the on­ly law.”

			“You at least have not changed,” Dom Manuel replied, with ut­ter truth, “for you ap­pear to­day, if any­thing, more fair and young than you were that first night up­on Mor­ven when I evoked you from tall flames to lend life to the im­age I had made. Well, that seems now a lengthy while ago, and I make no more im­ages.”

			“Your wife would be con­sid­er­ing it a waste of time,” Queen Frey­dis es­ti­mat­ed.

			“No, that is not quite the way it is. For Ni­afer is the dear­est and most du­ti­ful of wom­en, and she nev­er cross­es my wish­es in any­thing.”

			Frey­dis now smiled a lit­tle, for she saw that Manuel be­lieved he was speak­ing ve­ra­cious­ly. “At all events,” said Frey­dis, “it is a queer thing sure­ly that in the month which is to come the stork will be fetch­ing your sec­ond child to a wom­an rest­ing un­der my roof and in my gold­en bed. Yes, Thurinel has just been telling me of your plan, and it is a queer thing. Yet it is a far queer­er thing that your first child, whom no stork fetched nor had any say in shap­ing, but whom you made of clay to the will of your proud youth and in your proud youth’s like­ness, should be limp­ing about the world some­where in the ap­pear­ance of a strap­ping tall young fel­low, and that you should know noth­ing about his do­ings.”

			“Ah! what have you heard? and what do you know about him, Frey­dis?”

			“I sus­pi­cion many things, gray Manuel, by virtue of my dab­blings in that gray art which makes nei­ther for good nor evil.”

			“Yes,” said Manuel, prac­ti­cal­ly, “but what do you know?”

			She took his hand again. “I know that in Sar­gyll, where my will is the on­ly law, you are wel­come, false friend and very faith­less lover.”

			He could get no more out of her, as they stood there un­der the paint­ed face which looked down up­on them with dis­com­fort­able laugh­ter.

			So Manuel and Ni­afer re­mained at Sar­gyll un­til the ba­by should be de­liv­ered. King Fer­di­nand, then in the midst of an­oth­er cam­paign against the Moors, could do noth­ing for his vas­sal just now. But glit­ter­ing mes­sen­gers came from Ray­mond Bérenger, and from King Hel­mas, and from Queen Stul­ti­tia, each to dis­cuss this and that pos­si­ble al­liance and aid by and by. Ev­ery­body was very friend­ly if rather vague. But Manuel for the present con­sid­ered on­ly Ni­afer and the ba­by that was to come, and he let state­craft bide.

			Then two oth­er ships, that were laden with Duke As­mund’s men, came al­so, in an at­tempt to cap­ture Manuel: so Frey­dis despatched a send­ing which caused these sol­diers to run about the decks howl­ing like wolves, and to fling away their swords and winged hel­mets, and to fight one against the oth­er with hands and teeth un­til all were slain.

			The month passed thus un­event­ful­ly. And Ni­afer and Frey­dis be­came the best and most in­ti­mate of friends, and their cor­dial­i­ty to each oth­er could not but have ap­peared to the dis­cern­ing rather omi­nous.

			“She seems to be a very good-heart­ed sort of a per­son,” Ni­afer con­ced­ed, in mat­ri­mo­ni­al pri­va­cy, “though cer­tain­ly she is rather queer. Why, Manuel, she showed me this af­ter­noon ten of the drollest fig­ures to which—but, no, you would nev­er guess it in the world—to which she is go­ing to give life some day, just as you did to me when you got my looks and legs and pret­ty much ev­ery­thing else all wrong.”

			“When does she mean to quick­en them?” Dom Manuel asked: and he added, “Not that I did, dear snip, but I shall not ar­gue about it.”

			“Why, that is the droll part of it, and I can quite un­der­stand your un­will­ing­ness to ad­mit how lit­tle you had re­mem­bered about me. When the man who made them has been prop­er­ly re­ward­ed, she said, with, Manuel, the most ap­palling ex­pres­sion you ev­er saw.”

			“What were these im­ages like?” asked Dom Manuel.

			Ni­afer de­scribed them: she de­scribed them un­sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly, but there was no doubt they were the im­ages which Manuel had left un­quick­ened up­on Up­per Mor­ven.

			Manuel nod­ded, smiled, and said: “So the man who made these im­ages is to be prop­er­ly re­ward­ed! Well, that is en­cour­ag­ing, for true mer­it should al­ways be re­ward­ed.”

			“But, Manuel, if you had seen her look! and seen what hor­ri­ble mis­shapen crea­tures they were—!”

			“Non­sense!” said Manuel, stout­ly: “you are a dear snip, but that does not make you a com­pe­tent crit­ic of ei­ther phys­iog­no­my or sculp­ture.”

			So he laughed the mat­ter aside; and this, as it hap­pened, was the last that Dom Manuel heard of the ten im­ages which he had made up­on Up­per Mor­ven. But they of Poictesme de­clared that Queen Frey­dis did give life to these fig­ures, each at a cer­tain hour, and that her wiz­ardry set them to live as men among mankind, with no very hap­py re­sults, be­cause these im­ages dif­fered from nat­u­ral­ly be­got­ten per­sons by hav­ing in­side them a spark of the life of Au­dela.

			Thus Manuel and his wife came un­event­ful­ly to Au­gust; all the while there was nev­er a more deco­rous or more thought­ful host­ess than Queen Frey­dis; and no­body would have sus­pect­ed that sor­cery un­der­lay the run­ning of her house­hold. It was on­ly through Dom Manuel’s hap­pen­ing to arise very ear­ly one morn­ing, at the call of na­ture, that he chanced to be pass­ing through the hall when, at the mo­ment of sun­rise, the night-porter turned in­to an or­ange-col­ored rat, and crept in­to the wain­scot­ing: and Manuel of course said noth­ing about this to any­body, be­cause it was none of his af­fair.

		
	
		
			
				XXVIII

				How Meli­cent Was Wel­comed

			
			So the month passed pros­per­ous­ly and un­event­ful­ly, while the servi­tors of Queen Frey­dis be­haved in ev­ery re­spect as if they were hu­man be­ings: and at the end of the month the stork came.

			Manuel and Ni­afer, it hap­pened, were fish­ing on the riv­er bank rather late that evening, when they saw the great bird ap­proach­ing, high over­head, all glis­ten­ing white in the sun­set, ex­cept for his thin scar­let legs and the blue shad­ow­ings in the hol­lows of his wings. From his beak de­pend­ed a lar­gish bun­dle, in pale blue wrap­pings, so that at a glance they knew the stork was bring­ing a girl.

			Statelily the bird light­ed on the win­dow sill, as though he were quite fa­mil­iar with this way of en­ter­ing Manuel’s bed­room, and the bird went in, car­ry­ing the child. This was a high and hap­py mo­ment for the fond par­ents as they watched him, and they kissed each oth­er rather solemn­ly.

			Then Ni­afer left Manuel to get to­geth­er the fish­ing tack­le, and she has­tened in­to the house to re­turn to the stork the first of his prom­is­sory notes in ex­change for the ba­by. And as Manuel was wind­ing up the lines, Queen Frey­dis came to him, for she too had seen the stork’s ap­proach; and was, she said, with a grave smile, well pleased that the af­fair was set­tled.

			“For now the stork has come, yet oth­ers may come,” says Frey­dis, “and we shall cel­e­brate the hap­py event with a gay feast this night in hon­or of your child.”

			“That is very kind and char­ac­ter­is­tic of you,” said Manuel, “but I sup­pose you will be want­ing me to make a speech, and I am quite un­pre­pared.”

			“No, we will have none of your high-mind­ed and dev­as­tat­ing speech­es at our ban­quet. No, for your place is with your wife. No, Manuel, you are not bid­den to this feast, for all that it is to do hon­or to your child. No, no, gray Manuel, you must re­main up­stairs this evening and through­out the night, be­cause this feast is for them that serve me: and you do not serve me any longer, and the ways of them that serve me are not your ways.”

			“Ah!” says Manuel, “so there is sor­cery afoot! Yes, Frey­dis, I have quite giv­en over that sort of thing. And while not for a mo­ment would I seem to be crit­i­ciz­ing any­body, I hope be­fore long to see you set­tling down, with some fine sol­id fel­low, and for­sak­ing these emp­ty fri­vol­i­ties for the high­er and re­al plea­sures of life.”

			“And what are these de­lights, gray Manuel?”

			“The joy that is in the sight of your chil­dren play­ing hap­pi­ly about your hearth, and de­vel­op­ing in­to hon­or­able men and gra­cious wom­en, and bring­ing their chil­dren in turn to clus­ter about your tired old knees, as the win­ter evenings draw in, and in the cosy fire­light you smile across the curly heads of these chil­dren’s chil­dren at the dear wrin­kled white-haired face of your beloved and time-test­ed help­mate, and are sat­is­fied, all in all, with your life, and know that, by and large, Heav­en has been rather un­de­served­ly kind to you,” says Manuel, sigh­ing. “Yes, Frey­dis, yes, you may be­lieve me that such are the re­al joys of life; and that such plea­sures are more prof­itably pur­sued than are the idle gai­eties of sor­cery and witch­craft, which in­deed at our age, if you will per­mit me to speak thus frankly, dear friend, are hard­ly dig­ni­fied.”

			Frey­dis shook her proud dark head. Her smil­ing was grim.

			“De­cid­ed­ly, I shall not ev­er un­der­stand you. Dod­der­ing pa­tri­arch, do you not com­pre­hend you are al­ready dis­cours­ing about a score or two of grand­chil­dren on the ground of hav­ing a five-minute-old daugh­ter, whom you have not yet seen? Nor is that child’s fu­ture, it may be, yours to set­tle—But go to your wife, for this is Ni­afer’s man who is talk­ing, and not mine. Go up, Methuse­lah, and be­hold the new life which you have cre­at­ed and can­not con­trol!”

			Manuel went to Ni­afer, and found her sewing. “My dear, this will not do at all, for you ought to be in bed with the new­born child, as is the cus­tom with the moth­ers of Philis­tia.”

			“What non­sense!” says Ni­afer, “when I have to be chang­ing ev­ery one of the pink bows on Meli­cent’s caps for blue bows.”

			“Still, Ni­afer, it is em­i­nent­ly nec­es­sary for us to be pla­cat­ing the Philistines in all re­spects, in this del­i­cate mat­ter of your hav­ing a ba­by.”

			Ni­afer grum­bled, but obeyed. She present­ly lay in the gold­en bed of Frey­dis: then Manuel du­ly looked at the con­tents of the small heav­ing bun­dle at Ni­afer’s side: and whether or no he scaled the con­ven­tion­al peaks of emo­tion was no­body’s con­cern save Manuel’s. He be­gan, in any event, to talk in the vein which fa­thers or­di­nar­i­ly feel such high oc­ca­sions to de­mand. But Ni­afer, who was nev­er ro­man­tic nowa­days, mere­ly said that, any­how, it was a bless­ing it was all over, and that she hoped, now, they would soon be leav­ing Sar­gyll.

			“But Frey­dis is so kind, my dear,” said Manuel, “and so fond of you!”

			“I nev­er in my life,” de­clared Ni­afer, “knew any­body to go off so ter­ri­bly in their looks as that two-faced cat has done since the first time I saw her pranc­ing on her tall horse and rolling her snake eyes at you. As for be­ing fond of me, I trust her ex­act­ly as far as I can see her.”

			“Yet, Ni­afer, I have heard you de­clare, time and again—”

			“But if you did, Manuel, one has to be civ­il.”

			Manuel shrugged, dis­creet­ly. “You wom­en!” he ob­served, dis­creet­ly.

			“—As if it were not as plain as the nose on her face—and I do not sup­pose that even you, Manuel, will be con­tend­ing she has a re­al­ly good nose—that the wom­an is sim­ply itch­ing to make a fool of you, and to have ev­ery­body laugh­ing at you, again! Manuel, I de­clare I have no pa­tience with you when you keep ar­gu­ing about such unar­guable facts!”

			Manuel, ex­er­cis­ing aug­ment­ed dis­cre­tion, now said noth­ing what­ev­er.

			“—And you may talk your­self black in the face, Manuel, but nev­er­the­less I am go­ing to name the child Meli­cent, af­ter my own moth­er, as soon as a priest can be fetched from the main­land to chris­ten her. No, Manuel, it is all very well for your dear friend to call her­self a gray witch, but I do not no­tice any priests com­ing to this house un­less they are es­pe­cial­ly sent for, and I draw my own con­clu­sions.”

			“Well, well, let us not ar­gue about it, my dear.”

			“Yes, but who start­ed all this ar­gu­ing and fault­find­ing, I would like to know!”

			“Why, to be sure I did. But I spoke with­out think­ing. I was wrong. I ad­mit it. So do not ex­cite your­self, dear snip.”

			“—And as if I could help the child’s not be­ing a boy!”

			“But I nev­er said—”

			“No, but you keep think­ing it, and sulk­ing is the one thing I can­not stand. No, Manuel, no, I do not com­plain, but I do think that, af­ter all I have been through with, sleep­ing around in tents, and run­ning away from North­men, and nev­er hav­ing a mo­ment’s com­fort, af­ter I had nat­u­ral­ly fig­ured on be­ing a re­al count­ess—” Ni­afer whim­pered sleep­i­ly.

			“Yes, yes,” says Manuel, stroking her soft crinkly hair.

			“—And with that silky hell­cat watch­ing me all the time—and look­ing ten years younger than I do, now that you have got my face and legs all wrong—and plan­ning I do not know what—”

			“Yes, to be sure,” says Manuel, sooth­ing­ly: “you are quite right, my dear.”

			So a si­lence fell, and present­ly Ni­afer slept. Manuel sat with hunched shoul­ders, watch­ing the wife he had fetched back from par­adise at the price of his youth. His face was grave, his lips were puck­ered and pro­trud­ed. He smiled by and by, and he shook his head. He sighed, not as one who is grieved, but like a man per­plexed and a lit­tle weary.

			Now some while af­ter Ni­afer was asleep, and when the night was fair­ly ad­vanced, you could hear a whizzing and a snort­ing in the air. Manuel went to the win­dow, and lift­ed the scar­let cur­tain fig­ured with ramp­ing gold drag­ons, and he looked out, to find a vast num­ber of tiny bluish lights skip­ping about con­fus­ed­ly and ag­ile­ly in the dark­ness, like shin­ing fleas. These ap­proached the riv­er bank, and gath­ered there. Then the as­sem­bled lights be­gan to come to­ward the house. You could now see these lights were car­ried by dwarfs who had the eyes of owls and the long beaks of storks. These dwarfs were jump­ing and danc­ing about Frey­dis like an in­sane body­guard.

			Frey­dis walked among them very re­mark­ably at­tired. Up­on her head shone the uraeus crown, and she car­ried a long rod of cedar­wood topped with an ap­ple carved in blue­stone, and at her side came the ap­pear­ance of a tall young man.

			So they all ap­proached the house, and the young man looked up fixed­ly at the un­light­ed win­dow, as though he were look­ing at Manuel. The young man smiled: his teeth gleamed in the blue glare. Then the whole com­pa­ny en­tered the house, and from Manuel’s sta­tion at the win­dow you could see no more, but you could hear small pranc­ing hoof-beats down­stairs and the clat­ter­ing of plates and much whin­ny­ing laugh­ter. Manuel was pluck­ing ir­res­o­lute­ly at his griz­zled short beard, for there was no doubt as to the strap­ping tall young fel­low.

			Present­ly you could hear mu­sic: it was the rav­ish­ing Nis air, which charms the mind in­to sweet con­fu­sion and obliv­ion, and Manuel did not make any ap­par­ent at­tempt to with­stand its woo­ing. He hasti­ly un­dressed, knelt for a deco­rous in­ter­val, and climbed vexed­ly in­to bed.

		
	
		
			
				XXIX

				Sesphra of the Dreams

			
			In the morn­ing Dom Manuel arose ear­ly, and left Ni­afer still sleep­ing with the ba­by. Manuel came down through the low­er hall, where the ta­ble was as the rev­el­ers had left it. In the mid­dle of the dis­or­dered room stood a huge cop­per ves­sel half full of liquor, and be­side it was a drink­ing-horn of gold. Manuel paused here, and drank of the sweet heather-wine as though he had need to heart­en him­self.

			He went out in­to the bright windy morn­ing, and as he crossed the fields he came up be­hind a red cow who was sit­ting up­on her haunch­es, in­tent­ly read­ing a lar­gish book bound in green leather, but at sight of Manuel she hasti­ly put aside the vol­ume, and be­gan eat­ing grass. Manuel went on, with­out com­ment, to­ward the riv­er bank, to meet the im­age which he had made of clay, and to which through un­holy arts he had giv­en life.

			The thing came up out of the glis­ten­ing rip­ples of brown wa­ter, and the thing em­braced Manuel and kissed him. “I am pa­gan,” the thing said, in a sweet mourn­ful voice, “and there­fore I might not come to you un­til your love was giv­en to the unchris­tened. For I was not ev­er chris­tened, and so my true name is not known to any­body. But in the far lands where I am wor­shipped as a god I am called Sesphra of the Dreams.”

			“I did not give you any name,” said Manuel; and then he said: “Sesphra, you that have the ap­pear­ance of Aliano­ra and of my youth! Sesphra, how beau­ti­ful you are!”

			“Is that why you are trem­bling, Manuel?”

			“I trem­ble be­cause the depths of my be­ing have been shak­en. Since youth went out of me, in the high woods of Dun Vlech­lan, I have lived through days made up of small fret­tings and lit­tle plea­sures and on­ly half earnest de­sires, which moved about up­on the sur­face of my be­ing like min­nows in the shoals of a still lake. But now that I have seen and heard you, Sesphra of the Dreams, and your lips have touched my lips, a pas­sion moves in me that pos­sess­es all of me, and I am fright­ened.”

			“It is the pas­sion which in­forms those who make im­ages. It is the mas­ter you de­nied, poor fool­ish Manuel, and the mas­ter who will take no de­nial.”

			“Sesphra, what is your will with me?”

			“It is my will that you and I go hence on a long jour­ney, in­to the far lands where I am wor­shipped as a god. For I love you, my cre­ator, who gave life to me, and you love me more than aught else, and it is not right that we be part­ed.”

			“I can­not go on any jour­ney, just now, for I have my lands and cas­tles to re­gain, and my wife and my new­born child to pro­tect.”

			Sesphra be­gan to smile adorably: you saw that his teeth were strange­ly white and very strong. “What are these things to me or you, or to any­one that makes im­ages? We fol­low af­ter our own think­ing and our own de­sires.”

			“I lived thus once up­on a time,” said Manuel, sigh­ing, “but nowa­days there is a bond up­on me to pro­vide for my wife, and for my child too, and I have not much leisure left for any­thing else.”

			Then Sesphra be­gan to speak adorably, as he walked on the riv­er bank, with one arm about Dom Manuel. Al­ways Sesphra limped as he walked. A stiff and ob­du­rate wind was ruf­fling the broad brown shin­ing wa­ter, and as they walked, this wind buf­fet­ed them, and tore at their cloth­ing. Manuel clung to his hat with one hand, and with the oth­er held to lame Sesphra of the Dreams. Sesphra talked of mat­ters not to be record­ed.

			“That is a hand­some ring you have there,” says Sesphra, by and by.

			“It is the ring my wife gave me when we were mar­ried,” Manuel replied.

			“Then you must give it to me, dear Manuel.”

			“No, no, I can­not part with it.”

			“But it is beau­ti­ful, and I want it,” Sesphra said. So Manuel gave him the ring.

			Now Sesphra be­gan again to talk of mat­ters not to be record­ed.

			“Sesphra of the Dreams,” says Manuel, present­ly, “you are be­witch­ing me, for when I lis­ten to you I see that Manuel’s im­per­illed lands make such a part of earth as one grain of sand con­trib­utes to the long nar­row beach we are tread­ing. I see my fond wife Ni­afer as a plain-fea­tured and dull wom­an, not in any way re­mark­able among the mil­lions of such wom­en as are at this mo­ment pre­par­ing break­fast or fret­ting over oth­er small tasks. I see my new­born child as a mew­ing lump of flesh. And I see Sesphra whom I made so strong and strange and beau­ti­ful, and it is as if in a half daze I hear that ob­du­rate wind com­min­gled with the sweet voice of Sesphra while you are talk­ing of mat­ters which it is not safe to talk about.”

			“Yes, that is the way it is, Manuel, and the way it should be, and the way it al­ways will be as long as life is spared to you, now. So let us go in­to the house, and write droll let­ters to King Hel­mas and Ray­mond Bérenger and Queen Stul­ti­tia, in re­ply to the fine of­fers they have been mak­ing you.”

			They came back in­to the emp­ty ban­quet-hall. This place was paved with moth­er of pearl and cop­per; six por­phyry col­umns sup­port­ed the mu­si­cians’ gallery. To the oth­er end were two al­abaster urns up­on green pedestals that were cov­ered with gold­en writ­ing in the old Dirgham.

			Here Manuel cleared away the em­bossed sil­ver plates from one cor­ner of the ta­ble. He took pen and ink, and Sesphra told him what to write.

			Sesphra sat with arms fold­ed, and as he dic­tat­ed he looked up at the ceil­ing. This ceil­ing was of mo­sa­ic work, show­ing four winged crea­tures that veiled their faces with crim­son and or­ange-tawny wings; sus­pend­ed from this ceil­ing by bronze chains hung os­trich eggs, bronze lamps and globes of crys­tal.

			“But these are very in­sult­ing replies,” ob­served Dom Manuel, when he had fin­ished writ­ing, “and they will make their re­cip­i­ents fu­ri­ous. These princes, Sesphra, are my good friends, and they are pow­er­ful friends, up­on whose fa­vor I am de­pen­dent.”

			“Yes, but how beau­ti­ful these replies are word­ed! See now, dear Manuel, how di­vert­ing­ly you have de­scribed King Hel­mas’ hideous nose in your let­ter to King Hel­mas, and how tren­chant is that para­graph about the scales of his mer­maid wife—”

			“I ad­mit that pas­sage is rather droll—”

			“—And in your let­ter to the pi­ous Queen Stul­ti­tia that which you say about the ab­sur­di­ties of re­li­gion, here, and the fun you make of her spec­ta­cles, are mas­ter­pieces of para­dox and of very ex­quis­ite prose—”

			“Those bits, to be sure, are quite neat­ly put—”

			“—So I must see to it that these replies are sent, to make peo­ple ad­mire you ev­ery­where.”

			“Yet, Sesphra, all these princes are my friends, and their good­will is nec­es­sary to me—”

			“No, Manuel. For you and I will not both­er about these stupid princes any more, nor will you need any friends ex­cept me; for we will go to this and that re­mote strange place, and our man­ner of liv­ing will be such and such, and we will do so-and-so, and we will trav­el ev­ery­whith­er and see the ends of this world and judge them. And we will not ev­er be part­ed un­til you die.”

			“What will you do then, dear Sesphra?” Manuel asks him fond­ly.

			“I shall sur­vive you, as all gods out­live their cre­ators. And I must de­pute the build­ing of your mon­u­ment to men of fee­ble minds which have been prop­er­ly im­paired by fu­tile stud­ies and se­nil­i­ty. That is the way in which all gods are doomed to deal with their cre­ators: but that need not trou­ble us as yet.”

			“No,” Manuel said, “I can­not go with you. For in my heart is enkin­dling such love of you as fright­ens me.”

			“It is through love men win to hap­pi­ness, poor lone­ly Manuel.”

			Now when Manuel an­swered Sesphra there was in Manuel’s face trou­ble and be­wil­der­ment. And Manuel said:

			“Un­der your dear be­witch­ments, Sesphra, I con­fess that through love men win to sick dis­gust and self-de­spis­ing, and for that rea­son I will not love any more. Now breath­less­ly the tall lads run to clutch at stars, above the brink of a drab quag­mire, and present­ly time trips them—Oh, Sesphra, wicked Sesphra of the Dreams, you have laid up­on me a mag­ic so strong that, hor­ri­fied, I hear the truth come bab­bling from long-guard­ed lips which no longer obey me, be­cause of your dear be­witch­ments.

			“Look you, adorable and all-mas­ter­ful Sesphra, I have fol­lowed no­ble loves. I as­pired to the Unattain­able Princess, and there­after to the unattain­able Queen of a race that is more fine and po­tent than our race, and af­ter­ward I would have no less a love than an unattain­able an­gel in par­adise. Hah, I must be fit mate for that which is above me, was my cry­ing in the old days; and such were the in­domitable de­sires that one by one have made my liv­ing won­der­ful with dear be­witch­ments.

			“The dev­il of it was that these proud aims did not stay unattained! In­stead, I was cursed by get­ting my will, and al­ways my re­ward was noth­ing mar­velous and rare, but that quite or­di­nary fig­ure of earth, a hu­man wom­an. And al­ways in some drip­ping dawn I have turned with ab­hor­rence from my­self and from the sat­ed fol­ly that had han­kered for such prizes, which, when pos­sessed, showed as not won­der­ful in any­thing, and which pos­ses­sion left lik­able enough, but stripped of dear be­witch­ments.

			“No, Sesphra, no: men are so made that they must de­sire to mate with some wom­an or an­oth­er, and they are fur­ther­more so made that to mate with a wom­an does not con­tent their de­sire. And in this gam­ing there is no gain, be­cause the end of lov­ing, for ev­ery­body ex­cept those lucky per­sons whose love is not re­quit­ed, must al­ways be a sick dis­gust and a self-de­spis­ing, which the wise will con­duct in si­lence, and not talk about as I am talk­ing now un­der your dear be­witch­ments.”

			Then Sesphra smiled a lit­tle, say­ing, “And yet, poor Manuel, there is, they tell me, no more ux­o­ri­ous hus­band any­where.”

			“I am used to her,” Manuel replied, for­lorn­ly, “and I sup­pose that if she were tak­en away from me again I would again be at­tempt­ing to fetch her back. And I do not like to hurt the poor fool­ish heart of her by go­ing against her fool­ish no­tions. Be­sides, I am a lit­tle afraid of her, be­cause she is al­ways able to make me un­com­fort­able. And above all, of course, the hero of a fa­mous love-af­fair, such as ours has be­come, with those damned po­ets ev­ery­where mak­ing rhymes about my fi­deli­ty and de­vo­tion, has to pre­serve ap­pear­ances. So I get through each day, some­how, by nev­er lis­ten­ing very at­ten­tive­ly to the in­ter­minable things she tells me about. But I of­ten won­der, as I am sure all hus­bands won­der, why Heav­en ev­er made a crea­ture so te­dious and so un­rea­son­ably dull of wit and so opin­ion­at­ed. And when I think that for the rest of time this crea­ture is to be my com­pan­ion I usu­al­ly go out and kill some­body. Then I come back, be­cause she knows the way I like my toast.”

			“In­stead, dear Manuel, you must go away from this wom­an who does not un­der­stand you—”

			“Yes,” Manuel said, with grave con­vic­tion, “that is ex­act­ly the trou­ble.”

			“—And you must go with me who un­der­stand you all through. And we will trav­el ev­ery­whith­er, so that we may see the ends of this world and judge them.”

			“You tempt me, Sesphra, with an old undy­ing de­sire, and you have laid strong en­chant­ments on me, but, no, I can­not go with you.”

			The hand of Sesphra closed up­on the hand of Manuel ca­ress­ing­ly.

			Manuel said: “I will go with you. But what will be­come of the wom­an and the child whom I leave be­hind me un­friend­ed?”

			“That is true. There will be no­body to look out for them, and they will per­ish mis­er­ably. That is not im­por­tant, but per­haps up­on the whole it would be bet­ter for you to kill them be­fore we de­part from Sar­gyll.”

			“Very well, then,” says Manuel, “I will do that, but you must come up in­to the room with me, for I can­not bear to lose sight of you.”

			Now Sesphra smiled more un­re­strained­ly, and his teeth gleamed. “I shall not ev­er leave you now un­til you die.”

		
	
		
			
				XXX

				Farewell to Frey­dis

			
			They went up­stairs to­geth­er, in­to the room with scar­let hang­ings, and to the gold­en bed where, with sev­en sorts of fruit prop­er­ly ar­ranged at the bed­side, Dom Manuel’s wife Ni­afer lay asleep. Manuel drew his dag­ger. Ni­afer turned in her sleep, so that she seemed to of­fer her round small throat to the raised knife. You saw now that on the oth­er side of the gold­en bed sat Queen Frey­dis, mak­ing a rich glow of col­or there, and in her lap was the new­born naked child.

			Frey­dis rose, hold­ing the child to her breast, and smil­ing. A dev­il might smile thus up­on con­triv­ing some new tor­ment for lost souls, but a fair wom­an’s face should not be so cru­el. Then this evil joy passed from the face of Frey­dis. She dipped her fin­gers in­to the bowl of wa­ter with which she had been bathing the child, and with her fin­ger­tips she made up­on the child’s fore­head the sign of a cross.

			Said Frey­dis, “Meli­cent, I bap­tize thee in the name of the Fa­ther, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.”

			Sesphra passed wild­ly to­ward the fire­place, cry­ing, “A pen­ny, a pen­ny, twopence, a pen­ny and a half, and a half­pen­ny!” At his call the fire shot forth tall flames, and Sesphra en­tered these flames as a man goes be­tween part­ed cur­tains, and in­stant­ly the fire col­lapsed and was as it had been. Al­ready the hands of Frey­dis were mov­ing deft­ly in the Sleep Charm, so that Ni­afer did not move. Frey­dis to­day was re­splen­dent­ly robed in flame-col­ored silk, and about her dark hair was a cir­clet of bur­nished cop­per.

			Manuel had dropped his dag­ger so that the point of it pierced the floor, and the weapon stood erect and quiv­er­ing. But Manuel was shak­en for a mo­ment more hor­ri­bly than shook the dag­ger: you would have said he was con­vulsed with hor­ror and self-loathing. So for an in­stant he wait­ed, look­ing at Dame Ni­afer, who slept un­trou­bled, and at fiery-col­ored Frey­dis, who was smil­ing rather queer­ly: and then the old com­po­sure came back to Manuel.

			“Break­er of all oaths,” says Frey­dis, “I must tell you that this Sesphra is pa­gan, and can­not thrive ex­cept among those whose love is giv­en to the unchris­tened. Thus he might not come to Sar­gyll un­til the ar­rival of this lit­tle hea­then whom I have just made Chris­tian. Now we have on­ly Chris­tian ter­rors here; and again your fate is in my hands.”

			Dom Manuel looked grave. “Frey­dis,” he said, “you have res­cued me from very un­be­com­ing con­duct. A mo­ment more and I would have slain my wife and child be­cause of this Sesphra’s re­sist­less mag­ic.”

			Says Frey­dis, still smil­ing a queer se­cret smile: “In­deed, there is no telling in­to what fol­ly and mis­ery Sesphra would not have led you. For you fash­ioned his legs un­even­ly, and he has not ev­er par­doned you his lame­ness.”

			“The thing is a dev­il,” Manuel said. “And this is the fig­ure I de­sired to make, this is the child of my long dreams and labors! This is the crea­ture I de­signed to be more ad­mirable and sig­nif­i­cant than the drab men I found in streets and lanes and palaces! Cer­tain­ly, I have loosed among mankind a blight­ing mis­ery which I can­not con­trol at all.”

			“The thing is you as you were once, gray Manuel. You had come­li­ness and wit and youth and courage, and these you gave the im­age, shap­ing it bold­ly to your proud youth’s will and in your proud youth’s like­ness. But hu­man pity and any con­stant love you did not then have to give, ei­ther to your fel­lows or to the fine fig­ure you made, nor, very cer­tain­ly, to me. So you amused your­self by mak­ing Sesphra and by mak­ing me that which we are to­day.”

			Now again showed sub­tly evil thoughts in the face of this shrewd flam­ing wom­an who had so re­cent­ly brought about the de­struc­tion of King Thibaut, and of the Duke of Is­tria, and of those oth­er en­am­ored lords. And Dom Manuel be­gan to re­gard her more in­tent­ly.

			In Manuel’s san­dals the av­er­age per­son would have re­flect­ed, long be­fore this, that Manuel and his wife and child were in this sor­cer­ous place at the mer­cy of the whims and the un­whole­some servi­tors of this not very de­pend­able look­ing witch-wom­an. The av­er­age per­son would have rec­ol­lect­ed dis­taste­ful­ly that un­usu­al pan­ther and that dis­com­fort­able night-porter and the mad­ness which had smit­ten Duke As­mund’s men, and the clat­ter­ing vi­cious lit­tle hoofs of the shrill dwarfs; and to the av­er­age per­son this room would have seemed a de­sir­able place to be many leagues away from.

			But can­did blunt Dom Manuel said, with jovial laugh­ter: “You speak as if you had not grown more adorable ev­ery day, dear Frey­dis, and as though I would not be vast­ly flat­tered to think I had any part in the im­prove­ment. You should not fish thus un­blush­ing­ly for com­pli­ments.”

			The som­bre glit­ter­ings that were her eyes had nar­rowed, and she was look­ing at his hands. Then Frey­dis said: “There are pin­points of sweat up­on the back of your hands, gray Manuel, and so alone do I know that you are bad­ly fright­ened. Yes, you are rather won­der­ful, even now.”

			“I am not un­du­ly fright­ened, but I am nat­u­ral­ly up­set by what has just hap­pened. Any­body would be. For I do not know what I must an­tic­i­pate in the fu­ture, and I wish that I had nev­er med­dled in this mis­chancy busi­ness of cre­at­ing things I can­not man­age.”

			Queen Frey­dis moved in shim­mer­ing splen­dor to­ward the fire­place. She paused there, con­sid­er­ate­ly look­ing down at the small con­tention of flames. “Did you not, though, again cre­ate much mis­ery when for your plea­sure you gave life to this girl child? Cer­tain­ly you must know that there will be in her life—if life in­deed be long spared to her,” said Frey­dis, re­flec­tive­ly—“far less of joy than of sor­row, for that is the way it is with the life of ev­ery­body. But all this like­wise is out of your hands. In Sesphra and in the child and in me you have light­ly cre­at­ed that which you can­not con­trol. No, it is I who con­trol the out­come.”

			Now a gold­en pan­ther came quite noise­less­ly in­to the room, and sat to the right of Frey­dis, and looked at Dom Manuel.

			“Why, to be sure,” says Manuel, hearti­ly, “and I am sure, too, that no­body is bet­ter qual­i­fied to han­dle it. Come now, Frey­dis, just as you say, this is a se­ri­ous sit­u­a­tion, and some­thing re­al­ly ought to be done about this sit­u­a­tion. Come now, dear friend, in what way can we take back the life we gave this love­ly fiend?”

			“And would I be want­ing to kill my hus­band?” Queen Frey­dis asked, and she smiled won­der­ful­ly. “Why, but yes, this fair lame child of yours is my hus­band to­day—poor, fright­ened, fid­get­ing gray Manuel—and I love him, for Sesphra is all that you were when I loved you, Manuel, and when you con­de­scend­ed to take your plea­sure of me.”

			Now an or­ange-col­ored rat came in­to the room, and sat down up­on the hearth to the left hand of Frey­dis, and looked at Dom Manuel. And the rat was as large as the pan­ther.

			Then Frey­dis said: “No, Manuel, Sesphra must live for a great while, long af­ter you have been turned to grave­yard dust: and he will limp about wher­ev­er pa­gans are to be found, and he will al­ways win much love from the high-heart­ed pa­gans be­cause of his come­li­ness and be­cause of his un­fad­ing jaun­ty youth. And whether he will do any good any­where is doubt­ful, but it is cer­tain he will do harm, and it is equal­ly cer­tain that al­ready he weighs my hap­pi­ness as care­less­ly as you once weighed it.”

			Now came in­to the room an­oth­er crea­ture, such as no mad­man has ev­er seen or imag­ined, and it lay down at the feet of Frey­dis, and it looked at Dom Manuel. Couched thus, this crea­ture yawned and dis­closed un­re­as­sur­ing teeth.

			“Well, Frey­dis,” says Dom Manuel, hand­some­ly, “but, to be sure, what you tell me puts a new com­plex­ion up­on mat­ters, and not for worlds would I be com­ing be­tween hus­band and wife—”

			Queen Frey­dis looked up from the flames, to­ward Dom Manuel, very sad­ly. Frey­dis shrugged, fling­ing out her hands above the heads of the ac­cursed beasts. “And at the last I can­not do that, ei­ther. So do you two drea­ry, unim­por­tant, well-mat­ed peo­ple re­main un­de­stroyed, now that I go to seek my hus­band, and now I en­deav­or to win my par­don for not let­ting him tor­ment you. Eh, I was tempt­ed, gray Manuel, to let my mas­ter­ful fine hus­band have his plea­sure of you, and of this lean ug­ly hob­bling crea­ture and her brat, too, as for­mer­ly you had your plea­sure of me. But wom­en are so queer­ly fash­ioned that at the last I can­not, quite, con­sent to harm this gray, staid, te­dious fel­low, nor any of his chat­tels. For all pass­es in this world save one thing on­ly: and though the young Manuel whom I loved in a sum­mer that is gone, be nowa­days as per­ished as that sum­mer’s gay leaves, it is cer­tain a wom­an’s fol­ly does not ev­er per­ish.”

			“In­deed, I did not mer­it that you should care for me,” says Manuel, rather un­hap­pi­ly. “But I have al­ways been, and al­ways shall be sin­cere­ly fond of you, Frey­dis, and for that rea­son I re­joice to de­duce that you are not, now, go­ing to do any­thing vi­o­lent and ir­repara­ble and such as your bet­ter na­ture would af­ter­ward re­gret.”

			“I loved you once,” she said, “and now I am as­sured the core of you was al­ways a cold and hard and col­or­less and very com­mon peb­ble. But it does not mat­ter now that I am a mor­tal wom­an. Ei­ther way, you have again made use of me. I have af­ford­ed you shel­ter when you were home­less. And now again you will be get­ting your de­sire.”

			Queen Frey­dis went to the win­dow, and lift­ed the scar­let cur­tain fig­ured with ramp­ing gold drag­ons; but the couch­ing beasts stayed by the hearth, and they con­tin­ued to look at Dom Manuel.

			“Yes, now again, gray Manuel, you will be get­ting your de­sire. That ship which shows at the riv­er bend, with ser­pents and cas­tles paint­ed on its brown sails, is Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor’s ship, which he has sent to fetch you from Sar­gyll: and the last day of your days of ex­ile is now over. For Mi­ra­mon is con­strained by one who is above us all; there­fore Mi­ra­mon comes glad­ly and very po­tent­ly to as­sist you. And I—who have served your turn!—I may now de­part, to look for Sesphra, and for my par­don if I can get it.”

			“But whith­er do you go, dear Frey­dis?” Dom Manuel spoke as though he again felt quite fond of her.

			“What does that mat­ter,” she an­swered, look­ing long and long at him, “now that Count Manuel has no fur­ther need of me?” Then Frey­dis looked at Ni­afer, ly­ing there in a charmed sleep. “I nei­ther love nor en­tire­ly hate you, ug­ly and lame and lean and fret­ful Ni­afer, but as­sured­ly I do not en­vy you. You are wel­come to your fid­get­ing gray hus­band. My hus­band is a ruth­less god. My hus­band does not grow old and ten­der­heart­ed and sub­servient to me, and he nev­er will.” There­after Frey­dis bent down­ward, and Frey­dis kissed the child she had chris­tened. “Some day you will be a wom­an, Meli­cent, and then you will be lov­ing some man or an­oth­er man. I could hope that you will then love the man who will make you hap­py, but that sort of man has not yet been found.”

			Dom Manuel came to her, not heed­ing the ac­cursed beasts at all, and he took both the hands of Frey­dis in his hands. “My dear, and do you think I am a hap­py man?”

			She looked up at him: when she an­swered, her voice trem­bled. “I made you hap­py, Manuel. I would have made you hap­py al­ways.”

			“I won­der if you would have? Ah, well, at all events, the obli­ga­tion was up­on me. At no time in a man’s life, I find, is there lack­ing some obli­ga­tion or an­oth­er: and we must meet each as we best can, not hop­ing to suc­ceed, just aim­ing not to fall short too far. No, it is not a mer­ry pur­suit. And it is a ru­in­ing pur­suit!”

			She said, “I had not thought ev­er to be sor­ry for you—Why should I grieve for you, gray traitor?”

			Harsh­ly he an­swered: “Oho, I am not proud of what I have made of my life, and of your life, and of the life of that wom­an yon­der, but do you think I will be whin­ing about it! No, Frey­dis: the boy that loved and de­sert­ed you is here,”—he beat up­on his breast—“locked in, im­pris­oned while time lasts, dy­ing very lonelily. Well, I am a shrewd gaol­er: he shall not get out. No, even at the last, dear Frey­dis, there is the bond of si­lence.”

			She said, im­po­tent­ly, “I am sor­ry—Even at the last you con­trive for me a new sor­row—”

			For a mo­ment they stood look­ing at each oth­er, and she re­mem­bered there­after his sad and quizzi­cal smil­ing. These two had noth­ing more to share in speech or deed.

			Then Frey­dis went away, and the ac­cursed beasts and her cas­tle too went with her, as smoke pass­es. Manuel was thus left stand­ing out of doors in a reaped field, alone with his wife and child while Mi­ra­mon’s ship came about. Ni­afer slept. But now the child awoke to re­gard the world in­to which she had been sum­moned willy-nil­ly, and the child be­gan to whim­per.

			Dom Manuel pat­ted this in­tim­i­dat­ing small crea­ture gin­ger­ly, with a strong come­ly hand from which his wed­ding ring was miss­ing. That would re­quire ex­pla­na­tions.

			It there­fore seems not im­prob­a­ble that he gave over this brief pe­ri­od of wait­ing, in a reaped field, to won­der­ing just how much about the past he might ju­di­cious­ly tell his wife when she awoke to ques­tion him, be­cause in the old days that was a prob­lem which no con­sid­er­ate hus­band failed to weigh with care.

		
	
		
			
				XXXI

				State­craft

			
			Now from the ship’s gang­way came sev­en trum­peters dressed in glis­ten­ing plaids: each led with a sil­ver chain a gray­hound, and each of the sev­en hounds car­ried in his mouth an ap­ple of gold. Af­ter these fol­lowed three harp-play­ers and three cler­gy­men and three jesters, all bear­ing crest­ed staves and wear­ing chap­lets of ros­es. Then Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor, lord of the nine sleeps and prince of the sev­en mad­ness­es, comes ashore. An in­cred­i­ble com­pa­ny fol­lowed. But with him came his wife Gisèle and their lit­tle child Demetrios, thus named for the old Count of Ar­naye: and it was this boy that, they say, when yet in swad­dling-bands, was ap­point­ed to be the slay­er of his own fa­ther, wise Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor.

			Dame Ni­afer was wak­ened, and the two wom­en went apart to com­pare and dis­cuss their ba­bies. They put the chil­dren in one cra­dle. A great while af­ter­ward were these two again to lie to­geth­er thus, and from this mat­ing was the girl to get long sor­row, and the boy his death.

			Mean­while the snub-nosed lord of the nine sleeps and the squint­ing Count of Poictesme sat down up­on the riv­er bank to talk about more se­ri­ous mat­ters than croup and teething. The sun was high by this time, so Kan and Mu­luc and Ix and Cauac came in haste from the cor­ners of the world, and held up a blue canopy to shel­ter the con­fer­ring be­tween their mas­ter and Dom Manuel.

			“What is this,” said Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor to Dom Manuel, first of all, “that I hear of your al­liance with Philis­tia, and of your dick­er­ings with a peo­ple who say that my finest de­signs are noth­ing but in­di­ges­tion?”

			“I have lost Poictesme,” says Manuel, “and the Philistines of­fer to sup­port me in my pre­ten­sions.”

			“But that will nev­er do! I who de­sign all dreams can nev­er con­sent to that, and no Philis­tine must ev­er en­ter Poictesme. Why did you not come to me for help at the be­gin­ning, in­stead of wast­ing time up­on kings and queens?” de­mands the ma­gi­cian, fret­ful­ly. “And are you not ashamed to be mak­ing any al­liance with Philis­tia, re­mem­ber­ing how you used to fol­low af­ter your own think­ing and your own de­sire?”

			“Well,” Manuel replies, “I have had as yet noth­ing save fair words from Philis­tia, and no al­liance is con­clud­ed.”

			“That is more than well. On­ly, let us be or­der­ly about this. Im­prim­is, you de­sire Poictesme—”

			“No, not in par­tic­u­lar, but ap­pear­ances have to be pre­served, and my wife thinks it would look bet­ter for me to re­deem this coun­try from the op­pres­sion of the hea­then North­men, and so pro­vide her with a suit­able home.”

			“Item, then I must ob­tain this coun­try for you, be­cause there is no sense in with­stand­ing our wives in such mat­ters.”

			“I re­joice at your de­ci­sion—”

			“Be­tween our­selves, Manuel, I fan­cy you now be­gin to un­der­stand the rea­sons which prompt­ed me to bring you the mag­ic sword Flam­berge at the be­gin­ning of our ac­quain­tance, and have learned who it is that wears the breech­es in most mar­riages.”

			“No, that is not the way it is at all, Mi­ra­mon, for my wife is the dear­est and most du­ti­ful of wom­en, and nev­er cross­es my wish­es in any­thing.”

			Mi­ra­mon nod­ded his ap­proval. “You are quite right, for some­body might be over­hear­ing us. So, let us get on, and do you stop in­ter­rupt­ing me. Item, you must hold Poictesme, and your heirs for­ev­er af­ter must hold Poictesme, not in fee but by feu­dal ten­ure. Item, you shall hold these lands, not un­der any saint like Fer­di­nand, but un­der a quite dif­fer­ent sort of liege-lord.”

			“I can see no ob­jec­tion to your terms, thus far. But who is to be my over­lord?”

			“A per­son whom you may re­mem­ber,” replied Mi­ra­mon, and he beck­oned to­ward the rain­bow throng of his fol­low­ers.

			One of them at this sig­nal came for­ward. He was a tall lean young­ster, with rud­dy cheeks, wide-set brown eyes, and a small­ish head cov­ered with crisp, tight­ly-curl­ing dark red hair: and Manuel rec­og­nized him at once, be­cause Manuel had ev­ery rea­son to re­mem­ber the queer talk he had held with this Hor­vendile just af­ter Ni­afer had rid­den away with Mi­ra­mon’s dread­ful half-broth­er.

			“But do you not think that this Hor­vendile is in­sane?” Dom Manuel asked the ma­gi­cian, pri­vate­ly.

			“I con­fess he very of­ten has that ap­pear­ance.”

			“Then why do you make him my over­lord?”

			“I have my rea­sons, you may de­pend up­on it, and if I do not talk about them you may be sure that for this ret­i­cence al­so I have my rea­sons.”

			“But is this Hor­vendile, then, one of the Léshy? Is he the Hor­vendile whose great-toe is the morn­ing star?”

			“I may tell you that it was he who sum­moned me to help you in dis­tress, of which I had not heard up­on Vraidex, but why should I tell you any more, Dom Manuel? Come, is it not enough that I am of­fer­ing you a prov­ince and com­par­a­tive­ly tran­quil terms of liv­ing with your wife, that you must have all my old se­crets to boot?”

			“You are right,” says Manuel, “and prospec­tive bene­fac­tors must be hu­mored.” So he rest­ed con­tent with his ig­no­rance, nor did he ev­er find out about Hor­vendile, though lat­er Manuel must have had hor­ri­ble sus­pi­cions.

			Mean­while, Dom Manuel af­fa­bly shook hands with the red­head­ed boy, and spoke of their first meet­ing. “And I be­lieve you were not talk­ing ut­ter fool­ish­ness af­ter all, my lad,” says Manuel, laugh­ing, “for I have learned that the strange and dan­ger­ous thing which you told me is very of­ten true.”

			“Why, how should I know,” qui­et Hor­vendile replied, “when I am talk­ing fool­ish­ness and when not?”

			Manuel said: “Still, I can un­der­stand your talk­ing on­ly in part. Well, but it is not right for us to un­der­stand our over­lords, and, mad­man or not, I pre­fer you to Queen Stul­ti­tia and her pre­pos­ter­ous rose-col­ored spec­ta­cles. So let us pro­ceed in due form, and draw up the ar­ti­cles of our agree­ment.”

			This was done, and they for­mal­ly sub­scribed the terms un­der which Dom Manuel and the de­scen­dants of Dom Manuel were to hold Poictesme per­pet­u­al­ly in fief to Hor­vendile. It was the most se­cret sort of com­pact, and to di­vulge its ten stip­u­la­tions would even now be most dis­as­trous. So the terms of this com­pact were not ev­er made pub­lic. Thus all men stayed at no larg­er lib­er­ty to crit­i­cize its pro­vi­sos than his cir­cum­stances had grant­ed to Dom Manuel, up­on whom mar­ry­ing had put the obli­ga­tion to pro­vide, in one way or an­oth­er way, for his wife and child.

		
	
		
			
				XXXII

				The Re­demp­tion of Poictesme

			
			When then these mat­ters were con­clud­ed, and the fu­ture of Poictesme had been ar­ranged in ev­ery de­tail, then Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor’s wife told him that long words and ink-bot­tles and red seals were well enough for men to play with, but that it was high time some­thing sen­si­ble was done in this mat­ter, un­less they ex­pect­ed Ni­afer to bring up the ba­by in a ditch.

			The ma­gi­cian said, “Yes, my dar­ling, you are quite right, and I will see to it the first thing af­ter din­ner.”

			He then said to Dom Manuel, “Now Hor­vendile in­forms me that you were du­ly born in a cave at about the time of the win­ter sol­stice, of a vir­gin moth­er and of a fa­ther who was not hu­man.”

			Manuel replied, “Cer­tain­ly that is true. But why do you now stir up these awk­ward old sto­ries?”

			“You have du­ly wan­dered from place to place, bring­ing wis­dom and ho­li­ness to men—”

			“That al­so is gen­er­al­ly known.”

			“You have du­ly per­formed mir­a­cles, such as re­viv­ing dead per­sons and so on—”

			“That too is un­de­ni­able.”

			“You have du­ly so­journed with evil in a desert place, and have there been tempt­ed to de­spair and blas­pheme and to com­mit oth­er in­iq­ui­ties.”

			“Yes, some­thing of the sort did oc­cur in Dun Vlech­lan.”

			“And, as I well know, you have by your con­duct of af­fairs up­on Vraidex du­ly dis­con­cert­ed me, who am the pow­er of dark­ness—”

			“Ah! ah! you, Mi­ra­mon, are then the pow­er of dark­ness!”

			“I con­trol all dreams and mad­ness­es, Dom Manuel; and these are the main pow­ers of dark­ness.”

			Manuel seemed du­bi­ous, but he on­ly said: “Well, let us get on! It is true that all these things have hap­pened to me, some­how.”

			The ma­gi­cian looked at the tall war­rior for a while, and in the dark soft eyes of Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor was a queer sort of com­pas­sion. Mi­ra­mon said, “Yes, Manuel, these por­tents have marked your liv­ing thus far, just as they for­mer­ly dis­tin­guished the be­gin­nings of Mithras and of Huitzilopochtli and of Tam­mouz and of Her­a­cles—”

			“Yes, but what does it mat­ter if these ac­ci­dents did hap­pen to me, Mi­ra­mon?”

			“—As they hap­pened to Gau­ta­ma and to Dionysos and to Krishna and to all oth­er rep­utable Re­deemers,” Mi­ra­mon con­tin­ued.

			“Well, well, all this is grant­ed. But what, pray, am I to de­duce from all this?”

			Mi­ra­mon told him.

			Dom Manuel, at the end of Mi­ra­mon’s speak­ing, looked pe­cu­liar­ly solemn, and Manuel said: “I had thought the trans­for­ma­tion sur­pris­ing enough when King Fer­di­nand was turned in­to a saint, but this tops all! Ei­ther way, Mi­ra­mon, you point out an obli­ga­tion so tremen­dous that the less said about it, the wis­er; and the soon­er this obli­ga­tion is dis­charged and the rit­u­al ful­filled, the more com­fort­able it will be for ev­ery­body.”

			So Manuel went away with Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor in­to a se­cret place, and there Dom Manuel sub­mit­ted to that which was req­ui­site, and what hap­pened is not cer­tain­ly known. But this much is known, that Manuel suf­fered, and af­ter­ward passed three days in an un­der­ground place, and came forth on the third day.

			Then Mi­ra­mon said: “All this be­ing du­ly per­formed and well rid of, we do not now vi­o­late any mes­sian­ic eti­quette if we forth­with set about the re­demp­tion of Poictesme. Now then, would you pre­fer to re­deem with the forces of good or with the forces of evil?”

			“Not with the forces of evil,” said Manuel, “for I saw many of these in the high woods of Dun Vlech­lan, and I do not fan­cy them as al­lies. But are good and evil all one to you of the Léshy?”

			“Why should we tell you, Manuel?” says the ma­gi­cian.

			“That, Mi­ra­mon, is a musty re­ply.”

			“It is not a re­ply, it is a ques­tion. And the ques­tion has be­come musty be­cause it has been han­dled so of­ten, and no man has ev­er been able to dis­pose of it.”

			Manuel gave it up, and shrugged. “Well, let us con­quer as we may, so that God be on our side.”

			Mi­ra­mon replied: “Nev­er fear! He shall be, in ev­ery shape and at­tribute.”

			So Mi­ra­mon did what was req­ui­site, and from the gar­rets and dustheaps of Vraidex came strong al­lies. For, to be­gin with, Mi­ra­mon dealt un­usu­al­ly with a lit­tle fish, and as a re­sult of these deal­ings came to them, dur­ing the af­ter­noon of the last Thurs­day in Sep­tem­ber, as they stood on the seashore north of Man­neville, a dark­ly col­ored cham­pi­on clad in yel­low. He had four hands, in which he car­ried a club, a shell, a lo­tus and a dis­cus; and he rode up­on a stal­lion whose hide glit­tered like new sil­ver.

			Manuel said, “This is a good omen, that the stal­lion of Poictesme should have aid brought to it by yet an­oth­er sil­ver stal­lion.”

			“Let us not speak of this bright stal­lion,” Mi­ra­mon hasti­ly replied, “for un­til this Yu­ga is over he has no name. But when the minds of all men are made clear as crys­tal then a chris­ten­ing will be ap­point­ed for this stal­lion, and his name will be Kal­ki, and by the rid­er up­on this stal­lion An­tan will be re­deemed.”

			“Well,” Manuel said, “that seems fair enough. Mean­while, with this dusky gen­tle­man’s as­sis­tance, I gath­er, we are to re­deem Poictesme.”

			“Oh, no, Dom Manuel, he is but the first of our Re­deemers, for there is noth­ing like the dec­i­mal sys­tem, and you will re­mem­ber it was in our treaty that in Poictesme all things are to go by tens for­ev­er.”

			There­after Mi­ra­mon did what was req­ui­site with some acorns, and the splut­ter­ings were an­swered by low thun­der. So came a sec­ond cham­pi­on to aid them. This was a pleas­ant look­ing young fel­low with an as­ton­ish­ing­ly red beard: he had a bas­ket slung over his shoul­der, and he car­ried a bright ham­mer. He rode in a char­i­ot drawn by four goats.

			“Come, this is cer­tain­ly a fine stal­wart fight­ing-man,” says Manuel, “and to­day is a lucky day for me, and for this rud­dy gen­tle­man al­so, I hope.”

			“To­day is al­ways his day,” Mi­ra­mon replied, “and do you stop in­ter­rupt­ing me in my in­can­ta­tions, and hand me that flute.”

			So Manuel stayed as silent as that brace of mon­strous al­lies while Mi­ra­mon did yet an­oth­er cu­ri­ous thing with a flute and a palm-branch. There­after came an am­ber-col­ored cham­pi­on clad in dark green, and car­ry­ing a club and a noose for the souls of the dead. He rode up­on a buf­fa­lo, and with him came an owl and a pi­geon.

			“I think—” said Manuel.

			“You do not!” said Mi­ra­mon. “You on­ly talk and fid­get, be­cause you are up­set by the ap­pear­ance of your al­lies; and such talk­ing and fid­get­ing is very dis­turb­ing to an artist who is striv­ing to re­an­i­mate the past.”

			Thus speak­ing, Mi­ra­mon turned in­dig­nant­ly to an­oth­er evo­ca­tion. It sum­moned a cham­pi­on in a lu­mi­nous char­i­ot drawn by scar­let mares. He was gold­en-haired, with rud­dy limbs, and was armed with a bow and ar­rows: he too was silent, but he laughed, and you saw that he had sev­er­al tongues. Af­ter him came a young shin­ing man who rode on a boar with gold­en bris­tles and blood­ied hoofs: this war­rior car­ried a naked sword, and on his back, fold­ed up like a cloth, was a ship to con­tain the gods and all liv­ing crea­tures. And the sixth Re­deemer was a tall shad­ow-col­ored per­son with two long gray plumes af­fixed to his shaven head: he car­ried a scep­tre and a thing which, Mi­ra­mon said, was called an ankh, and the beast he rode on was sur­pris­ing to ob­serve, for it had the body of a bee­tle, with hu­man arms, and the head of a ram, and the four feet of a li­on.

			“Come,” Manuel said, “but I have nev­er seen just such a steed as that.”

			“No,” Mi­ra­mon replied, “nor has any­body else, for this is the Hid­den One. But do you stop your eter­nal talk­ing, and pass me the salt and that young croc­o­dile.”

			With these two ar­ti­cles Mi­ra­mon dealt so as to evoke a sev­enth al­ly. Ser­pents were about the throat and arms of this cham­pi­on, and he wore a neck­lace of hu­man skulls: his long black hair was plait­ed re­mark­ably; his throat was blue, his body all a livid white ex­cept where it was smeared with ash­es. He rode up­on the back of a beau­ti­ful white bull. Next, rid­ing on a dap­pled stag, came one ap­par­eled in vivid stripes of yel­low and red and blue and green: his face was dark as a rain­cloud, he had one large round eye, white tusks pro­trud­ed from his lips, and he car­ried a gai­ly paint­ed urn. His un­speak­able at­ten­dants leaped like frogs. The jol­liest look­ing of all the war­riors came there­after, with a dwarfish body and very short legs; he had a huge black-beard­ed head, a flat nose, and his tongue hung from his mouth and wag­gled as he moved. He wore a belt and a neck­lace, and noth­ing else what­ev­er ex­cept the plumes of the hawk ar­ranged as a head­dress: and he rode up­on a great sleek tor­toise­shell cat.

			Now when these un­usu­al ap­pear­ing al­lies stood silent­ly aligned be­fore them on the seashore, Dom Manuel said, with a po­lite bow to­ward this ap­palling host, that he hard­ly thought Duke As­mund would be able to with­stand such Re­deemers. But Mi­ra­mon re­peat­ed that there was noth­ing like the dec­i­mal sys­tem.

			“That half-broth­er of mine, who is lord of the tenth kind of sleep­ing, would nice­ly round off this dizain,” says Mi­ra­mon, scratch­ing his chin, “if on­ly he had not such a com­mon­place, black-and-white ap­pear­ance, apart from be­ing one of those dread­ful Re­al­ists, with­out a scrap of aes­thet­ic feel­ing—No, I like col­or, and we will levy now up­on the West!”

			So Mi­ra­mon dealt next with a lit­tle ball of bright feath­ers. Then a last helper came to them, rid­ing on a jaguar, and car­ry­ing a large drum and a flute from which his mu­sic is­sued in the shape of flames. This cham­pi­on was quite black, but he was striped with blue paint, and gold­en feath­ers grew all over his left leg. He wore a red coro­net in the shape of a rose, a short skirt of green pa­per, and white san­dals; and he car­ried a red shield that had in its cen­tre a white flow­er with the four petals placed cross­wise. Such was he who made up the tenth.

			Now when this ter­ri­ble dizain was com­plet­ed the lord of the sev­en mad­ness­es laid fire to a wisp of straw, and he cast it to the winds, say­ing that thus should the anger of Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor pass over the land. Then he turned to these dread­ful ten whom he had re­viv­i­fied from the dustheaps and gar­rets of Vraidex, and it be­came ap­par­ent that Mi­ra­mon was deeply moved.

			Said Mi­ra­mon:

			“You, whom I made for man’s wor­ship when earth was younger and fair­er, hear­ken, and learn why I breathe new life in­to husks from my scrapheaps! Gods of old days, dis­crowned, dis­ject­ed, and treat­ed as rub­bish, hark to the lat­est way of the folk whose fa­thers you suc­cored! They have dis­card­ed you ut­ter­ly. Such as re­mem­ber de­ride you, say­ing:

			“ ‘The brawl­ing old lords that our grand­fa­thers hon­ored have per­ished, if they in­deed were ev­er more than some cu­ri­ous no­tions bred of our grand­fa­thers’ quest­ing, that looked to find God in each rain­storm com­ing to nour­ish their bar­ley, and God in the heat-bring­ing sun, and God in the earth which gave life. Even so was each hour of their liv­ing touched with odd no­tions of God and with lu­na­cies as to God’s kind­ness. We are more sen­si­ble peo­ple, for we un­der­stand all about the freaks of the wind and the weath­er, and find them in no way as­tound­ing. As for what­ev­er gods may ex­ist, they are civ­il, in that they let us alone in our life­time; and so we re­turn their po­lite­ness, know­ing that what we are do­ing on earth is im­por­tant enough to need un­di­vid­ed at­ten­tion.’

			“Such are the folk that de­ride you, such are the folk that ig­nore the gods whom Mi­ra­mon fash­ioned, such are the folk whom to­day I per­mit you freely to deal with af­ter the man­ner of gods. Do you now make the most of your chance, and dev­as­tate all Poictesme in time for an ear­ly­ish sup­per!”

			The faces of these ten be­came an­gry, and they shout­ed, “Blaerde Shay Alphe­nio Kas­bue Gor­fons Al­buifrio!”

			All ten went up to­geth­er from the sea, trav­el­ing more swift­ly than men trav­el, and what af­ter­ward hap­pened in Poictesme was for a long while a sto­ry very fear­ful to hear and heard ev­ery­where.

			Manuel did not wit­ness any of the tale’s mak­ing as he wait­ed alone on the seashore. But the land was sick, and its nau­sea heaved un­der Manuel’s wound­ed feet, and he saw that the pale, gur­gling, glis­ten­ing sea ap­peared to crawl away from Poictesme slim­i­ly. And at Bel­le­garde and Naimes and Storisende and Lisuarte, and in all the strong­ly for­ti­fied in­land places, As­mund’s tall fight­ing-men be­held one or an­oth­er of the an­gry faces which came up from the sea, and many died swift­ly, as must al­ways hap­pen when any­body re­vives dis­card­ed dreams, nor did any of the North­men die in a shape rec­og­niz­able as hu­man.

			When the news was brought to Dom Manuel that his re­demp­tion of Poictesme was com­plet­ed, then Dom Manuel un­armed, and made him­self pre­sentable in a tu­nic of white damask and a gir­dle adorned with gar­nets and sap­phires. He slipped over his left shoul­der a baldric set with di­a­monds and emer­alds, to sus­tain the un­blood­ied sword with which he had con­quered here as up­on Vraidex. Over all he put on a crim­son man­tle. Then the for­mer swine­herd con­cealed his hands, not yet quite healed, with white gloves, of which the one was adorned with a ru­by, and the oth­er was a sap­phire; and, sigh­ing, Manuel the Re­deemer (as he was called there­after) en­tered in­to his king­dom, and they of Poictesme re­ceived him far more glad­ly than he them.

			Thus did Dom Manuel en­ter in­to the im­pris­on­ment of his own cas­tle and in­to the bonds of high es­tate, from which he might not eas­i­ly get free to go a-trav­el­ing ev­ery­whith­er, and see the ends of this world and judge them. And they say that in her low red-pil­lared palace Suskind smiled con­tent­ed­ly and made ready for the fu­ture.
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				“Thus Manuel reigned in vertue and hon­oure with that no­ble La­dye his wyfe: and he was be­loued and dradde of high and lowe de­gree, for he dyde ryghte and ius­tice ac­cord­ing to the aun­cient Man­ner, kepyn­ge hys land in dig­ni­tie and goode Ap­pear­ance, and hauyn­ge the high­est place in hys tyme.”

			

		
	
		
			
				XXXIII

				Now Manuel Pros­pers

			
			They of Poictesme nar­rate fine tales as to the deeds that Manuel the Re­deemer per­formed and in­cit­ed in the days of his reign. They tell al­so many things that seem im­prob­a­ble, and there­fore are not in­clud­ed in this book: for the old songs and tales in­cline to make of Count Manuel’s heydey a rare gold­en age.

			So many glo­ri­ous ex­ploits are, in­deed, ac­cred­it­ed to Manuel and to the war­riors whom he gath­ered round him in his fa­mous Fel­low­ship of the Sil­ver Stal­lion—and among whom, Hold­en and cour­te­ous Anavalt and Coth the Al­der­man and Gon­fal and Do­nan­der had the pre­em­i­nence, where all were hardy—that it is very dif­fi­cult to un­der­stand how so brief a while could have con­tin­ued so many do­ings. But the tale-tell­ers of Poictesme have been long used to say of a fine ac­tion—not false­ly, but mis­lead­ing­ly—“Thus it was in Count Manuel’s time,” and the trib­ute by and by has been ac­cept­ed as a dat­ing. So has chronol­o­gy been hacked to make lofti­er his fame, and the glo­ry of Dom Manuel has been a mag­net that has drawn to it­self the mag­na­nim­i­ties of oth­er days and years.

			But there is no need here to speak of these leg­ends, about the deeds which were per­formed by the Fel­low­ship of the Sil­ver Stal­lion, be­cause these sto­ries are record­ed else­where. Some may be true, the oth­ers are cer­tain­ly not true; but it is in­dis­putable that Count Manuel grew steadi­ly in pow­er and wealth and proud re­pute. Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor still served him, half-amus­ed­ly, as Dom Manuel’s seneschal; kings now were Manuel’s co­part­ners; and the for­mer swine­herd had some­how be­come the fair and trusty cousin of em­per­ors. And Madame Ni­afer, the great Count’s wife, was ev­ery­where stat­ed, with­out any con­tra­dic­tion from her, to be daugh­ter to the late Sul­tan of Bar­bary.

			Guiv­ric the Sage il­lu­mi­nat­ed the tree which showed the glo­ri­ous de­scent of Dame Ni­afer from Kaiu­marth, the first of all kings, and the first to teach men to build hous­es: and this tree hung in the main hall of Storisende. “For even if some er­rors may have crept in here and there,” said Dame Ni­afer, “it looks very well.”

			“But, my dear,” said Manuel, “your fa­ther was not the Sul­tan of Bar­bary: in­stead, he was the sec­ond groom at Ar­naye, and all this lin­eage is a pre­pos­ter­ous fab­ri­ca­tion.”

			“I said just now that some er­rors may have crept in here and there,” as­sent­ed Dame Ni­afer, com­pos­ed­ly, “but the point is, that the thing re­al­ly looks very well, and I do not sup­pose that even you de­ny that.”

			“No, I do not de­ny that this glow­ing men­dac­i­ty adds to the hall’s ap­pear­ance.”

			“So now, you see for your­self!” said Ni­afer, tri­umphant­ly. And af­ter that her new an­ces­try was nev­er ques­tioned.

			And in the mean­while Dom Manuel had sent mes­sen­gers over land and sea to his half-sis­ter Math at Rath­gor, bid­ding her sell the mill for what it would fetch. She obeyed, and brought to Manuel’s court her hus­band and their two boys, the younger of whom rose lat­er to be Pope of Rome. Manuel gave the miller the va­cant fief of Mon­tors; and there­after you could nowhere have found a state­lier fine la­dy than the Count­ess Matthi­ette de Mon­tors. She was still used to speak con­tin­u­al­ly of what was be­com­ing to peo­ple of our sta­tion in life, but it was with a large dif­fer­ence; and she got on with Ni­afer as well as could be ex­pect­ed, but no bet­ter.

			And ear­ly in the sum­mer of the first year of Manuel’s reign (just af­ter Dom Manuel fetched to Storisende the Sigel of Scoteia, as the spoils of his fa­mous fight with Orian­der the Swim­mer), the stork brought to Ni­afer the first of the promised boys. For the looks of the thing, this child was named, not af­ter the fa­ther whom Manuel had just killed, but af­ter the Em­m­er­ick who was Manuel’s nom­i­nal fa­ther: and it was this Em­m­er­ick that af­ter­ward reigned long and no­tably in Poictesme.

			So mat­ters went pros­per­ous­ly with Dom Manuel, and there was noth­ing to trou­ble his peace of mind, un­less it were some feel­ing of re­spon­si­bil­i­ty for the cult of Sesphra, whose wor­ship was now in­creas­ing ev­ery­where among the na­tions. In Philis­tia, in par­tic­u­lar, Sesphra was now wor­shipped open­ly in the leg­isla­tive halls and church­es, and all oth­er re­li­gion, and all de­cen­cy, was smoth­ered un­der the rit­u­als of Sesphra. Ev­ery­where to the west and north his fol­low­ers were de­liv­er­ing windy dis­cours­es and per­form­ing mad an­tics, and great hurt came of it all by and by. But if this se­cret­ly trou­bled Dom Manuel; the Count, here as else­where, ex­er­cised to good ef­fect his in­valu­able gift for hold­ing his tongue.

			Nor did he ev­er speak of Frey­dis ei­ther, though it is record­ed that when news came of the end which she had made in Teamhair un­der the op­pres­sion of the Druids and the satirists, Dom Manuel went silent­ly in­to the Room of Ageus, and was not seen any more that day. That in such soli­tude he wept is im­prob­a­ble, for his hard vivid eyes had for­got­ten this way of ex­er­cise, but it is high­ly prob­a­ble that he re­mem­bered many things, and found not all of them to his cred­it.

			So mat­ters went pros­per­ous­ly with gray Manuel; he had lofty palaces and fair woods and pas­tures and ease and con­tent, and when­so­ev­er he went in­to bat­tle at­tend­ed by his nine lords of the Sil­ver Stal­lion, his ad­ver­saries per­ished; he was es­teemed ev­ery­where the most lucky and the least scrupu­lous rogue alive: to crown all which the stork brought by and by to Storisende the sec­ond girl, whom they named Dorothy, for Manuel’s moth­er. And about this time too, came a young po­et from Eng­land (Rib­aut they called him, and he met an evil end at Coven­try not long there­after), bring­ing to Dom Manuel, where the high Count sat at sup­per, a goose-feath­er.

			The Count smiled, and he twirled the thing be­tween his fin­gers, and he med­i­tat­ed. He shrugged, and said: “Needs must. But for her ready wit, my head would have been set to dry on a sil­ver pike. I can­not well ig­nore that obli­ga­tion, if she, as it now seems, does not in­tend to ig­nore it.”

			Then he told Ni­afer he must go in­to Eng­land.

			Ni­afer looked up from the mar­malade with which she was fin­ish­ing off her sup­per, to ask placid­ly, “And what does that dear yel­low-haired friend of yours want with you now?”

			“My dear, if I knew the an­swer to that ques­tion it would not be nec­es­sary for me to trav­el over­sea.”

			“It is easy enough to guess, though,” Dame Ni­afer said dark­ly, al­though, in point of fact, she too was won­der­ing why Aliano­ra should have sent for Manuel; “and I can quite un­der­stand how in your san­dals you pre­fer not to have peo­ple know about such do­ings, and laugh­ing at you ev­ery­where, again.”

			Dom Manuel did not re­ply; but he sighed.

			“—And if any im­por­tance what­ev­er were at­tached to my opin­ion in this house I might be say­ing a few things; but, as it is, it is much more agree­able, all around, to let you go your own hard­head­ed way and find out by ex­pe­ri­ence that what I say is true. So now, Manuel, if you do not mind, I think we had bet­ter be talk­ing about some­thing else a lit­tle more pleas­ant.”

			Dom Manuel still did not say any­thing. The time, as has been not­ed, was just af­ter sup­per, and as the high Count and his wife sat over the rem­nants of this meal, a min­strel was mak­ing mu­sic for them.

			“You are not very cheer­ful com­pa­ny, I must say,” Ni­afer ob­served, in a while, “al­though I do not for a mo­ment doubt your yel­low-haired friend will find you gay enough—”

			“No, Ni­afer, I am not hap­py tonight.”

			“Yes, and whose fault is it? I told you not to take two help­ings of that beef.”

			“No, no, dear snip, it is not in­di­ges­tion, but rather it is that mu­sic, which is plagu­ing me.”

			“Now, Manuel, how can mu­sic both­er any­body! I am sure the boy plays his vi­o­lin very nice­ly in­deed, es­pe­cial­ly when you con­sid­er his age.”

			Said Manuel:

			“Yes, but the long low sob­bing of the vi­o­lin, trou­bling as the vague thoughts be­got­ten by that sea­son where­in sum­mer is not yet per­ished from the earth, but lingers wan­ly in the tat­tered shrines of sum­mer, speaks of what was and of what might have been. A blind de­sire, the same which on warm moon­lit nights was used to shake like fever in the veins of a boy whom I re­mem­ber, is fu­tile­ly plagu­ing a gray fel­low with the gray wraiths of in­nu­mer­able old griefs and with small sting­ing mem­o­ries of long-dead de­lights. Such thirst­ing breeds no good for staid and ag­ing men, but my lips are athirst for lips whose love­li­ness no longer ex­ists in flesh, and I thirst for a dead time and its dead fer­vors to be re­viv­ing, so that young Manuel may love again.

			“Tonight now sure­ly some­where, while this mu­sic sets un­cer­tain and prob­ing fin­gers to healed wounds, an ag­ing wom­an, in ev­ery­thing a stranger to me, is trou­bled just thus fu­tile­ly, and she too re­mem­bers what she half for­gets. ‘We that of old were one, and shud­dered heart to heart, with our young lips and our souls too made in­di­vis­i­ble,’—thus she is think­ing, as I think—‘has life dealt can­did­ly in leav­ing us to pot­ter with half mea­sures and to make noth­ing of sev­ered lives that shriv­el far apart?’ Yes, she tonight is sad as I, it well may be; but I can­not rest cer­tain of this, be­cause there is in young love a glo­ry so be­daz­zling as to pre­vent the lover from see­ing clear­ly his co-wor­ship­per, and there­fore in that dear time when we served love to­geth­er I learned no more of her than she of me.

			“Of all my fail­ures this is bit­ter­est to bear, that out of so much griev­ing and as­pir­ing I have gained no as­sured knowl­edge of the wom­an her­self, but must per­force be­come lachry­mose over such per­ished tin­sels as her quiv­er­ing red lips and shin­ing hair! Of youth and love is there no more, then, to be won than vir­ginal breasts and a small white bel­ly yield­ed to the will of the lover, and brief drunk­en­ness, and af­ter­ward such puz­zled yearn­ing as now dies in­to ac­qui­es­cence, very much as the long low sob­bing of that vi­o­lin yon­der dies in­to still­ness now the song is done?”

			So it was that gray Manuel talked in a half voice, sit­ting there re­splen­dent­ly robed in gold and crim­son, and twid­dling be­tween his fin­gers a goose-feath­er.

			“Yes,” Ni­afer said, present­ly, “but, for my part, I think he plays very nice­ly in­deed.”

			Manuel gave an abrupt slight jerk­ing of the head. Dom Manuel laughed. “Dear snip,” said he, “come, hon­est­ly now, what have you been med­i­tat­ing about while I talked non­sense?”

			“Why, I was think­ing I must re­mem­ber to look over your flan­nels the first thing to­mor­row, Manuel, for ev­ery­body knows what that damp Eng­lish cli­mate is in au­tumn—”

			“My dear­est,” Manuel said, with grave con­vic­tion, “you are the archetype and flaw­less mod­el of all wives.”

		
	
		
			
				XXXIV

				Farewell to Aliano­ra

			
			Now Dom Manuel takes ship and goes in­to Eng­land: and for what hap­pened there we have no au­thor­i­ty save the ac­count which Dom Manuel ren­dered on his re­turn to his wife.

			Thus said Dom Manuel:

			He went straight to Wood­stock, where the King and Queen then were. At Wood­stock Dom Manuel was hand­some­ly re­ceived, and there he passed the month of Sep­tem­ber—

			
				(“Why need you stay so long, though?” Dame Ni­afer in­quired.

				“Well,” Manuel ex­plained, “one thing led to an­oth­er, as it were.”

				“H’m!” Ni­afer re­marked.)

			

			He had present­ly a pri­vate talk with the Queen. How was she dressed? As near as Manuel re­called, she wore a green man­tle fas­tened in front with a square fer­moir of gems and wrought gold; un­der it, a close fit­ting gown of gold-di­a­pered bro­cade, with tight sleeves so long that they half cov­ered her hands, some­thing like mitts. Her crown was of flo­ri­at­ed tre­foils sur­mount­ing a band of ru­bies. Of course, though, they might have been on­ly gar­nets—

			
				(“And where was it that she dressed up in all this fin­ery to talk with you in pri­vate?”

				“Why, at Wood­stock, nat­u­ral­ly.”

				“I know it was at Wood­stock, but where­abouts at Wood­stock?”

				“It was by a win­dow, my dear, by a win­dow with panes of white glass and wood­en lat­tices and a pent cov­ered with lead.”

				“Your ac­count is very cir­cum­stan­tial, but where was the win­dow?”

				“Oh, now I un­der­stand you! It was in a room.”

				“What sort of room?”

				“Well, the walls were cov­ered with gay fres­coes from Sax­on his­to­ry; the fire­place was cov­ered with very hand­some­ly carved stone drag­ons; and the floor was cov­ered with new rush­es. In­deed, the Queen has one of the neat­est bed­rooms I have ev­er seen.”

				“Ah, yes,” said Ni­afer: “and what did you talk about dur­ing the time that you spent in your dear friend’s bed­room?”)

			

			Well, he found all go­ing well with Queen Aliano­ra (Dom Manuel con­tin­ued) ex­cept that she had not yet pro­vid­ed an heir for the Eng­lish throne, and it was this alone which was trou­bling her. It was on ac­count of this that she had sent for Count Manuel.

			“It is con­sid­ered not to look at all well, af­ter three years of mar­riage,” the Queen told him, “and peo­ple are be­gin­ning to say a num­ber of un­kind things.”

			“It is the com­mon fate of queens,” Dom Manuel replies, “to be ex­posed to the crit­i­cism of en­vi­ous per­sons.”

			“No, do not be bril­liant and apho­ris­tic, Manuel, for I want you to help me more prac­ti­cal­ly in this mat­ter.”

			“Very will­ing­ly will I help you if I can. But how can I?”

			“Why, you must as­sist me in get­ting a ba­by—a boy ba­by, of course.”

			“I am will­ing to do all that I can, be­cause cer­tain­ly it does not look well for you to have no son to be King of Eng­land. But how can I, of all per­sons, help you in this af­fair?”

			“Now, Manuel, af­ter get­ting three chil­dren you sure­ly ought to know what is nec­es­sary!”

			Dom Manuel shook a gray head. “My chil­dren came from a source which is ex­haust­ed.”

			“That would be de­plorable news if I be­lieved it, but I am sure that if you will let me take mat­ters in hand I can con­vince you to the con­trary—”

			“Well, I am open to con­vic­tion.”

			“—Al­though I scarce­ly know how to be­gin, be­cause I know that you will think this hard on you—”

			He took her hand. Dom Manuel ad­mit­ted to Ni­afer with­out re­serve that here he took the Queen’s hand, say­ing: “Do not play with me any longer, Aliano­ra, for you must see plain­ly that I am now ea­ger to serve you. So do not be em­bar­rassed, but come to the point, and I will do what I can.”

			“Why, Manuel, both you and I know per­fect­ly well that, even with your Dorothy or­dered, you still hold the stork’s note for an­oth­er girl and an­oth­er boy, to be sup­plied up­on de­mand, af­ter the man­ner of the Philistines.”

			“No, not up­on de­mand, for the first note has nine months to run, and the oth­er falls due even lat­er. But what has that to do with it?”

			“Now, Manuel, tru­ly I hate to ask this of you, but my need is des­per­ate, with all this crit­i­ciz­ing and gos­sip. So for old time’s sake, and for the sake of the life I gave you as a Christ­mas present, through telling my dear fa­ther an out-and-out sto­ry, you must let me have that first prom­is­sory note, and you must di­rect the stork to bring the boy ba­by to me in Eng­land, and not to your wife in Poictesme.”

			So that was what Dame Aliano­ra had want­ed.

			
				(“I knew that all along,” ob­served Dame Ni­afer—un­truth­ful­ly, but ad­her­ing to her gen­er­al the­o­ry that it was bet­ter to ap­pear om­ni­scient in deal­ing with one’s hus­band.)

			

			Well, Dom Manuel was grieved by the no­tion of be­ing part­ed from his child pri­or to its birth, but he was moved alike by his for­mer fond­ness for Aliano­ra, and by his in­debt­ed­ness to her, and by the obli­ga­tion that was on him to pro­vide as hand­some­ly as pos­si­ble for his son. No­body could dis­pute that as King of Eng­land, the boy’s sta­tion in life would be im­mea­sur­ably above the rank of the Count of Poictesme’s younger broth­er. So Manuel made a com­plaint as to his grief and as to Ni­afer’s grief at thus pre­ma­ture­ly los­ing their loved son—

			
				(“Shall I re­peat what I said, my dear?”

				“No, Manuel, I nev­er un­der­stand you when you are try­ing to be high­flown and im­pres­sive.”)

			

			Well, then, Dom Manuel made a very beau­ti­ful com­plaint, but in the out­come Dom Manuel con­sent­ed to this sac­ri­fice.

			He would not con­sent, though, to re­main in Eng­land, as Aliano­ra want­ed him to do.

			“No,” he said, nobly, “it would not look at all well for you to be tak­ing me as your lover, and break­ing your mar­riage-vows to love no­body but the King. No, Aliano­ra, I will help you to get the ba­by you need, inas­much as I am in­debt­ed to you for my life and have two ba­bies to spare, but I am not will­ing to have any­thing to do with the break­ing of your mar­riage-vows, be­cause it is a crime which is for­bid­den by the Holy Scrip­tures, and of which Ni­afer would cer­tain­ly hear soon­er or lat­er.”

			
				(“Oh, Manuel, you did not say that!”

				“My dear, those were my ex­act words. And why not?”

				“That was putting it sen­si­bly of course, but it would have sound­ed much bet­ter if you had ex­pressed your­self en­tire­ly up­on moral grounds. It is most im­por­tant, Manuel, as I am sure I have told you over and over again, for peo­ple in our po­si­tion to show a prop­er re­spect for moral­i­ty and re­li­gion and things of that sort when­ev­er they come up in the con­ver­sa­tion; but there is no teach­ing you any­thing ex­cept by bit­ter ex­pe­ri­ence, which I sin­cere­ly hope may be spared you, and one might as well be ar­gu­ing with a brick wall, and so you may go on”)

			

			Well, the Queen wept and coaxed, but Manuel was firm. So Manuel spent that night in the Queen’s room, per­form­ing the need­ful in­can­ta­tions, and ar­rang­ing mat­ters with the stork, and then Dom Manuel re­turned home. And that—well, re­al­ly that was all.

			Such was the ac­count which Dom Manuel ren­dered his wife. “And up­on the whole, Ni­afer, I con­sid­er it a very cred­itable stroke of busi­ness, for as King of Eng­land the child will en­joy ad­van­tages which we could nev­er have af­ford­ed him.”

			“Yes,” said Ni­afer, “and what does that dear friend of yours look like nowa­days?”

			“—Be­sides, should the boy turn out bad­ly our grief will be con­sid­er­ably less­ened by the cir­cum­stance that, through nev­er see­ing this son of ours, our af­fec­tion for him will nev­er be in­con­ve­nient­ly great.”

			“There is some­thing in that, for al­ready I can see that Em­m­er­ick in­her­its his fa­ther’s ob­sti­na­cy, and it nat­u­ral­ly wor­ries me, but what does the wom­an look like nowa­days?”

			“—Then, even more im­por­tant than these con­sid­er­a­tions—.”

			“Noth­ing is more im­por­tant, Manuel, in this very cu­ri­ous sound­ing af­fair, than the way that wom­an looks nowa­days.”

			“Ah, my dear,” says Manuel, diplo­mat­i­cal­ly, “I did not like to speak of that, I con­fess, for you know these blondes go off in their ap­pear­ance so quick­ly—”

			“Of course they do, but still—”

			“—And it not be­ing her fault, af­ter all, I did not like to tell you about Dame Aliano­ra’s look­ing so many years old­er than you do, since your be­ing a brunette gives you an un­fair ad­van­tage to be­gin with.”

			“Ah, it is not that,” said Ni­afer, still rather grim-vis­aged, but ob­vi­ous­ly mol­li­fied. “It is the life she is lead­ing, with her witch­craft and her fa­mil­iar spir­its and that con­tin­u­al en­ter­tain­ing and ex­cite­ment, and ev­ery­body tells me she has al­ready tak­en to dye­ing her hair.”

			“Oh, it had plain­ly had some­thing done to it,” says Manuel, light­ly. “But it is a queen’s du­ty to pre­serve such rem­nants of good looks as she pos­sess­es.”

			“So there, you see!” said Ni­afer, quite com­fort­able again in her mind when she not­ed the care­less way in which Dom Manuel spoke of the Queen.

			A year or two ear­li­er Dame Ni­afer would per­haps have been moved to jeal­ousy: now her on­ly con­cern was that Manuel might pos­si­bly be led to make a fool of him­self and to up­set their man­ner of liv­ing. With ev­ery con­tent­ed wife her hus­band’s gen­er­al fool­ish­ness is an ax­iom, and pru­dent philoso­phers do not dis­tin­guish here be­tween cause and ef­fect.

			As for Aliano­ra’s want­ing to take Manuel as a lover, Dame Ni­afer found the idea mild­ly amus­ing, and very nice­ly in­dica­tive of those washed-out, yel­low-haired wom­en’s in­tel­li­gence. To be har­bor­ing ro­man­tic no­tions about Manuel seemed to Manuel’s wife so fan­tas­ti­cal­ly out of rea­son that she half wished the poor crea­ture could with­out scan­dal be af­ford­ed a chance to find out for her­self all about Manuel’s thou­sand and one finicky ways and what he was in gen­er­al to live with.

			That be­ing im­pos­si­ble, Ni­afer put the crazy wom­an out of mind, and be­gan to tell Manuel about what had hap­pened, and not for the first time ei­ther, while he was away, and about just how much more she was go­ing to stand from Sis­ter Math, and about the ad­van­tages of a per­fect­ly plain un­der­stand­ing for ev­ery­body con­cerned. And with Ni­afer that was the end of Count Manuel’s dis­charg­ing of his obli­ga­tion to Aliano­ra.

			Of course there were gos­sips who said this, that and the oth­er. Some as­sert­ed that Manuel’s tale in it­self con­tained el­e­ments of im­prob­a­bil­i­ty: oth­ers de­clared that Queen Aliano­ra, who was far deepli­er versed in the mag­ic of the Ap­sarasas than was Dom Manuel, could just as well have sum­moned the stork with­out his as­sis­tance. It was true the stork was un­der no es­pe­cial obli­ga­tions to Aliano­ra: even so, said these gos­sips, it would have looked far bet­ter, and a queen could not be too par­tic­u­lar, and it sim­ply showed you about these for­eign South­ern wom­en; and al­though they of course wished to mis­judge no one, there was no sense in pre­tend­ing to ig­nore what ev­ery­body prac­ti­cal­ly knew to be a fact, and was talk­ing about ev­ery­where, and some day you would see for your­self.

			But af­ter all, Dom Manuel and the Queen were the on­ly per­sons qual­i­fied to speak of these mat­ters with au­thor­i­ty, and this was Dom Manuel’s ac­count of them. For the rest, he was sus­tained against tit­tle-tat­tle by the knowl­edge that he had per­formed a char­i­ta­ble deed in Eng­land, for the Queen’s pop­u­lar­i­ty was en­hanced, and all the Eng­lish, but par­tic­u­lar­ly their King, were de­light­ed, by the fine son which the stork du­ly brought to Aliano­ra the fol­low­ing June.

			Manuel nev­er saw this boy, who af­ter­ward ruled over Eng­land and was a high­ly thought-of war­rior, nor did Dom Manuel ev­er see Queen Aliano­ra any more. So Aliano­ra goes out of the sto­ry, to bring long years of mis­ery and ru­in­ing wars up­on the Eng­lish, and to Dom Manuel no more be­guile­ments. For they say Dom Manuel could nev­er re­sist her, be­cause of that un­der­ly­ing pover­ty in the cor­rect emo­tions which, as some say, Dom Manuel shared with her, and which they hid from all the world ex­cept each oth­er.

		
	
		
			
				XXXV

				The Trou­bling Win­dow

			
			It seemed, in a word, that trou­ble had for­got­ten Count Manuel. None the less, Dom Manuel opened a win­dow, at his fine home at Storisende, on a fine, sun­lit, warmish morn­ing (for this was the last day of April) to con­front an out­look more per­turb­ing than his hard vivid eyes had yet light­ed on.

			So he re­gard­ed it for a while. Con­sid­er­ate­ly Dom Manuel now made ex­per­i­ments with three win­dows in this Room of Ageus, and found how, in so far as one’s sens­es could be trust­ed, the mat­ter stood. There­after, as be­came an in­tel­li­gent per­son, he went back to his writ­ing-ta­ble, and set about sign­ing the req­ui­si­tions and war­rants and oth­er pa­pers which Ruric the clerk had left there.

			Yet all the while Dom Manuel’s gaze kept lift­ing to the win­dows. There were three of them, set side by side, each fac­ing south. They were of thick clear glass, of a sort whose man­u­fac­ture is a lost art, for these win­dows had been among the spoils brought back by Duke As­mund from ne­far­i­ous raid­ings of Philis­tia, in which coun­try these win­dows had once been a part of the tem­ple of Ageus, an im­memo­ri­al god of the Philistines. For this rea­son the room was called the Room of Ageus.

			Through these win­dows Count Manuel could see fa­mil­iar fields, the long av­enue of poplars and the ris­ing hills be­yond. All was as it had been yes­ter­day, and as all had been since, near­ly three years ago, Count Manuel first en­tered Storisende. All was pre­cise­ly as it had been, ex­cept, to be sure, that un­til yes­ter­day Dom Manuel’s ta­ble had stood by the far­thest win­dow. He could not re­mem­ber that un­til to­day this win­dow had ev­er been opened, be­cause since his youth had gone out of him Count Manuel was be­com­ing more and more sus­cep­ti­ble to draughts.

			“It is cer­tain­ly very cu­ri­ous,” Dom Manuel said, aloud, when he had fin­ished with his pa­pers.

			He was again ap­proach­ing the very cu­ri­ous win­dow when his daugh­ter Meli­cent, now near­ly three years old, came nois­i­ly, and in an ap­palling­ly soiled con­di­tion, to mo­lest him. She had bright beau­ty lat­er, but at three she was one of those chil­dren whom hu­man pow­ers can­not keep clean for longer than three min­utes.

			Dom Manuel kept for her es­pe­cial delec­ta­tion a small flat pad­dle on his writ­ing-ta­ble, and this he now caught up.

			“Out of the room with you, lit­tle pest!” he blus­tered, “for I am busy.”

			So the child, as was her cus­tom, ran back in­to the hall­way, and stood there, no longer in the room, but with one small foot thrust be­yond the door­sill, while she laughed up at her big fa­ther, and de­ri­sive­ly stuck out a tiny curved red tongue at the famed over­lord of Poictesme. Then Dom Manuel, as was his cus­tom, got down up­on the floor to slap with his pad­dle at the in­trud­ing foot, and Meli­cent squealed with de­light, and pulled back her foot in time to dodge the pad­dle, and thrust out her oth­er foot be­yond the sill, and tried to with­draw that too be­fore it was spanked.

			So it was they gave over a quar­ter of an hour to ri­ot­ing, and so it was that grave young Ruric found them. Count Manuel rather sheep­ish­ly arose from the floor, and dust­ed him­self, and sent Meli­cent in­to the but­tery for some sug­ar cakes. He told Ruric what were the most fa­vor­able terms he could of­fer the burgess­es of Narenta, and he gave Ruric the signed req­ui­si­tions.

			Present­ly, when Ruric had gone, Dom Manuel went again to the far­thest win­dow, opened it, and looked out once more. He shook his head, as one who gives up a rid­dle. He armed him­self, and rode over to Perdigon, whith­er saint­ed King Fer­di­nand had come to con­sult with Manuel about con­triv­ing the as­sas­si­na­tion of the Moor­ish gen­er­al, al-Mo­ta-Wakkil. This mat­ter Dom Manuel de­put­ed to Guiv­ric the Sage; and so was rid of it.

			In ad­di­tion, Count Manuel had on hand that af­ter­noon an ap­peal to the judg­ment of God, over some rather valu­able farm­ing lands; but it was re­marked by the spec­ta­tors that he botched the un­hors­ing and se­vere wound­ing of Earl Lad­i­nas, and con­duct­ed it rather as though Dom Manuel’s heart were not in the day’s busi­ness. In­deed, he had rea­son, for while su­per­nal mys­ter­ies were well enough if one were still a hare­brained lad, or even if one set out in due form to seek them, to find such mys­ter­ies ob­trud­ing them­selves un­sought in­to the home-life of a well-thought-of no­ble­man was dis­com­pos­ing, and to have the win­dows of his own house play­ing tricks on him seemed hard­ly re­spectable.

			All that month, too, some mem­o­ry ap­peared to trou­ble Dom Manuel, in the back of his mind, while the lords of the Sil­ver Stal­lion were bus­ied in the pur­suit of Oth­mar and Oth­mar’s brig­ands in the Taunen­fels: and as soon as Dom Manuel had cap­tured and hanged the last squad of these knaves, Dom Manuel rode home and looked out of the win­dow, to find mat­ters un­changed.

			Dom Manuel med­i­tat­ed. He sound­ed the gong for Ruric. Dom Manuel talked with the clerk about this and that. Present­ly Dom Manuel said: “But one sti­fles here. Open that win­dow.”

			The clerk obeyed. Manuel at the writ­ing-ta­ble watched him in­tent­ly. But in open­ing the win­dow the clerk had of ne­ces­si­ty stood with his back to­ward Count Manuel, and when Ruric turned, the dark young face of Ruric was im­pas­sive.

			Dom Manuel, play­ing with the jew­eled chain of of­fice about his neck, con­sid­ered Ruric’s face. Then Manuel said: “That is all. You may go.”

			But Count Manuel’s face was trou­bled, and for the rest of this day he kept an eye on Ruric the young clerk. In the af­ter­noon it was no­tice­able that this Ruric went of­ten, on one pre­text and an­oth­er, in­to the Room of Ageus when no­body else was there. The next af­ter­noon, in broad day­light, Manuel de­tect­ed Ruric car­ry­ing in­to the Room of Ageus, of all things, a lantern. The Count wait­ed a while, then went in­to the room through its one door. The room was emp­ty. Count Manuel sat down and drummed with his fin­gers up­on the top of his writ­ing-ta­ble.

			Af­ter a while the third win­dow was opened. Ruric the clerk climbed over the sill. He blew out his lantern.

			“You are braver than I,” Count Manuel said, “it may be. It is cer­tain you are younger. Once, Ruric, I would not have lured any dark and prim-voiced young fel­low in­to at­tempt­ing this ad­ven­ture, but would have es­sayed it my­self post-haste. Well, but I have oth­er du­ties now, and ap­pear­ances to keep up: and peo­ple would talk if they saw a well-thought-of no­ble­man well set­tled in life climb­ing out of his own win­dows, and there is sim­ply no telling what my wife would think of it.”

			The clerk had turned, star­tled, drop­ping his lantern with a small crash. His hands went jerk­i­ly to his smooth chin, clutch­ing it. His face was white as a lep­er’s face, and his eyes now were wild and glit­ter­ing, and his head was drawn low be­tween his black-clad shoul­ders, so that he seemed a hunch­back as he con­front­ed his mas­ter. An­oth­er queer thing Manuel could no­tice, and it was that a great lock had been sheared away from the left side of Ruric’s black hair.

			“What have you learned,” says Manuel, “out yon­der?”

			“I can­not tell you,” replied Ruric, laugh­ing sillily, “but in place of it, I will tell you a tale. Yes, yes, Count Manuel, I will tell you a mer­ry sto­ry of how a great while ago our com­mon grand­moth­er Eve was wash­ing her chil­dren one day near Eden when God called to her. She hid away the chil­dren that she had not fin­ished wash­ing: and when the good God asked her if all her chil­dren were there, with their meek lit­tle heads against His knees, to say their prayers to Him, she an­swered, Yes. So God told her that what she had tried to hide from God should be hid­den from men: and He took away the un­washed chil­dren, and made a place for them where ev­ery­thing stays young, and where there is nei­ther good nor evil, be­cause these chil­dren are un­stained by hu­man sin and unre­deemed by Christ’s dear blood.”

			The Count said, frown­ing: “What drunk­en non­sense are you talk­ing at broad noon? It is not any fool­ish tat­ter of leg­end that I am re­quir­ing of you, my boy, but civ­il in­for­ma­tion as to what is to be en­coun­tered out yon­der.”

			“All free­dom and all de­light,” young Ruric told him wild­ly, “and all hor­ror and all re­bel­lion.”

			Then he talked for a while. When Ruric had end­ed this talk­ing, Count Manuel laughed scorn­ful­ly, and spoke as be­came a well-thought-of no­ble­man.

			Ruric whipped out a knife, and at­tacked his mas­ter, cry­ing, “I fol­low af­ter my own think­ing and my own de­sires, you old, smug, squint­ing hyp­ocrite!”

			So Count Manuel caught Ruric by the throat, and with naked hands Dom Manuel stran­gled the young clerk.

			“Now I have rid­ded the world of much poi­son, I think,” Dom Manuel said, aloud, when Ruric lay dead at Manuel’s feet. “In any event, I can­not have that sort of talk­ing about my house. Yet I wish I had not trapped the boy in­to at­tempt­ing this ad­ven­ture, which by rights was my ad­ven­ture. I did not al­ways avoid ad­ven­tures.”

			He sum­moned two to take away the body, and then Manuel went to his bed­room, and was clothed by his lack­eys in a tu­nic of pur­ple silk, and a coro­net was placed on his gray head, and the trum­pets sound­ed as Count Manuel sat down to sup­per. Pages in er­mine served him, bring­ing Manuel’s food up­on gold dish­es, and pour­ing red wine and white from gold­en beakers in­to Manuel’s gold cup. Skilled mu­sic-men played up­on vi­o­ls and harps and flutes while the high Count of Poictesme ate rich­ly sea­soned food and talked se­date­ly with his wife.

			They had not fared thus when Manuel had just come from herd­ing swine, and Ni­afer was a ser­vant trudg­ing on her mis­tress’ er­rands, and when these two had eat­en very grate­ful­ly the Por­tune’s bread and cheese. They had not any need to be heart­ened with rare wines when they en­dured so many per­ils up­on Vraidex and in Dun Vlech­lan be­cause of their love for each oth­er. For these two had once loved mar­velous­ly. Now min­strels ev­ery­where made songs about their all-con­quer­ing love, which had de­rid­ed death; and no­body de­nied that, even now, these two got on to­geth­er am­i­ca­bly.

			But tonight Dame Ni­afer was fret­ted, be­cause the pas­try-cook was young Ruric’s cousin, and was, she feared, as like­ly as not to fling off in a huff on ac­count of Dom Manuel’s hav­ing stran­gled the clerk.

			“Well, then do you raise the fel­low’s wages,” said Count Manuel.

			“That is eas­i­ly said, and is ex­act­ly like a man. Why, Manuel, you sure­ly know that then the meat-cook, and the but­ler, too, would be de­mand­ing more, and that there would be no end to it.”

			“But, my dear, the boy was talk­ing mad blas­phe­my, and was for cut­ting my throat with a great horn-han­dled knife.”

			“Of course that was very wrong of him,” said Dame Ni­afer, com­fort­ably, “and not for an in­stant, Manuel, am I de­fend­ing his con­duct, as I trust you quite un­der­stand. But even so, if you had stopped for a mo­ment to think how hard it is to re­place a ser­vant nowa­days, and how un­re­li­able is the best of them, I be­lieve you would have seen how com­plete­ly we are at their mer­cy.”

			Then she told him all about her sec­ond wait­ing-wom­an, while Manuel said, “Yes,” and “I nev­er heard the like,” and “You were per­fect­ly right, my dear,” and so on, and all the while ap­peared to be think­ing about some­thing else in the back of his mind.

		
	
		
			
				XXXVI

				Ex­cur­sions from Con­tent

			
			There­after Count Manuel could not long re­main away from the win­dow through which Ruric had climbed with a lantern, and through which Ruric had re­turned in­sane­ly blas­phem­ing against law and or­der.

			The out­look from this win­dow was some­what cu­ri­ous. Through the two oth­er win­dows of Ageus, set side by side with this one, and in ap­pear­ance sim­i­lar to it in all re­spects, the view re­mained al­ways un­changed, and just such as it was from the third win­dow so long as you looked through the thick clear glass. But when the third win­dow of Ageus was opened, all the sun­lit sum­mer world that you had seen through the thick clear glass was gone quite away, and you looked out in­to a lim­it­less gray twi­light where­in not any­thing was cer­tain­ly dis­cernible, and the air smelt of spring. It was a cu­ri­ous ex­pe­ri­ence for Count Manuel, thus to re­gard through the clear glass his pros­per­ing do­mains and all the re­wards of his fa­mous en­deav­ors, and then find them van­ished as soon as the third win­dow was opened. It was cu­ri­ous, and very in­ter­est­ing; but such oc­cur­rences make peo­ple du­bi­ous about things in which, as ev­ery­body knows, it is wis­dom’s part to be­lieve im­plic­it­ly.

			Now the sec­ond day af­ter Ruric had died, the sea­son now be­ing June, Count Manuel stood at the three win­dows, and saw in the av­enue of poplars his wife, Dame Ni­afer, walk­ing hand in hand with lit­tle Meli­cent. Ni­afer, de­spite her lame­ness, was a fine fig­ure of a wom­an, so long as he viewed Ni­afer through the closed win­dow of Ageus. Dom Manuel looked con­tent­ed­ly enough up­on the wife who was the re­ward of his toil and suf­fer­ing in Dun Vlech­lan, and the child who was the re­ward of his ami­a­bil­i­ty and shrewd­ness in deal­ing with the stork, all seemed well so long as he re­gard­ed them through the closed third win­dow.

			His hand trem­bled some­what as he now opened this win­dow, to face gray sweet­ly-scent­ed noth­ing­ness. But in the win­dow glass, you saw, the ap­pear­ance of his flour­ish­ing gar­dens re­mained un­changed: and in the half of the win­dow to the right hand were quiv­er­ing poplars, and Ni­afer and lit­tle Meli­cent were smil­ing at him, and the child was kiss­ing her hand to him. All about this swing­ing half of the win­dow was noth­ing­ness; he, lean­ing out, and part­ly clos­ing this half of the win­dow, could see that be­hind the ami­able pic­ture was noth­ing­ness: it was on­ly in the old glass of Ageus that his wife and child ap­peared to live and move.

			Dom Manuel laughed, short­ly. “Hah, then,” says he, “that te­dious dear nag­ging wom­an and that price­less snub-nosed brat may not be re­al. They may be mere­ly hap­py and pro­sa­ic imag­in­ings, hid­ing the night which alone is re­al. To con­sid­er this pos­si­bil­i­ty is trou­bling. It makes for even greater lone­li­ness. None the less, I know that I am re­al, and cer­tain­ly the gray­ness be­fore me is re­al. Well, no mat­ter what be­fell Ruric yon­der, it must be that in this gray­ness there is some oth­er be­ing who is re­al and dis­sat­is­fied. I must go to seek this be­ing, for here I be­come as a drugged per­son among se­date and com­fort­able dreams which are made dou­bly wear­i­ful by my old mas­ter’s whis­per­ing of that knowl­edge which was my fa­ther’s fa­ther’s.”

			Then in the gray dusk was re­vealed a face that was not hu­man, and the round tooth­less mouth of it spoke fee­bly, say­ing, “I am Lu­bri­can, and I come to guide you if you dare fol­low.”

			“I have al­ways thought that ‘dare’ was a quaint word,” says Manuel, with the lord­ly swag­ger which he kept for com­pa­ny.

			So he climbed out of the third win­dow of Ageus. When lat­er he climbed back, a lock had been sheared from the side of his gray head.

			Now the tale tells that there­after Dom Manuel was changed, and his at­ten­dants gos­siped about it. Dame Ni­afer al­so was moved to mild won­der­ment over the change in him, but did not think it very im­por­tant, be­cause there is nev­er any ac­count­ing for what a hus­band will do. Be­sides, there were oth­er mat­ters to con­sid­er, for at this time East­er­lings came up from Pi­a­ja (which they had sacked) in­to the ter­ri­to­ries of King Theodor­et, and be­sieged Megaris, and the har­ried King had sent mes­sen­gers to Dom Manuel.

			“But this is none of my af­fair,” said Manuel, “and I be­gin to tire of war­fare, and of catch­ing cold by sleep­ing on hard-won bat­tle­fields.”

			“You would not take cold, as I have told you any num­ber of times,” de­clared Ni­afer, “if you would eat more green veg­eta­bles in­stead of stuff­ing your­self with meat, and did not in­sist on over­heat­ing your­self at the fight­ing. Still, you had bet­ter go.”

			“My dear, I shall do noth­ing of the sort.”

			“Yes, you had bet­ter go, for these East­er­lings are no­to­ri­ous pa­gans—”

			“Now oth­er per­sons have been pa­gans once up­on a time, dear snip—”

			“A great many things are much worse, Manuel,” says Ni­afer, with that dark im­pli­ca­tion be­fore which Dom Manuel al­ways fid­get­ed, be­cause there was no telling what it might mean. “Yes, these East­er­lings are quite no­to­ri­ous pa­gans, and King Theodor­et has at least the grace to call him­self a Chris­tian, and, be­sides, it will give me a chance to get your rooms turned out and thor­ough­ly cleaned.”

			So Manuel, as was his cus­tom, did what Ni­afer thought best. Manuel sum­moned his vas­sals, and brought to­geth­er his nine lords of the Fel­low­ship of the Sil­ver Stal­lion, and, with­out mak­ing any stir with horns and clar­i­ons, came so swift­ly and se­cret­ly un­der cov­er of night up­on the hea­then East­er­lings that nev­er was seen such slaugh­ter and sor­row and de­struc­tion as Dom Manuel wrought up­on those tall pa­gans be­fore he sat down to break­fast.

			He at­tacked from San­nazaro. The sur­vivors there­fore fled, hav­ing no choice, through the fields east of Megaris. Manuel fol­lowed, and slew them in the open.

			The realm was thus res­cued from dire per­il, and Manuel was de­tained for a while in Megaris, by the en­su­ing ban­quets and re­li­gious ser­vices and the ex­e­cu­tions of the pris­on­ers and the non­sense of the King’s sis­ter. For this ro­man­tic and very pret­ty girl had set King Theodor­et to pes­ter­ing Manuel with mag­nil­o­quent of­fers of what Theodor­et would do and give if on­ly the res­cuer of Megaris would put aside his ug­ly crip­pled wife and mar­ry the King’s love­ly sis­ter.

			Manuel laughed at him. Some say that Manuel and the King’s sis­ter dis­pensed with mar­riage: oth­ers ac­cuse Dom Manuel of ex­hibit­ing a con­ti­nence not very well suit­ed to his ex­alt­ed es­tate. It is cer­tain, in any event, that he by and by re­turned in­to Poictesme, with a cold in his head to be sure, but with fresh glo­ry and much plun­der and two new fiefs to his cred­it: and at Storisende Dom Manuel found that his rooms had been thor­ough­ly cleaned and set in such per­fect or­der that he could lay hands up­on none of his be­long­ings, and that the pas­try-cook had left.

			“It sim­ply shows you!” says Dame Ni­afer, “and all I have to say is that now I hope you are sat­is­fied.”

			Manuel laughed with­out mer­ri­ment. “Ev­ery­thing is in a con­spir­a­cy to sat­is­fy me in these sleek times, and it is that which chiefly plagues me.”

			He chucked Ni­afer un­der the chin, and told her she should be think­ing of what a fa­mous hus­band she had nowa­days, in­stead of both­er­ing about pas­try-cooks. Then he fell to ask­ing lit­tle Meli­cent about how much she had missed Fa­ther while Fa­ther was away, and he du­ti­ful­ly kissed the two oth­er chil­dren, and he du­ly ad­mired the ad­di­tions to Em­m­er­ick’s vo­cab­u­lary dur­ing Fa­ther’s ab­sence. And af­ter­ward he went alone in­to the Room of Ageus.

			There­after he was used to spend more and more hours in the Room of Ageus, and the change in Count Manuel was more and more talked about. And the sum­mer passed: and whether or no Count Manuel had, as some de­clared, con­tract­ed un­holy al­liances, there was no deny­ing that all pros­pered with Count Manuel, and he was ev­ery­where es­teemed the most lucky and the least scrupu­lous rogue alive. But, very cer­tain­ly, he was changed.

		
	
		
			
				XXXVII

				Opin­ions of Hinzel­mann

			
			Now the tale tells that on Michael­mas morn­ing lit­tle Meli­cent, be­ing in a qui­et mood that time, sat with her doll in the tall chair by the third win­dow of Ageus while her fa­ther wrote at his big ta­ble. He was paus­ing be­tween phras­es to think and to bite at his thumb­nail, and he was so in­tent up­on this let­ter to Pope In­no­cent that he did not no­tice the slow open­ing of the third win­dow: and Meli­cent had been in con­fer­ence with the queer small boy for some while be­fore Dom Manuel looked up ab­stract­ed­ly to­ward them. Then Manuel seemed per­turbed, and he called Meli­cent to him, and she obe­di­ent­ly scram­bled in­to her fa­ther’s lap.

			There was si­lence in the Room of Ageus. The queer small boy sat lean­ing back in the chair which lit­tle Meli­cent had just left. He sat with his legs crossed, and with his gloved hands clasp­ing his right knee, as he looked ap­prais­ing­ly at Meli­cent. He dis­played a beau­ti­ful sad face, with curled yel­low hair hang­ing about his shoul­ders, and he was dressed in a ver­mil­ion silk coat: at his left side, worn like a sword, was a vast pair of shears. He wore al­so a point­ed hat of four in­terblend­ed col­ors, and his leather gloves were fig­ured with pearls.

			“She will be a wom­an by and by,” the strange boy said, with a soft and del­i­cate voice, “and then she too will be com­ing to us, and we will pro­vide fine sor­rows for her.”

			“No, Hinzel­mann,” Count Manuel replied, as he stroked the round straw-col­ored head of lit­tle Meli­cent. “This is the child of Ni­afer. She comes of a race that has no time to be peer­ing out of du­bi­ous win­dows.”

			“It is your child too, Count Manuel. There­fore she too, be­tween now and her buri­al, will be want­ing to be made free of my sis­ter Suskind’s king­dom, as you have been made free of it, at a price. Oh, very cer­tain­ly you have paid lit­tle as yet save the one lock of your gray hair, but in time you will pay the oth­er price which Suskind de­mands. I know, for it is I who col­lect my sis­ter Suskind’s rev­enues, and when the prop­er hour ar­rives, be­lieve me, Count Manuel, I shall not be ask­ing your leave, nor is there any price which you, I think, will not be pay­ing will­ing­ly.”

			“That is prob­a­ble. For Suskind is wise and strange, and the grave beau­ty of her youth is the ful­fil­ment of an old hope. Life had be­come a te­dious mat­ter of much mon­ey and much blood­shed, but she has re­stored to me the gold and crim­son of dawn.”

			“So, do you very great­ly love my sis­ter Suskind?” says Hinzel­mann, smil­ing rather sad­ly.

			“She is my heart’s de­light, and the de­sire of my de­sire. It was she for whom, un­wit­ting­ly, I had been long­ing al­ways, since I first went away from Suskind, to climb up­on the gray heights of Vraidex in my long pur­suit of much wealth and fame. I had seen my wish­es ful­filled, and my dreams ac­com­plished; all the god­like dis­con­tents which en­no­bled my youth had died pain­less­ly in cush­ioned places. And liv­ing had come to be a habit of do­ing what lit­tle per­sons ex­pect­ed, and youth was gone out of me, and I, that used to fol­low with a high head af­ter my own think­ing and my own de­sires, could not any longer very great­ly care for any­thing. Now I am changed: for Suskind has made me free once more of the Coun­try of the Young and of the age­less self-tor­ment­ing youth of the gray depths which mad­dened Ruric, but did not mad­den me.”

			“Look you, Count Manuel, but that pen­ni­less young no­body, Ruric the clerk, was not trapped as you are trapped. For from the faith of oth­ers there is no es­cape up­on this side of the win­dow. World-fa­mous Manuel the Re­deemer has in this place his luck and pros­per­i­ty to main­tain un­til the or­der­ings of unimag­i­na­tive gods have quite de­stroyed the Manuel that once fol­lowed af­ter his own think­ing. For even the high gods here note with ap­proval that you have be­come the sort of per­son in whom the gods put con­fi­dence, and so they fa­vor you un­scrupu­lous­ly. Here all is pre­ar­ranged for you by the think­ing of oth­ers. Here there is no es­cape for you from ac­quir­ing a lit­tle more wealth to­day, a lit­tle more mead­ow­land to­mor­row, with dai­ly a lit­tle more ap­plause and hon­or and en­vy from your fel­lows, along with al­ways slow­ly in­creas­ing wrin­kles and dulling wits and an aug­ment­ing paunch, and with the smug ap­proval of ev­ery­body up­on earth and in heav­en. That is the re­ward of those per­sons whom you hu­mor­ous­ly call suc­cess­ful per­sons.”

			Dom Manuel an­swered very slow­ly, and to lit­tle Meli­cent it seemed that Fa­ther’s voice was sad.

			Said Manuel: “Cer­tain­ly, I think there is no es­cape for me up­on this side of the win­dow of Ageus. A bond was put up­on me to make a fig­ure in this world, and I dis­charged that obli­ga­tion. Then came an­oth­er and yet an­oth­er obli­ga­tion to be dis­charged. And now has come up­on me a geas which is not to be lift­ed ei­ther by toils or by mir­a­cles. It is the geas which is laid on ev­ery per­son, and the life of ev­ery man is as my life, with no mo­ment free from some bond or an­oth­er. Heh, youth vaunts windi­ly, but in the end no­body can fol­low af­ter his own think­ing and his own de­sire. At ev­ery turn he is con­front­ed by that which is ex­pect­ed, and obli­ga­tion fol­lows obli­ga­tion, and in the long run no cham­pi­on can be stronger than ev­ery­body. So we suc­cumb to this world’s ter­ri­ble un­rea­son, willy-nil­ly, and Hel­mas has been made wise, and Fer­di­nand has been made saint­ly, and I have been made suc­cess­ful, by that which was ex­pect­ed of us, and by that which none of us had ev­er any re­al chance to re­sist in a world where­in all men are nour­ished by their be­liefs.”

			“And does not suc­cess con­tent you?”

			“Ah, but,” asked Manuel slow­ly, just as he had once asked Hor­vendile in Manuel’s lost youth, “what is suc­cess? They tell me I have suc­ceed­ed mar­velous­ly in all things, ris­ing from low be­gin­nings, to be­come the most lucky and the least scrupu­lous rogue alive: yet, hear­ing men’s ap­plause, I some­times won­der, for I know that a small­er-heart­ed crea­ture and a crea­ture poor­er in spir­it is pos­tur­ing in Count Manuel’s high cush­ioned places than used to go afield with the miller’s pigs.”

			“Why, yes, Count Manuel, you have made en­durable terms with this world by suc­cumb­ing to its fool­ish­ness: but do you take com­fort, for that is the one way open to any­body who has not right­ly seen and judged the ends of this world. At worst, you have had all your de­sires, and you have made a very no­table fig­ure in Count Manuel’s en­vied sta­tion.”

			“But I starve there, Hinzel­mann, I dry away in­to stone, and this en­vied liv­ing is re­shap­ing me in­to a com­pla­cent idol for fools to hon­or, and the ap­proval of fools is con­vert­ing the heart and wits of me in­to the stony heart and wits of an idol. And I look back up­on my breath­less old en­deav­ors, and I won­der drea­ri­ly, ‘Was it for this?’ ”

			“Yes,” Hinzel­mann said: and he shrugged, with­out ev­er putting off that sad smile of his. “Yes, yes, all this is on­ly an­oth­er way of say­ing that Bé­da has kept his word. But no man gets rid of Mis­ery, Count Manuel, ex­cept at a price.”

			They stayed silent for a while. Count Manuel stroked the round straw-col­ored head of lit­tle Meli­cent. Hinzel­mann played with the small cross which hung at Hinzel­mann’s neck. This cross ap­peared to be wo­ven of plait­ed strings, but when Hinzel­mann shook the cross it jin­gled like a bell.

			“Yet, none the less,” says Hinzel­mann, “here you re­main. No, cer­tain­ly, I can­not un­der­stand you, Count Manuel. As a drunk­ard goes back to the de­stroy­ing cask, so do you con­tin­ue to re­turn to your fine home at Storisende and to the in­ces­sant whis­per­ing of your fa­ther’s fa­ther, for all that you have but to re­main in Suskind’s low red-pil­lared palace to be for­ev­er rid of that whis­per and of this drea­ry sa­ti­at­ing of hu­man de­sires.”

			“I shall of course make my per­ma­nent quar­ters there by and by,” Count Manuel said, “but not just yet. It would not be quite fair to my wife for me to be leav­ing Storisende just now, when we are get­ting in the crops, and when ev­ery­thing is more or less up­set al­ready—”

			“I per­ceive you are still in­vent­ing ex­cus­es, Count Manuel, to put off yield­ing en­tire al­le­giance to my sis­ter.”

			“No, it is not that, not that at all! It is on­ly the up­set con­di­tion of things, just now, and, be­sides, Hinzel­mann, the stork is to bring us the last girl child the lat­ter part of next week. We are to call her Et­tarre, and I would like to have a sight of her, of course—In fact, I am com­pelled to stay through mere ci­vil­i­ty, inas­much as the Queen of Philis­tia is send­ing the very fa­mous St. Hol­mendis es­pe­cial­ly to chris­ten this ba­by. And it would be, Hinzel­mann, the height of rude­ness for me to be leav­ing home, just now, as though I want­ed to avoid his vis­it—”

			Hinzel­mann still smiled rather sad­ly. “Last month you could not come to us be­cause your wife was just then out­worn with stand­ing in the hot kitchen and stew­ing jams and mar­malades. Dom Manuel, will you come when the ba­by is de­liv­ered and this Saint has been at­tend­ed to and all the crops are in?”

			“Well, but Hinzel­mann, with­in a week or two we shall be brew­ing this year’s ale, and I have al­ways more or less seen to that—”

			Still Hinzel­mann smiled sad­ly. He point­ed with his small gloved hand to­ward Meli­cent. “And what about your oth­er en­slave­ment, to this child here?”

			“Why, cer­tain­ly, Hinzel­mann, the brat does need a fa­ther to look out for her, so long as she is the mer­est ba­by. And nat­u­ral­ly, I have been think­ing about that of late, rather se­ri­ous­ly—”

			Hinzel­mann spoke with de­lib­er­a­tion. “She is very near­ly the most stupid and the most unattrac­tive child I have ev­er seen. And I, you must re­mem­ber, am blood broth­er to Cain and Seth as well as to Suskind.”

			But Dom Manuel was not pro­voked. “As if I did not know the child is in no way re­mark­able! No, my good Hinzel­mann, you that serve Suskind have shown me strange dear things, but noth­ing more strange and dear than a thing which I dis­cov­ered for my­self. For I am that Manuel whom men call the Re­deemer of Poictesme, and my deeds will be the themes of harpers whose grand­par­ents are not yet born; I have known love and war and all man­ner of ad­ven­ture: but all the sigh­ings and hushed laugh­ter of yes­ter­day, and all the trum­pet-blow­ing and shout­ing, and all that I have wit­nessed of the un­ret­i­cent fond hu­man ways of great per­sons who for the while have put aside their state, and all the good that in my day I may have done, and all the evil that I have cer­tain­ly de­stroyed—all this seems triv­ial as set against the pro­duc­ing of this tou­sled brat. No, to be sure, she is back­ward as com­pared with Em­m­er­ick, or even Dorothy, and she is not, as you say, an at all re­mark­able child, though very of­ten, I can as­sure you, she does things that would as­ton­ish you. Now, for in­stance—”

			“Spare me!” said Hinzel­mann.

			“Well, but it re­al­ly was very clever of her,” Dom Manuel stip­u­lat­ed, with dis­ap­point­ment. “How­ev­er, I was go­ing to say that I, who have har­ried pa­gan­dom, and capped jests with kings, and am now set­ting terms for the Holy Fa­ther, have come to re­gard the do­ings of this ill-bred, self­ish, ug­ly, lit­tle imp as more im­por­tant than my do­ings. And I can­not re­solve to leave her, just yet. So, Hinzel­mann, my friend, I think I will not thor­ough­ly com­mit my­self, just yet. But af­ter Christ­mas we will see about it.”

			“And I will tell you the two rea­sons of this shilly-shal­ly­ing, Count Manuel. One rea­son is that you are hu­man, and the oth­er rea­son is that in your head there are gray hairs.”

			“What, can it be,” said the big war­rior, for­lorn­ly, “that I who have not yet had twen­ty-six years of liv­ing am past my prime, and that al­ready life is go­ing out of me?”

			“You must re­mem­ber the price you paid to win back Dame Ni­afer from par­adise. As truth, and not the al­manac, must es­ti­mate these things you are now near­er fifty-six.”

			“Well,” Manuel said, stout­ly, “I do not re­gret it, and for Ni­afer’s sake I am will­ing to be­come a hun­dred and six. But cer­tain­ly it is hard to think of my­self as an old fel­low on the brink of the scrap-pile.”

			“Oho, you are not yet so old, Count Manuel, but that Suskind’s pow­er is greater than the pow­er of the child: and be­sides, there is a way to break the pow­er of the child. Death has mere­ly scratched small wrin­kles, very light­ly, with one talon, to mark you as his by and by. That is all as yet: and so the pow­er of my high sis­ter Suskind en­dures over you, who were once used to fol­low af­ter your own think­ing and your own de­sire, for there re­mains in you a leav­en even to­day. Yes, yes, though you de­ny her to­day, you will be en­treat­ing her to­mor­row, and then it may be she will pun­ish you. Ei­ther way, I must be go­ing now, since you are ob­sti­nate, for it is at this time I run about the Sep­tem­ber world col­lect­ing my sis­ter’s rev­enues, and her debtors are very nu­mer­ous.”

			And with that the boy, still smil­ing grave­ly, slipped out of the third win­dow in­to the gray sweet-smelling dusk, and lit­tle Meli­cent said, “But, Fa­ther, why did that queer sad boy want me to be climb­ing out of the win­dow with him?”

			“So that he might be kind to you, my dear, as he es­ti­mates kind­ness.”

			“But why did the sad boy want a piece of my hair?” asked Meli­cent; “and why did he cut it off with his big shiny shears, while you were writ­ing, and he was play­ing with me?”

			“It was to pay a price,” says Manuel.

			He knew now that the Alf charm was laid on his loved child, and that this was the price of his jun­ket­ings. He knew al­so that Suskind would nev­er re­mit this price.

			Then Meli­cent de­mand­ed, “And what makes your face so white?”

			“It must be pale with hunger, child: so I think that you and I had bet­ter be get­ting to our din­ner.”

		
	
		
			
				XXXVIII

				Farewell to Suskind

			
			But af­ter din­ner Dom Manuel came alone in­to the Room of Ageus, and equipped him­self as the need was, and he climbed out of the charmed win­dow for the last time. His fi­nal vis­it to the depths was hor­ri­ble, they say, and they re­late that of all the deeds of Dom Manuel’s crowd­ed life­time the thing that he did on this day was the most grim. But he won through all, by virtue of his equip­ment and his fixed heart. So when Dom Manuel re­turned he clasped in his left hand a lock of fine straw-col­ored hair, and on both his hands was blood let from no hu­man veins.

			He looked back for the last time in­to the gray depths. A crowned girl rose be­side him noise­less­ly, all white and red, and she clasped her blood­ied love­ly arms about him, and she drew him to her hacked young breasts, and she kissed him for the last time. Then her arms were loosed from about Dom Manuel, and she fell away from him, and was swal­lowed by the gray sweet-scent­ed depths.

			“And so farewell to you, Queen Suskind,” says Count Manuel. “You who were not hu­man, but knew on­ly the truth of things, could nev­er un­der­stand our fool­ish hu­man no­tions. Oth­er­wise you would nev­er have de­mand­ed the one price I may not pay.”

			“Weep, weep for Suskind!” then said Lu­bri­can, wail­ing fee­bly in the gray and April-scent­ed dusk; “for it was she alone who knew the se­cret of pre­serv­ing that dis­sat­is­fac­tion which is di­vine where all else falls away with age in­to the ac­qui­es­cence of beasts.”

			“Why, yes, but un­hap­pi­ness is not the true de­sire of man,” says Manuel. “I know, for I have had both hap­pi­ness and un­hap­pi­ness, and nei­ther con­tent­ed me.”

			“Weep, weep for Suskind!” then cried the soft and del­i­cate voice of Hinzel­mann: “for it was she that would have loved you, Manuel, with that love of which youth dreams, and which ex­ists nowhere up­on your side of the win­dow, where all kissed wom­en turn to stupid fig­ures of warm earth, and all love falls away with age in­to the ac­qui­es­cence of beasts.”

			“Oh, it is very true,” says Manuel, “that all my life hence­for­ward will be a weary­ing busi­ness be­cause of long de­sires for Suskind’s love and Suskind’s lips and the grave beau­ty of her youth, and for all the high-heart­ed dis­sat­is­fac­tions of youth. But the Alf charm is lift­ed from the head of my child, and Meli­cent will live as Ni­afer lives, and it will be bet­ter for all of us, and I am con­tent.”

			From be­low came many voic­es wail­ing con­fus­ed­ly. “We weep for Suskind. Suskind is slain with the one weapon that might slay her: and all we weep for Suskind, who was the fairest and the wis­est and the most un­rea­son­able of queens. Let all the Hid­den Chil­dren weep for Suskind, whose heart and life was April, and who plot­ted coura­geous­ly against the or­der­ings of unimag­i­na­tive gods, and who has been butchered to pre­serve the hair of a quite or­di­nary child.”

			Then said the Count of Poictesme: “And that young Manuel who was in his day a wil­ful cham­pi­on, and who fret­ted un­der or­dered wrongs, and who went ev­ery­whith­er with a high head a-boast­ing that he fol­lowed af­ter his own think­ing and his own de­sire—why, that young fel­low al­so is now si­lenced and dead. For the well-thought-of Count of Poictesme must be as the will and the faith and as the need of oth­ers may dic­tate: and there is no help for it, and no es­cape, and our old ap­pear­ances must be pre­served up­on this side of the win­dow in or­der that we may all stay sane.”

			“We weep, and with long weep­ing raise the dirge for Suskind—!”

			“But I, who do not weep—I raise the dirge for Manuel. For I must hence­for­ward be rea­son­able in all things, and I shall nev­er be quite dis­con­tent­ed any more: and I must feed and sleep as the beasts do, and it may be that I shall even fall to think­ing com­pla­cent­ly about my death and glo­ri­ous res­ur­rec­tion. Yes, yes, all this is cer­tain, and I may not ev­er go a-trav­el­ing ev­ery­whith­er to see the ends of this world and judge them: and the de­sire to do so no longer moves in me, for there is a cloud about my go­ings, and there is a whis­per­ing which fol­lows me, and I too fall away in­to the ac­qui­es­cence of beasts. Mean­while no hair of the child’s head has been in­jured, and I am con­tent.”

			“Let all the Hid­den Chil­dren, and all else that lives ex­cept the tall gray son of Orian­der, whose blood is harsh sea­wa­ter, weep for Suskind! Suskind is dead, that was un­stained by hu­man sin and unre­deemed by Christ’s dear blood, and youth has per­ished from the world. Oh, let us weep, for all the world grows chill and gray as Orian­der’s son.”

			“And Orian­der too is dead, as I well know that slew him in my hour. Now my hour pass­es; and I pass with it, to make way for the needs of my chil­dren, as he per­force made way for me. And in time these chil­dren, and their chil­dren af­ter them, pass thus, and al­ways age must be in one mode or an­oth­er slain by youth. Now why this should be so, I can­not guess, nor do I see that much good comes of it, nor do I find that in my­self which war­rants any con­fi­dences from the most high con­trol­ling gods. But I am cer­tain that no hair of the child’s head has been in­jured; and I am cer­tain that I am con­tent.”

			Thus speak­ing, the old fel­low closed the win­dow.

			And with­in the mo­ment lit­tle Meli­cent came to mo­lest him, and she was un­usu­al­ly dirty and di­sheveled, for she had been rolling on the ter­race pave­ment, and had bro­ken half the fas­ten­ings from her cloth­ing: and Dom Manuel wiped her nose rather for­lorn­ly. Of a sud­den he laughed and kissed her. And Count Manuel said he must send for ma­sons to wall up the third win­dow of Ageus, so that it might not ev­er be opened any more in Count Manuel’s day for him to breathe through it the dim sweet-scent­ed air of spring.

		
	
		
			
				XXXIX

				The Pass­ing of Manuel

			
			Then as Dom Manuel turned from the win­dow of Ageus, it seemed that young Hor­vendile had opened the door yon­der, and af­ter an in­stant’s pen­sive star­ing at Dom Manuel, had gone away. This hap­pened, if it hap­pened at all, so furtive­ly and quick­ly that Count Manuel could not be sure of it: but he could en­ter­tain no doubt as to the oth­er per­son who was con­fronting him. There was not any telling how this lean stranger had come in­to the pri­vate apart­ments of the Count of Poictesme, nor was there any need for Manuel to won­der over the man­age­ment of this in­tru­sion, for the new ar­rival was not, af­ter all, an en­tire stranger to Dom Manuel.

			So Manuel said noth­ing, as he stood there stroking the round straw-col­ored head of lit­tle Meli­cent. The stranger wait­ed, equal­ly silent. There was no noise at all in the room un­til afar off a dog be­gan to howl.

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly,” Dom Manuel said, “I might have known that my life was bound up with the life of Suskind, since my de­sire of her is the one de­sire which I have put aside un­sat­is­fied. O rid­er of the white horse, you are very wel­come.”

			The oth­er replied: “Why should you think that I know any­thing about this Suskind or that we of the Léshy keep any ac­count of your do­ings? No mat­ter what you may elect to think, how­ev­er, it was de­creed that the first per­son I found here should ride hence on my black horse. But you and the child stand abreast. So you must choose again, Dom Manuel, whether it be you or an­oth­er who rides on my black horse.”

			Then Manuel bent down, and he kissed lit­tle Meli­cent. “Go to your moth­er, dear, and tell her—” He paused here. He queer­ly moved his mouth, as though it were stiff and he were try­ing to make it more sup­ple.

			Says Meli­cent, “But what am I to tell her, Fa­ther?”

			“Oh, a very fun­ny thing, my dar­ling. You are to tell Moth­er that Fa­ther has al­ways loved her over and above all else, and that she is al­ways to re­mem­ber that and—why, that in con­se­quence she is to give you some gin­ger cakes,” says Manuel, smil­ing.

			So the child ran hap­pi­ly away, with­out once look­ing back, and Manuel closed the door be­hind her, and he was now quite alone with his lean vis­i­tor.

			“Come,” says the stranger, “so you have plucked up some heart af­ter all! Yet it is of no avail to pos­ture with me, who know you to be spurred to this by van­i­ty rather than by de­vo­tion. Oh, very prob­a­bly you are as fond of the child as is req­ui­site, and of your oth­er chil­dren too, but you must ad­mit that af­ter you have played with any one of them for a quar­ter of an hour you be­come most hearti­ly tired of the small squirm­ing pest.”

			Manuel in­tent­ly re­gard­ed him, and squint­ing Manuel smiled sleep­i­ly. “No; I love all my chil­dren with the cus­tom­ary pa­ter­nal in­fat­u­a­tion.”

			“Al­so you must have your ges­ture by send­ing at the last a ly­ing mes­sage to your wife, to com­fort the poor soul against to­mor­row and the day af­ter. You are—mag­nan­i­mous­ly, you like to think—ac­cord­ing her this part­ing false­hood, half in con­temp­tu­ous kind­ness and half in re­lief, be­cause at last you are now get­ting rid of a com­pla­cent and mud­dle­head­ed fool of whom, al­so, you are most hearti­ly tired.”

			“No, no,” says Manuel, still smil­ing; “to my par­tial eyes dear Ni­afer re­mains the most clever and beau­ti­ful of wom­en, and my de­light in her has not ev­er wa­vered. But wher­ev­er do you get these cu­ri­ous no­tions?”

			“Ah, I have been with so many hus­bands at the last, Count Manuel.”

			And Manuel shrugged. “What fear­ful in­dis­cre­tions you sug­gest! No, friend, that sort of thing has an ill sound, and they should have re­mem­bered that even at the last there is the bond of si­lence.”

			“Come, come, Count Manuel, you are a queer cool fel­low, and you have worn these masks and at­ti­tudes with tol­er­a­ble suc­cess, as your world goes. But you are now bound for a di­verse­ly or­dered world, a world in which your hand­some wrap­pings are not to the pur­pose.”

			“Well, I do not know how that may be,” replies Count Manuel, “but at all events there is a de­cen­cy in these things and an in­de­cen­cy, and I shall nev­er of my own free will ex­pose the naked soul of Manuel to any­body. No, it would be no pleas­ant spec­ta­cle, I think: cer­tain­ly, I have nev­er looked at it, nor did I mean to. Per­haps, as you as­sert, some pow­er which is stronger than I may some day tear all masks aside: but this will not be my fault, and I shall even then re­serve the right to con­sid­er that strip­ping as a rather vul­gar bit of tyran­ny. Mean­while I must, of ne­ces­si­ty, ad­here to my own sense of deco­rum, and not to that of any­body else, not even to the wide ex­pe­ri­ence of one”—Count Manuel bowed—“who is, in a man­ner of speak­ing, my guest.”

			“Oh, as al­ways, you pos­ture very tol­er­a­bly, and men in gen­er­al will ac­claim you as suc­cess­ful in your life. But do you look back! For the hour has come, Count Manuel, for you to con­fess, as all per­sons con­fess at my ar­rival, that you have fal­tered be­tween one de­sire and an­oth­er, not ev­er know­ing tru­ly what you de­sired, and not ev­er be­ing con­tent with any de­sire when it was ac­com­plished.”

			“Soft­ly, friend! For I am forced to gath­er from your wild way of talk­ing that you of the Léshy in­deed do not keep any record of our hu­man do­ings.”

			The stranger raised what he had of eye­brows. “But how can we,” he in­quired, “when we have so many mat­ters of re­al im­por­tance to look af­ter?”

			Can­did blunt Dom Manuel an­swered with­out any anger, speak­ing even jovial­ly, but in all main­tain­ing the dig­ni­ty of a high prince as­sured of his own worth.

			“That ex­cus­es, then, your non­sen­si­cal re­marks. I must make bold to in­form you that ev­ery­body tells me I have very pos­i­tive achieve­ments to look back up­on. I do not care to boast, you un­der­stand, and to be forced in­to self-praise is ab­hor­rent to me. Yet truth­ful­ness is all im­por­tant at this solemn hour, and any­one here­abouts can tell you it was I who climbed gray Vraidex, and dealt so hardi­ly with the ser­pents and oth­er hor­rif­ic pro­tec­tors of Mi­ra­mon Llu­agor that I de­stroyed most of them and put the oth­ers to flight. There­after men nar­rate how I made my own terms with the ter­ri­fied ma­gi­cian, ac­cord­ing him his for­feit­ed life in ex­change for a prom­ise to live hence­for­ward more re­spect­ful­ly and to serve un­der me in the war which I was al­ready plan­ning against the North­men. Yes, and men praise me, too, be­cause I man­aged to ac­com­plish all these things while I was ham­pered by hav­ing to look out for and pro­tect a wom­an.”

			“I know,” said the lean stranger, “I know you some­how got the bet­ter of that ro­man­tic vi­sion­ary half-broth­er of mine, and made a war­rior out of him: and I ad­mit this was rather re­mark­able. But what does it mat­ter now?”

			“Then they will tell you it was I that wise­ly rea­soned with King Hel­mas un­til I turned him from fol­ly, and I that with holy ar­gu­ments con­vert­ed King Fer­di­nand from his wicked­ness. I re­stored the mag­ic to the robe of the Ap­sarasas when but for me its mag­ic would have been lost ir­re­vo­ca­bly. I con­quered Frey­dis, that wom­an of strange deeds, and sin­gle-hand­ed I fought against her spoorns and cal­cars and oth­er ter­rors of an­tiq­ui­ty, slay­ing, to be ac­cu­rate, sev­en hun­dred and eighty-two of them. I al­so con­quered the Mis­ery of earth, whom some called Bé­da, and oth­ers Kruchi­na, and yet oth­ers Mimir, af­ter a very no­table bat­tle which we fought with en­chant­ed swords for a whole month with­out ev­er paus­ing for rest. I went in­trepid­ly in­to the par­adise of the hea­then, and rout­ed all its ter­rif­ic warders, and so fetched hence the wom­an whom I de­sired. Thus, friend, did I re­pur­chase that hero­ic and un­chang­ing love which ex­ists be­tween my wife and me.”

			“Yes,” said the stranger, “Why, that too is very re­mark­able. But what does it mat­ter now?”

			“—For it is of com­mon re­port among men that noth­ing has ev­er been able to with­stand Dom Manuel. Thus it was nat­u­ral enough, men say, that, when the lewd and evil god whom nowa­days so many adore as Sesphra of the Dreams was for es­tab­lish­ing his pow­er by mak­ing an al­liance with me, I should have driv­en him howl­ing and ter­ri­fied in­to the heart of a great fire. For my­self, I say noth­ing; but when the very gods run away from a cham­pi­on there is some ad­e­quate rea­son: and of this ex­ploit, and of all these ex­ploits, and of many oth­er ex­ploits, equal­ly in­cred­i­ble and equal­ly well vouched for, all per­son here­abouts will tell you. As to the prodi­gies of val­or which I per­formed in re­deem­ing Poictesme from the op­pres­sion of the North­men, you will find doc­u­men­tary ev­i­dence in those three epic po­ems, just to your left there, which com­mem­o­rate my feats in this cam­paign—”

			“No­body dis­putes this cam­paign al­so may have been re­mark­able, and cer­tain­ly I do not dis­pute it: for I can­not see that these do­ings mat­ter a but­ton’s worth in my busi­ness with you, and, be­sides, I nev­er ar­gue.”

			“And no more do I! be­cause I ab­hor vain­glo­ry, and I know these af­fairs are now a part of es­tab­lished his­to­ry. No, friend, you can­not de­stroy my cred­it in this world, where­as in the world for which I am bound, you tell me, they make no ac­count of our do­ings. So, whether or not I did these things, I shall al­ways re­tain, in this world and in the next, the cred­it for them, with­out any need to re­sort to dis­taste­ful boast­ing. And that, as I was go­ing on to ex­plain, is pre­cise­ly why I do not find it nec­es­sary to tell you about these mat­ters, or even to al­lude to them.”

			“Oh, doubt­less, it is some­thing to have ex­celled all your fel­lows in so many ways,” the stranger con­ced­ed, with a sort of grudg­ing re­spect: “but, I re­peat, what does it mat­ter now?”

			“And, if you will par­don my ha­bit­u­al frank­ness, friend, that query with so con­stant rep­e­ti­tion be­comes a tri­fle mo­not­o­nous. No, it does not dis­heart­en me, I am past that. No, I once opened a win­dow, the more clear­ly to ap­praise the most dear re­wards of my en­deav­ors—That mo­ment was my life, that sin­gle qui­et mo­ment summed up all my liv­ing, and”—here Manuel smiled grave­ly—“still with­out boast­ing, friend, I must tell you that in this mo­ment all doubt as to my at­test­ed worth went out of me, who had re­deemed a king­dom, and be­got­ten a king, and cre­at­ed a god. So you waste time, my friend, in try­ing to con­vince me of all hu­man life’s fail­ure and unim­por­tance, for I am not in sym­pa­thy with this mod­ern mor­bid pes­simistic way of talk­ing. It has a very ill sound, and noth­ing what­ev­er is to be gained by it.”

			The oth­er an­swered shrewd­ly: “Yes, you speak well, and you pos­ture hand­some­ly, in ev­ery re­spect save one. For you call me ‘friend.’ Hah, Manuel, from be­hind the squint­ing mask a sick and sa­ti­at­ed and dis­ap­point­ed be­ing spoke there, how­so­ev­er res­o­lute­ly you keep up ap­pear­ances.”

			“There spoke mere cour­tesy, Grand­fa­ther Death,” says Manuel, now open­ly laugh­ing, “and for the rest, if you again will par­don frank­ness, it is less with the con­tents of my heart than with its con­tin­ued mo­tion that you have any prop­er con­cern.”

			“Tru­ly it is no af­fair of mine, Count Manuel, nor do any of your do­ings mat­ter to me. There­fore let us be go­ing now, un­less—O most un­usu­al man, who at the last as­sert your life to have been a suc­cess­ful and im­por­tant busi­ness—un­less you now de­sire some time where­in to bid farewell to your loved wife and wor­shipped chil­dren and to all your oth­er fine works.”

			Dom Manuel shrugged broad shoul­ders. “And to what end? No, I am Manuel. I have lived in the lone­li­ness which is com­mon to all men, but the dif­fer­ence is that I have known it. Now it is nec­es­sary for me, as it is nec­es­sary for all men, to die in this same lone­li­ness, and I know that there is no help for it.”

			“Once, Manuel, you feared to trav­el with me, and you bid Ni­afer mount in your stead on my black horse, say­ing, ‘Bet­ter she than I.’ ”

			“Yes, yes, what cu­ri­ous things we do when we are boys! Well, I am wis­er now, for since then I have achieved all that I de­sired, save on­ly to see the ends of this world and to judge them, and I would have achieved that too, per­haps, if on­ly I had de­sired it a lit­tle more hearti­ly. Yes, yes, I tell you frankly, I have grown so used to get­ting my de­sire that I be­lieve, even now, if I de­sired you to go hence alone you al­so would obey me.”

			Grand­fa­ther Death smiled thin­ly. “I re­serve my own opin­ion. But take it what you say is true—and do you de­sire me to go hence alone?”

			“No,” says Manuel, very qui­et­ly.

			There­upon Dom Manuel passed to the west­ern win­dow, and he stood there, look­ing out over broad rolling up­lands. He viewed a no­ble coun­try, good to live in, rich with grain and met­al, em­bow­ered with tall forests, and wa­tered by pleas­ant streams. Walled cities it had, and cas­tles crowned its em­i­nences. Very far be­neath Dom Manuel the lead­ed roofs of his fortress­es glit­tered in the sun­set, for Storisende guard­ed the lofti­est part of all in­hab­it­ed Poictesme. He over­looked, di­rect­ly, the tur­rets or Ranec and of Asch; to the south was Nérac; north­ward showed Perdigon: and the prince of no coun­try owned any fin­er cas­tles than were these four, in which lived Manuel’s ser­vants.

			“It is strange,” says Dom Manuel, “to think that ev­ery­thing I am see­ing was mine a mo­ment since, and it is queer too to think of what a fa­mous fel­low was this Manuel the Re­deemer, and of the fine things he did, and it is ap­palling to won­der if all the oth­er ap­plaud­ed he­roes of mankind are like him. Oh, cer­tain­ly, Count Manuel’s achieve­ments were no­table and such as were not known any­where be­fore, and men will talk of them for a long while. Yet, look­ing back—now that this famed Count of Poictesme means less to me—why, I seem to see on­ly the striv­ings of an ape reft of his tail, and grown rusty at climb­ing, who has reeled blun­der­ing­ly from mys­tery to mys­tery, with pa­thet­ic makeshifts, not un­der­stand­ing any­thing, greedy in all de­sires, and al­ways hon­ey­combed with poltroon­ery. So in a se­cret place his youth was put away in ex­change for a prize that was hard­ly worth the hav­ing; and the fine geas which his moth­er laid up­on him was ex­changed for the com­mon geas of what seems ex­pect­ed.”

			“Such no­tions,” replied Grand­fa­ther Death, “are en­ter­tained by many of you hu­mans in the light­head­ed time of youth. Then com­mon-sense aris­es like a light form­less cloud about your go­ings, and you half for­get these no­tions. Then I bring dark­ness.”

			“In that qui­et dark, my friend, it may be I shall again be­come the Manuel whom I re­mem­ber, and I may get back again my own un­demon­stra­ble ideas, in place of the ideas of oth­er per­sons, to en­ter­tain me in that dark­ness. So let us be go­ing thith­er.”

			“Very will­ing­ly,” said Grand­fa­ther Death; and he start­ed to­ward the door.

			“Now, par­don me,” says Manuel, “but in Poictesme the Count of Poictesme goes first in any com­pa­ny. It may seem to you an af­fair of no im­por­tance, but nowa­days I con­cede the strength as well as the fool­ish­ness of my ac­cus­tomed habits, and all my life long I have gone first. So do you ride a lit­tle way be­hind me, friend, and car­ry this shroud and nap­kin, till I have need of them.”

			Then the Count armed and de­part­ed from Storisende, rid­ing on the black horse, in jew­eled ar­mor, and car­ry­ing be­fore him his black shield up­on which was em­bla­zoned the sil­ver stal­lion of Poictesme and the mot­to Mundus vult de­cipi. Be­hind him was Grand­fa­ther Death on the white horse, car­ry­ing the Count’s grave-clothes in a neat bun­dle. They rode to­ward the sun­set, and against the yel­low sun­set each fig­ure showed jet black.

			And there­after Count Manuel was seen no more in Poictesme, nor did any­one ev­er know cer­tain­ly whith­er he jour­neyed. There was a lad called Ju­r­gen, the son of Coth of the Rocks, who came to Storisende in a fren­zy of ter­ror, very ear­ly the next morn­ing, with a hor­rif­ic tale of in­cred­i­ble events wit­nessed up­on Up­per Mor­ven: but the child’s tale was not heed­ed, be­cause ev­ery­body knew that Count Manuel was un­con­quer­able, and—hav­ing ev­ery­thing which men de­sire—would nev­er be leav­ing all these ameni­ties of his own will, and cer­tain­ly would nev­er be tak­ing part in any such du­bi­ous do­ings. There­fore lit­tle Ju­r­gen was spanked, alike for stay­ing out all night and for his wild ly­ing: and they of Poictesme await­ed the re­turn of their great Dom Manuel; and not for a long while did they sus­pect that Manuel had de­part­ed home­ward, af­ter hav­ing suc­ceed­ed in ev­ery­thing. Nor for a long while was the whole of lit­tle Ju­r­gen’s sto­ry made pub­lic.
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			Now some of Poictesme—but not all they of Poictesme, be­cause the pi­ous de­ny this por­tion of the tale, and speak of an as­cen­sion—some nar­rate that af­ter the ap­palling eu­charist which young Ju­r­gen wit­nessed up­on Up­per Mor­ven, the Re­deemer of Poictesme rode on a far and trou­bling jour­ney with Grand­fa­ther Death, un­til the two had passed the sun­set, and had come to the dark stream of Lethe.

			“Now we must ford these shad­owy wa­ters,” said Grand­fa­ther Death, “in part be­cause your des­tiny is on the oth­er side, and in part be­cause by the con­tact of these wa­ters all your mem­o­ries will be washed away from you. And that is req­ui­site to your des­tiny.”

			“But what is my des­tiny?”

			“It is that of all lov­ing crea­tures, Count Manuel. If you have been your­self you can­not rea­son­ably be pun­ished, but if you have been some­body else you will find that this is not per­mit­ted.”

			“That is a dark say­ing, on­ly too well suit­ed to this doubt­ful place, and I do not un­der­stand you.”

			“No,” replied Grand­fa­ther Death, “but that does not mat­ter.”

			Then the black horse and the white horse en­tered the wa­ter: and they passed over, and the swine of Eu­bouleus were wait­ing for them, but these were not yet un­teth­ered.

			So in the mo­ment which re­mained Dom Manuel looked back­ward and down­ward, and he saw that Grand­fa­ther Death had spo­ken tru­ly. For all the mem­o­ries of Manuel’s life had been washed away from him, so that these mem­o­ries were left adrift and sub­merged in the shad­owy wa­ters of Lethe. Drowned there was the wise coun­te­nance of Hel­mas, and the face of St. Fer­di­nand with a tar­nished ha­lo about it, and the puz­zled fea­tures of Hor­vendile; and glow­ing birds and glis­ten­ing im­ages and the shim­mer­ing de­signs of Mi­ra­mon thronged there con­fus­ed­ly, and among them went with mov­ing jaws a head of sleek white clay. The gold­en love­li­ness of Aliano­ra, and the dark splen­dor of Frey­dis and, de­ri­sive­ly, the im­mor­tal young smile of Sesphra, showed each for a mo­ment, and was gone. Then Ni­afer’s eyes dis­played their mild­ly won­der­ing dis­ap­proval for the last time, and the small faces of chil­dren that in the end were hers and not Manuel’s passed with her: and the shine of ar­mor, and a toss­ing heave of jaun­ty ban­ners, and gleam­ing cas­tle tur­rets, and all the bril­lian­cies and col­ors that Manuel had known and loved any­where, save on­ly the clear red and white of Suskind’s face, seemed to be pass­ing in­co­her­ent­ly through the still wa­ters, like bright bro­ken wreck­age which an un­der­cur­rent was sweep­ing away.

			And Manuel sighed, al­most as if in re­lief. “So this,” he said, “this is the pre­pos­ter­ous end of him who was ev­ery­where es­teemed the most lucky and the least scrupu­lous rogue of his day!”

			“Yes, yes,” replied Grand­fa­ther Death, as slow­ly he un­teth­ered one by one the swine of Eu­bouleus. “Yes, it is in­deed the end, since all your life is pass­ing away there, to be be­held by your old eyes alone, for the last time. Thus I see noth­ing there but or­di­nary wa­ter, and I won­der what it is you find in that dark pool to keep you star­ing so.”

			“I do not very cer­tain­ly know,” said Manuel, “but, a lit­tle more and more mist­i­ly now, I seem to see drowned there all the loves and the de­sires and the ad­ven­tures I had when I wore an­oth­er body than this di­lap­i­dat­ed gray body I now wear. And yet it is a de­ceiv­ing wa­ter, for there, where it should re­flect the rem­nants of the old fel­low that is I, it shows, in­stead, the face of a young boy who is used to fol­low­ing af­ter his own think­ing and his own de­sires.”

			“Cer­tain­ly it is queer you should be say­ing that; for that, as ev­ery­body knows, was the fa­vorite by­word of your name­sake the fa­mous Count Manuel who is so new­ly dead in Poictesme yon­der. … But what is that thing?”

			Manuel raised from look­ing at the wa­ter just the hand­some and florid young face which Manuel had seen re­flect­ed in the wa­ter. As his mem­o­ries van­ished, the tall boy in­cu­ri­ous­ly won­dered who might be the snub-nosed stranger that was wait­ing there with the miller’s pigs, and was point­ing, as if in mild sur­prise, to­ward the two stones over­grown with moss and sup­port­ing a cross of old worm-eat­en wood. For the stranger point­ed at the un­fin­ished, un­sat­is­fy­ing im­age which stood be­side the pool of Ha­ran­ton, where­in, they say, strange dreams en­gen­der. …

			“What is that thing?” the stranger was ask­ing, yet again. …

			“It is the fig­ure of a man,” said Manuel, “which I have mod­eled and re­mod­eled, and can­not get ex­act­ly to my lik­ing. So it is nec­es­sary that I keep la­bor­ing at it, un­til the fig­ure is to my think­ing and my de­sire.” Thus it was in the old days.
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