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PREFACE

Tahis volume deals with the prose or verse tales styled
Romances, as told in one-of the Romance languages, being
mainly indeed of French origin. Some of them based
ﬁpon poetic legends that often seem a distortion of
historica] events, others more consciously woven to
pattern from mingled strains of fact and fancy—they all
come under a general definition as stories which,- with
knights for their heroes, illustrate the manners and ideas
of medizval chivalry.

“The book is divided into two parts, the first giving
an account of the character and development of Romance,
which in the second and larger djvision is represented by
typical tales from its various schools. The choice of
these has been no easy task, not through any want of
material. Among a bewildering abundance of stories,
and versions of the same story, it seems best to select
such as are at once representative and not without appeal
to the sympathy of our generation, with an eye, also, to
more variety of interest than much concerned older
readers. In some cases it is necessary to pick out a
complete episode from a tangled history long enough to

fill more than one volume like the present. With certain
v
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.
reservationd) it has been a‘tempted here to ificlude all the
leading features of romantic fiction, while making the
reader, better acquainted with itd most famous scenes and
personages, chiefly known to us through allusions in
modern literature.
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'HISTORY OF ROMANCE
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CHARACTER OF
CHIVALRIC ROMANCE

Five hundred years after this date some New Zealand
University Extension lecturer can, tell how our genera-
tion had for its favourite reading the novels which to
his age may seem tiresome and absurd, as spinning out
the same story over and over again, introducing the same
characters — the heart - conquering captain, the heroine
who hardly knows her own mind, the scheming mother-
in-law, the fox - hunting squire,, the young man about
town, the comic old aunt, the detective of preternatural
“sagacity, the unscfupulous speculator who commits suicide,
and so forth, and so forth—always ending at the altar
with what ought-to be a happy marriage. Five hun-
dred years ago our forbears delighted in romances which
we are apt to consider insufferably tedious, and which
even in the day of Cervantes had fallen into such dis-
repute that most of them were pronounced fit to be
tossed out of window by the priest and the barber of
Don Quixote’s village. So taste changes from century
to century; and the pages over which the Middle Ages
. wept and smiled are for us like the “snows of yester-

year”. Few but students of the past know more than
: s .
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the chief names, once familiar to young and old, of
those—
¢ British and Armoric knights,
And all who since, baptized or infidel,
Jousted in Aspramont or Montalban,
Damasco, or Morocco, or Trebizond.

The history of these heroes had been songs sung by
minstrels kept at the court of great lords, or wandering
from castle to castle to entertain knights who for the
moment were not engaged in the business of slaughtering
man or beast. Still earlier they might have been legends
or myths drifting about the world with the transmigra-
tions of its peoples. Much -ain controversy has been
waged as to whether the tales of chivalry were in origin
classical, Scandinavian, Arabian, or what not. The more
we look into the matter by the light of comparative my-
thology the more we find constant resemblances in all
popular fiction, resemblances too many and too close to
be always accidental. As Achilles had his vulnerable
heel, so on Siegfried’s horn-armoured hide a leaf lighted
to make one spot that Could be pierced by steel. In all
lands we have the Delilah who betrayseher husband, or
is false to her father for love of an engaging captive.
One of the family of Cinderella turns up as a scullion
boy in King Arthur’s kitchen. The Knights of the
Round Table seem but Jack the Giant Queller in mail,
whose magic sword, shoes of swiftness, and cap of dark-
ness made common properties for legend and romance.
“The adventures of Christian peer and paladin were long
before outlined in the exploits of Theseus and Hercules,
and in that ancient quest of the Golden Fleece. The
Introduction to our companion volume, Classic Myth and
Legend, deals with the cloudy genesis of primeval fables,



THE GOLDEN AGE OF THE TROUBADOUR

From the decoration for the Toulouse Capitol by Fean Paul Laurens

In May, 1324, Troubadours from all the world over gathered at Toulouse in a
. beautiful and spacious garden, there to recite poems and hear poems read. The
chief prize, a golden violet, fell to a French competitor.
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in which phenomena of pature are shaped by savage awe
into gods, that as demi-gods come upon earth to be often
confused with ancestral heroes and not altogether nfythical
adventurers, their memory looming through the mists of
time.

We here take up these fictions, with sometimes a core
of fact, as they flourished during the Middle Ages in
chivglric trappings, when the king’s sons of Eastern fable
and the Degen and Reckern of German minstrelsy had be-
come Christian knights, more or less courteous, but never
lacking in courage. Chivalry, which found an organiza-
tion in the feudal system and a consecration in the wars
of ‘the Crusades, had its origin in the martial manners of
that robust Teuton stock that mainly overspread the
downfall of the Roman Empire. Various barbaric dia-
lects, blending with degraded Latm, formed the Romance
Ianguages, with which in name and in nature this kind of
fiction is closely connected, their medley of speech con-
fusing the ideas and traditions of different races. The
most marked elements of romance, meeting in the north -
of France, which was its cradle, seem to come from the
Celtic Armoricans on the one hand, and from the Teuton
invaders on the bther. The amalgamation of speech took
two main forms in the breaking up of Gaul. To the
south prevailed the more Latinized Langue & Oc, in which
sang the Troubadours of Provence, whose strains seem to
have been lyrical rather than epic. The northern Langue
4’0il was used by the Troyvéres, to whom chiefly we owe
the romances for which they found material at hand in
the history of that region, and in what was there vaguely
known of the world’s hlstory “All the poetic lore of
the world flowed to us,” says Michelet, speaking of these
early French authors. “While the hxlls of Wales and
Brittany distilled Celtic traditions, as the rain murmur-
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ing in the green oaks of my qwn Ardennes, from the
Pyrenees fell a cataract of Carlovingian romance. So
also from the mountains of Swabia and Alsace, a flood
of Nibelungen poured to France through Austrasia. The
erudite poetry of Alexander and of Troy overflowed the
Alps from the old classic world. And even from the
distant East, opened by the Crusades, flowed to us, in
fables, tales, and parables, the regained rivers of para-
dise.” .

Nuggets of  shining gold turn up in early romance,
but for the most part it works on ore that might have
been more skilfully crushed and smelted. Its common
produce is a jumble of monotonous adventures, loosely
strung and full of vain repetitions, as told on long dark
winter evenings when the idle audience could not have
too much of a familiar theme. Their action would be
set in a misty arena, where the realities of life were as
much ignored as in our Christmas pantomimes. The
characters, plots, and machinery of these stories show
little variety. The bold knight errant, the distressed
damsel, the sage enchanter, the wicked and gigantic op-
pressor, who is so easily knocked on the head as soon as
the hero stands up to him, appear as fegularly as the
personages of the pantomime; and the castles, forests,
and tournament lists which form the scenery are as like
one another as a stage room and street. Like our friend
the clown, the knight errant has no business but med-
dling with other people’s. No matter how great peril
environs him, he gets off scot free by help from some
harlequin enchanter or some magic sword, while the
villain of the piece comes to grief as surely as the pan-
tomimic policeman. Attended by his faithful dwarf or’
giant, as the clown by the pantaloon, our hero roams
the world doing what he pleases, utterly released from
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“the cares of ordinary prgsaic existence, and without any

visible means of support. So there are no exploits too
marvellous to be confidently entered upon by stch a
fortunate being; and no faithful reader of romance ‘need
be the least astonished at his success. An adventurer
of later days, whose name was Munchausen, seems
veracious and dealing in matter of fact beside some of
those heroes so much admired by the would-be knight
of La Mancha. =

Do but see what it is he wonders at—the stopping of a mill-
wheel!  Before heaven, your worship should read what I have
read, concerning Felixmarte of Hyrcania, who with one backstroke
cut asunder five giants through the middle, as if they had been so
many bean-cods of which the children make puppet-friars. At
another time he encounters a great and powerful army, consisting
of about a million six hundred thousand soldiers, all armed from
head to foot, and routed them as if they had been a flock of sheep.
But what will you say of the good Don Cirongilo of Thrace? -
who was so stout and valiant, as you may there read in the book,
that once as he was sailing on a river, seeing a fiery serpent rise to
the surface of the water, he immediately threw himself upon it,
and getting astride its scaly shoulders squeezed its throat with both
hands with so much force that the serpent, finding itself in danger
of being choked, jad not other remedy but to plunge to the bottom
of the river, carrying with him the knight, who would not quit
his hold; and when they reached the bottom, he found himself in
such a fine palace and beautiful gardens, that it was wonderful;
and presently the serpent turned into an old man, who said so
many things to him that the like was never heard!

Don Quixote (Jarvis’s translation).

-

Scenes like these are sometimes changed with be-
wildering rapidity, for, as in the pantomimes, romancers -
got into the way of mixing up separate’stories without
much regard to unity of plot Such involved construction
should be familiar to us in Spenser’s Fairy Queen, an
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claborate phantasmagoria wheresit demands no small effort
to keep in mind the different heroes successively passing
out 8f view. Hence, perhaps, so few modern readers
are “in at the death of the Blatant Beast”, that, by the
way, is not run to death at the end of the Sixth Book—
which looks as if even Macaulay’s attention had flagged
here for once.

History and geography are made such wild wprk of
as to be ludicrous in the eyes of our school children.
Charlemagne’s reign is by one romancer gravely fixed at
A.D. 103. Lucius, Emperor of Rome, with whom Arthur
wars, has in his army kings of Ethiopia and Egypt; and
here appears a Sultan of Surrey, by which we may under-
~stand Syria. A Saracen king leads on the Moabites to
battle. Scotland also we find governed by Saracens, for
the Mahommedans, who play the part of bogey in so
many romances, are often confused with Saxons and other
unbelieving enemies of Christendom. Constantine is
converted from the faith of Mahommed, who deceived
his followers out of spite at not being chosen Pope.
Constantinople, we leagn, is on the way between Ireland
and England. Denmark is near Lombardy. Sir Bevis
of Hampton sails from the Greek sea tosCologne. The
Damsel of Denmark takes ship from Scotland to reach:
Great Britain. Alexander the Great, making a pilgrim-
age from the East to a certain shrine of Venus, is wrecked
on the British coast. This ancient hero figures in
medizval romance as a knight errant, duly killing dragons,
founding orders of chivalry, and presiding at tourna-
ments. Biblical and classical personages are thus freely
invested with arms and customs of chivalry unknown even
in the reigns of Arthur or Charlemagne.

As for morals, they vary with the author’s age; but
in general there is much of that glorification-of barbarous
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manners which so much effended Roger Ascham and other
moralists. But whatever their faults of omission and
commission, the knights were always consistent in their
regard for the doctrines and rites of the Church. No-
thing seems more absurd to us than the way in which
these heroes mix up devotion with manslaughter, and
their zeal for the conversion of infidels whose religion
theyeso ill understood that a Christian knight is fre-
quently seized By a passion for destroying the idols of
“Mahound”, a name by which he reviled the prophet
who so fiercely denounced idolatry. An eplsode, most
gravely related, is that of such interludes in combat as
when Sir Roland and Sir Ferragus lay down their arms
to engage in a long-winded controversy on the mysteries
of the faith. When taken by surprise at Roncesvalles
the French peers do not set on till they have knelt for -
confession and absolution from Archbishop Turpin. ~ The
least insult to his creed has always to be wiped out by a
good knight in the blood of scotes or- hundreds of
Saracens. _

Our ideas of the courtesy oﬁ knights and the purity
of their mistresses are mainly taken from the more re-
fined works Of "a later age, when writers like Spenser
spiritualized the exploits of chivalry, and Chaucer had
gilded the character of such a one as—

Though that he was worthy he was wise,
And of his port as meek as is a maid.

He never yet no villainy ne said

In all his life, unto no manner wight:
He was a very perfect gentle knight.

The knights of older story were far from perfect and
but seldom gentle. Those of us who know the ad-
ventures of Charlemagne’s peers and of .the Round Table
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Knights only as they are toldsby Tasso or Tennyson
might be astonished to learn how often the originals are
disfigdred by coarseness, brutality, and sensuality. In
later versions we find circumstances introduced to palliate
the crimes seen in a clearer light, as the spirit of romance
became sublimated along with the ideals of chivalry. The
early Chansons de Geste do not always bear out the aspira-
tions breathed by the charge given to Tristram’s son
when knighted at the tomb of Launcelot: “Knight, be
cruel to thine enemies, kind to thy friends, humble to
the weak, and aim always to sustain the right and con-
found those who do wrong to widows, poor ladies,
maidens, and orphans; and lové the poor always with'all
thy might, and withal love always the Holy Church”.
It was by a process of evolution from the rude loyalty
and ruthless bravery of Rolands and Olivers that Don
Quixote came to understand how “in slaying giants we
must destroy pride and arrogance, we must vanquish envy
by generosity, wrath by a serene and humble spirit,
gluttony and sloth by temperance and vigilance, licentious-
ness by chastity and ingiolable fidelity to the sovereign
mistresses of our hearts, indolence by travelling the
world in search of every honourable opportunity of gain-
ing renown as knights and Christians”. Love especially
takes on a refinement at last reaching the point of the
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of that commerce between the brave and the fair that
makes such a figure in the price-lists of poetry.

Nought under heaven so strongly doth allure
The sense of man, and all his mind possess,
As beauty’s lovely bait, that doth procure
Great warriors oft their rigour to repress,

And mighty hands forget their manliness,
Drawn with the power of a heart-robbing eye,
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And wrapped in fetters of a golden tress,
That can with melting pleasance mollify
Their hardened hearts, inured to blood and cruelty.

There is slight sense of humour in most authors of
romance, whose themes lent themselves rather to tragic
sentiment, not to say the grim and gruesome. Such
buffoopery as turns up here and there is apt to be of a
simple and coarsety grained type. In the romance of
.Ferumbras we have some rough clowning that strikes us
as not more grotesque than the theological matter with
which also the story is spiced. The Saracen king’s son
Ferumbras, engaging in single combat with Oliver, is
won over, by blows rather than arguments, to the true
faith, and when recovered from his convincing wounds,
makes no difficulty about serving Charlemagne against
his own parent. His sister Floripas also plays false to
her father for the sake of his Christian captives, a stock
incident in such tales since the days of Ariadne and
Medea; and she hardly commands our sympathy when,
to free her new friends from thgir dungeon, she first
pushes her duenna into the moat, then knocks out the
jailer’s brains with*his own kéys, as may have seemed an
excellent joke to her generation. The laugh is not always
on the side of the Christians, for a Saracen lord, who pays
the prisoners a visit, sets them on the childish amusement
of blowing at a live coal, and in this playing with fire
slily contrives to burn Duke Naymes’s long beard. But
the angry peer gets the best of the fun, for he throws
that practical joker bodily into the fireplace, and holds
. him down with a pitchfork till he is burnt up. In the
happy ending of the piece the Saracen king, captured and
condemned to baptism, behaves in a most improper
manner at the “ Vat”, spitting in it and calling the bishop -
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names, for which he is duly ptnished in this world and
the next. The ruder tales readily take unbelievers as
approved butts for such rough wit. A certain amount of
farce also is supplied by giants, usually represented as
stupid in proportion to their bulk, and often as not ill-
natured. In the course of the friendly conversations
relieving the combat of Roland and Ferragus, the latter,
forty feet of simple-mindedness and candour as he was,
is good enough to let his adversary Know the only spot
at which his hide may be pierced—information of which
Roland rather unchivalrously takes advantage. There
seemed no doubt a very comic touch in a foe’s thus
betraying himself to destruction. But the most comimon
and effective jest is nothing more artful than the cleaving
to the chine of .any felon, paynim, or caitiff that stands
in the hero’s way. Even thus in our old ballad—

The never a word had Dickie to say,
So he ran the lance through his fause bodie!

Nor need we look for refinement of character and
motive in most persapages of romance. The drawing
is bold black and white, the black very black, and the
white meant to be spotless. In certain® groups of tales
we have the same characters appearing repeatedly, as in
Thackeray’s and Trollope’s novels, and presenting con-
sistently some prominent virtue or defect: Sir Launcelot
is always chivalrous, Sir Gawayne courtenuc) Ol Galanhad
pure. Sir ¥or Loasuul; Roland is bound to be rash,
Oliver loyal, and Ganilon a traitor. But as a rule it
might seem enough to label the actors a good knight or
a wicked knight, as the case may be, and our sympathy
thus engaged on the right side we know at once which
is likely to get the best of the encounter. Not always
so, indeed, for tragic effect is sometimes given by a crush-
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. ing defeat, as. in Art‘l:l\n’s last great battle, and the
massacre of Roland’s force, treacherously taken at over-
whelming odds. In such stories of disaster the romancer
may have been bound by tradition, while a quite imagin-
ary hero like Amadis is pretty sure to be brought safe
and glorious through the most appalling adventures.

Southey tells us how in his schooldays there was no
book except the Fairy Queen which “he perused so often
or with such deep eontentment as Morte 4’ Arthur”. His
taste no doubt might he a little more discriminating than
that of the average youngster. But the romances of
chivalry were in fact the literature of Europe’s unschooled
boyhood, and may be compared with our own boys’
books, glorifying virtues that are specially dear to a
robust age not yet troubled by the pale cast of thought,
or by a taste for heterogeneous motive. The boyish
reader’s imagination, meeting the author’s more than
~ halfway, requires little but a lay figure, to be clothed by
the readiness of his own sympathies or antipathies. His
stereotyped hero is the bold honest lad he would himself
willingly be, who goes through all hazards without turn- -
ing a hair, to set young® John Bull a pattern of such
qualities as he caneappreciate. British pluck and prowess
is his favourite theme; and a picturesquely superficial
and patriotically coloured view of history hits the interest
of readers who never fail to welcome much the same
story in different disguises.

In the “penny dreadful” periodicals of our time
~ there was a hero named Jack Harkaway, who for years
went through various rounds of adventure to the entire.
satisfaction of admirers by the million, just as did Amadis
of Gaul and his descendants for hobbledehoyish minds
of Europe. Such a modern hero was but.a vulgar type
of the romantic knights, plus a certain enforced respect
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for police regulations, but mimus an elevating influence
brought to bear by the Church upon the manners and
morals of chivalry, minus also that characteristic of exalted
gallantry towards ladies which came to be evolved by
chivalric sentiment. Else, the stories dear to our idle
apprentices, if only embroidered by supernatural prodigies,
would display much the same threadbare patterns of
gaudy extravagance and conventional figures as pgleased
medizval lords and ladies. And, as ybuth grows out of
relish for Jack and the Beanstalk to take more interest
in the adventures of such a less-shadowy Jack as that one
above - mentioned, then perhaps comes to require the
higher craftsmanship that frames a story like. Mr. Jack
Easy’s, so we can trace a certain development, not always
an improvement, in the fiction that won most favour
from century. to century. -

For example of the features that make the ground-
work of chivalric romance, let us sketch the old Breton
and Welsh tale of Peredur, which, if told at length,
mlght have to be turned into burlesque to catch the
interest of considerate readers, so full is it of wild im-
possibility and monotonous repetition. The hero is
seventh son of a count who with the®six elder sons is
killed in battle. Then his widow resolves to bring up her
Benjamin in seclusion, out of the way of temptations to
peril.  She retires to a wilderness, accompanied only by
women, children, and weaklings, who know nothing of
arms. The boy grows up ignorant of war; yet he is
such a chip of the old block that daily he goes into the
woods to amuse himself by throwing sticks and stones.
One day he falls in with three knights, who so excite his
admiration that he asks his mother who such personages
may be. She tells him that they are angels; as in an
older religious romance a tutor’s cue is to set his pupil
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against the charms of wdman, seen for the first time, by

calling her a devil, or a gosse in Boccaccio’s ungallant
variant of the same story. Peredur, exclaiming tlfat he
wants to be an angel, runs off to join the knights, who
are good-natured enough to acquaint him with their real
vocation, and explain to him the uses of their arms and
equipment. " He goes back to his mother, declaring that
he mgans to be a knight, at which fatal news she swoons
away. Without taking much notice of her distress, he
picks out the best of her cart horses, saddles it with a
sack, and with twisted branches imitates the harness of
the knight's chargers. Thus prepared to take the field,
he asks his mother’s permission, which she gives un-
willingly along with parting counsels to be generous,
devout, and courteous. She also recommends him to
seek the court of Arthur, as there he will find the best
and bravest knights in the world. Somewhat incon-
sistently with her pacific principles, she further recom-
mends him to help himself whenever he is not offered
meat or drink, and not to be at all backward in making -
love to ladies: in short, he must se faire valoir among all
sorts and conditions of men.:

With no better weapons than a handful of sharpened.
sticks, the youth sets out for Arthur’s court, where he
arrives just after an exciting intrusion, no' reason for
which appears unless to give our hero an opportunity of
distinguishing himself. A rude knight has burst ‘into
the hall to snatch a golden cup, flinging the contents
into Queen Guinevere’s face, at the same time giving
her a most ungallant box on the ear. Then off he goes
untouched, with the remark that if anyone cares to
avenge that insult and dispute.the cup, he will be found
waiting in an adjacent meadow. All Arthur’s doughty
knights stand still in dread of such a challenge when

7952
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Peredur enters, looking for th€ king. By ill luck he

addresses himself to the malicious Sir Kay, an unsym-
pathefic character, as stewards are apt to be in romance,
perhaps as not over-bountiful to wandering minstrels.
Sir Kay scouts the desire of this young scarecrow to
become a knight, and mockingly packs him off to prove
his manhood by tackling the queen’s insulter. That
bully, rather amazed to see what sort of champlon is
sent against him, would have let thesyouth off with a
whack of his spear on the shoulder, which Peredur
returns by piercing his eye with one of his improvised
javelins. Meanwhile the more gracious Sir Owen re-
bukes Sir Kay for sending the lad on a hopeless errand,
and goes after him to see how he has fared. He finds
the supposed young clown standing over the knight’s
dead body, which he is awkwardly trying to strip.

“ What are you doing there?” asked Sir Owen.

“I can’t manage to get off this coat of iron,” said
Peredur. “All my strength is in vain, and my trouble
thrown away.”

Pulling off for him the knight’s arms and clothes,
Sir Owen said: “See here, my good soul, a horse and
armour better than your own; take them, and come with
me to Arthur that he may dub you knight, for in sooth
you are worthy of being one.”

Peredur, however, refused to go back to a court
where he had been so slightingly treated; but sent a
message to Sir Kay, promising not to forget his scornful
behaviour ; and, now duly provided with horse and
harness, set out in quest of adventures. Before long he
meets another knight, who unfolds himself as a hater
of Arthur and all his men. Whereupon the stripling
puts lance in rest at once to unhorse this reviler, whose
life he spares on condition of his promising to present
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himself before Artllfr aY vanquished. Sixteen knights

he serves alike in the course. of a week, and when all

those unfortunates arrive one by one at Arthur’s court,

Sir Kay begins to think he has made a mistake in braving -
the vengeance of that formidable varlet.

But our hero is not yet a fully accomplished knight.
When he presently arrives at the castle of a white-haired
and lame old lord, after dinner this host asks him if he
knows*how to use 2 sword.

“I do not,” said Peredur; “but I shall know when
I have been shown how.”

“ Whoever,” said the old man; “knows stick and
target play knows also how to wield a sword.”

He set Peredur playing at stick and target with one
of his sons, whose head the hero was quick to break.
Then the old man, delighted to see his own blood so
deftly spilt, revealed himself to Peredur as a hitherto
unknown uncle, and invited him to remain at the castle,
that he might learn good manners and customs, and be
dubbed a knight when the rust of his boorish education
had been rubbéd off. In spite of this useful mvxtatxon,
the new-found nephew set off afain next morning, to
arrive at another castle, where he proved his lately ac-
quired swordsmanship by cleaving an iron post fixed in
the pavement, and thereupon learnt from the admiring
lord that he also was an uncle, brother of his last night’s
host. ‘This house had some gruesome mysteries which,
beyond trymg the hero’s nerves, seem for the present te
play no part in the story, but will figure significantly in
its dénouement. Into the hall came two young men bear-
ing a long lance with the point dripping blood, a sight
that set all present weeping and lamenting except the

"master of the castle, who went on talking with Peredur,

and offered no explanation of this woe. Next came two
(0460) : 3
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young girls bearing a basin og/Wih a man’s head was
swimming in blood. Not everyone would have slept
soung after such entertainment; and perhaps Peredur
did as well to leave his uncle’s house next morning.

His next meeting was with another connection hither-
to unknown. As he entered a wood he heard lamenta-
tions in the distance, and saw a beautiful brown-haired
woman and a saddled charger, and beside it lay a corpse
which she was vainly trymg to lift on to the horse.®

“Why do you weep?” asked the youth.

“What is that to you, accursed Peredur?”

Peredur might well ask why he was accursed, and
how she knew his name. She informed him that his
mother had died of grief after his departure; that she
herself was his own foster-sister; that the dead man
was her husband, who had just been slain by a knight
still lurking in the wood. She advised Peredur not to
go near him, but of course her advice was thrown away.
As soon as he had buried the body for her hé sought out
the slayer, overthrew nim at the first encounter, and
granted his life on condition of taking the widow in
marriage, over and above the usual stipulation of pre-
senting himself at Arthur’s court and repeating his own
defiance to Sir Kay. When so many® beaten knights
arrived at his court, the king’s curiosity was so much
stirred by the unknown youth’s prowess that he proposed
to travel all over the wild parts of Britain till he could
fall in with Peredur and see whether he or Kay were the
better man.

While he is being searched for by all the Round
Table, our hero pursues his course of solitary adventures.
His next is the relief of a damsel in much distress, since
she was wooed by a hateful lord who would press his
suit by cuttmg off her supply of victuals. Peredur faced
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this lord and all hits'fnyrmidons, overthrowing them day
by day, and forcmg them to send larger and larger
supplies of provision to the castle, ﬁnally maklng the
oppressor pay homage and tribute to its mistress. On
leaving this scene he was joined by another distressed
lady, whom, through the somewhat bold manners en_]omed
on him by his mother, he had brought into suspicion with
- a Jealous husband, but was now able to make her amends
in provmg her ingocence by force of arms. At his next
. night’s lodging he had to do with more ghostly enemies
in the shape of nine sorceresses, one of whom he handled
so roughly that she recognized his birth and admiringly
carried him off to the “palace” of her uncanny sister-
hood, where he stayed three weeks, being here fully
instructed in chivalry and the management of arms.
Now comes a rather puzzling incident in the story.
It appears that its hero has not yet fixed his affections-
definitely on any of the ladies whose charms must have
wiped out one another’s impression on his mind. None
the less, like Don QUIXOtC, he is bound to have a
Dulcinea in fancy if not in the flesh. As he rides along
over snow-clad ground, he sees 2’ crow pecking at a teal
that has been killed by a falcon; then he must needs
compare the whiteness of the snow, the blackness of the
crow, and the red blood to the skin, halr, and cheeks of
his imaginary fair one. Lost in reverie over her possible
perfections, he comes in sxght of Arthur, who sends some
two dozen of his retinue in turn to ask who he is and
what he is about. For answer Peredur unsaddles them
one by one. But-when Sir Kay appears to put the same
question in a most offensive tone, he is hurled down with
such violence as to lie like a dead man. Sir Gawaine
coming forward to make enquiries more politely, the
would-be lover explains how he does not like being
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disturbed in his dream of beauty; but, on hearing that
it is Sir Kay on whom he has at last taken vengeance,
he agrees to present himself before Arthur. Received
as his exploits deserve, he goes back with the king to
Caerleon, where on the first evening of his stay at court
he beholds a damsel seeming to realize his dreams of
perfection, her name Angarad with the Golden Hand.

“By my faith,” was his proposal “so please you, I
will love you above all other women.’

“By my faith,” was her answer, «I do not love you
and never will.”

“Well then,” cried the pressing suitor, “I take
‘heaven to witness that I will speak not a word to
Chrzstxan soul till you have come to love me above all
men.’

To show himself worthy of her affection, he sets out
upon a fresh course of adventures, in which, with the
usual ease, making his way into a castle in spite of the
lion that stands porter at its entrance, he vanquishes a
terrible tyrant backed by a company of giants, and orders
them to present themselves before Arthur. It is a relief
to him to find that theSe are pagans, who have need also
to be baptized, since thus his conscience need not prick
him for breaking his vow to speak to no Christian soul.
Henceforth he keeps it strictly, the result being that in
lonely wanderings he pines away, for love of his lady, let
us hope, rather than from want of gossip. He grows so
" worn and dejected that when again met with by Arthur’s
knights none of them recognize him, and his vow hinders
him from saying who he is. Unknown, he returns with
Arthur to Caerleon; and still this “Young Mute”, as
they call him, wins such glory by silent feats of arms that
one day the haughty Angarad makes him a proposal in
turn,
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“How sad,” cried she, “that you cannot speak, for
if you could I should love you above all other men ; and
in truth, whatever you can or cannot do, I do love you
above all!”

“And I love you,” exclaimed Peredur, now reveal-
ing himself in his true name to those dull- -eyed com-
rades.

Thus fortunate in love as in war, one might think the
hero had now nothmg to do but marry and live happy
ever afterwards; but that is not the formula of this
school of fiction. His appetite for adventures is by no
means satiated ; and he has a mysterious destiny still to
accomplish.- When out hunting with Arthur, he strays
away to reach a castle, in the hall of which he finds some
bald and sunburnt young men playing at chess, Through-
out this tale there is frequent allusion to the hair and
complexion™ of its ‘actors, contrasted as fair and brown,
which looks as if the author’s mind ran upon battles
long ago ”’ between rival races. A Breton ballad, contain-
ing the same experiences as those of Peredur’s boyhood,
appears to have for hero an authentic Armorican Wallace,
who withstood the power of Charlemagne’s son Louis.
The untrained youth who suddenly blossoms out as a
matchless champion is a common feature in Celtic ro-
mance. To have done with our present hero’s exploits,
hitherto presented in an abridged form, let us take a
specimen more closely translated.

And when he entered he saw three young maidens sitting on
a bench, and they were all dressed in the same way, as becomes
great ladies. And he came up to them and sat down near them
on the bench; and one of the damsels looked at him sadly and
began to weep. Peredur asked her why she wept.

“For grief to thmk that a fine young man hke you is about to
be slain.”



() )
22 CHARACTER OF

“Who will slay me?” asked Peredur.

“If you are bold enough to pass the night here, I will show
you” *

“ What is the great danger of resting here?”

“This palace belongs to my father,” said the damsel, “and he
kills whoever comes here without his leave.”

“ What man, then, is your father to kill people so?”

“One who vexes and oppresses his nelghbours, and does iusticc
to no one,” answered she.

Thereupon he saw the young men get up *and sweep away the
chessmen from the board, and he heard a great noise, and upon
this noise came a tall black man having only one eye; and the
damsels rose to greet him; and they disarmed him, and he sat
downj and after a moment of consideration he cast his eyes upon
Peredur to ask who might be this stranger.

“My lord,” said one of the damsels, “it is the most comely
and noble young man you have ever seen in your life. For the
sake of God and for your own honour, behave well towards him.”

“For your sake I will so do, and grant him his life for this
one night.”

Then Peredur came to join them before the fire, and to take
his part of the meat and drink; and he fell to talking with the
ladies; and, excited by wine, he said to the black man:

“I am astonished at offe thing: strong as you give yourself
out to be, who can have knocked out one of your eyes?”

“ Whoever asks me that question,” answered the black man,
“does not leave my house with his life, unless he make me a free
gift or pay me a ransom: that is one of my laws.” .

“Lord,” said the damsel to the black man, ¢ whatever he may
say to you in jest and heated by wine, keep the promise you have
* made me.”

“I willingly consent for your sake,” he answered; “I grant
him his’ life for this night.”

And so they passed the night. And next morning the black
man got up and donned his armour, saying to Peredur:

“ Up, young man, and make ready to die!”

“You must do one of two things, black man,” answered
Peredur.. “If you wish to fight with me, either take off your
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armour or give me the like, that the match may be fair between
us. ”

“ Ah, young man, would you ﬁght if you had arms?” said he.

_“Then take what arms you please.”

Then the damsel brought to Peredur what arms he -wished,
and he fought with the black man, and forced him to cry for
mercy. |

“ Black man, I grant you grace, if only you will tell me who
you ar®-and who has knocked out your eye.’

“ My lord, I will “tell you: I lost my eye in fighting with the
Black Dragon of the Cairn. There is a mountain called The
Mount of Sorrows, and on this mount there is a cairn, and inside
the cairn there is a dragon, and at the tail of the dragon is a
precious stone and the virtue of this stone.is such that whoever
takes it in one hand, at that very moment has in the other as
much gold as he can wish. It is in fighting with this monster
that I have lost my eye. And they call me the Black Tyrant;
and the reason they call me the Black Tyrant is that not a single
man around has not been oppressed by me, and that I have never
done justice to anyone.”

“Well!” said Peredur. “And the mountain of which you
speak, is it far from here?”

“'The same day as you leave us you will arrive at the palace
of the sons of the King of Tortures?” ® :

“Why are they so called ?”

“Because evety day the Monster of the Lake kills his sons.
When you come away from there you will arrive at the court of
the Lady of Exploits.”

“ What exploits does she?” asked Peredur.

“She has three hundred men in her palace, and to every
stranger that arrives they relate the exploits of her warriors. And
so it is: the three hundred men sit down at table by the lady, not
in want of respect for her guests, but to be able to relate the
exploits of the place. And the day you leave her, you will arrive
at the Mount of Sorrows; and all around the mount, in three
hundred tents, dwell the guardians of the dragon.”

“You have been too long the scourge of the world,” said
Peredur; “I am going to bring that to an end.”
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Then he killed him. Then the damsel came in and set to
talking with Peredur. ‘

“If you were poor when you came here,” said she, “ hence-
forth you will be rich with the treasure of him you have just
slain.  You have seen all the lovely damsels who are in this
court; well, you can have of them which you wish as your
wife.”

“Madam, I have not come from my country to get a wife; but
marry yourself whomever you like best of the goodly youftg men
I see here. I do not desire your riches; 1 have nothing to do
with them.”

Peredur’s adventures, we foresee, are by no means at
an end. But doubtless the reader has had enough of this
farrago of improbabilities and impossibilities, obscured
and confused by an utter want of sense of proportion and
by the author’s readiness to bring in all the stereotyped
scenes of his art, whether or no they help on the story.
It culminates, rather hazily, with the hero’s arrival at the
Castle of Marvels, where he hears more about that bleed-
ing lance and basin he had seen in the house of his uncle,
which now turn out % be the main machinery of the
plot. It is vaguely explained how the gory head was that
of a cousin slain by sorceresses, also to blame for laming
his uncle—the same weird sisterhood as had been good
enough to perfect Peredur’s chivalrous education, most
unaccountably and unselfishly on their part, since the
mission with which destiny had charged him was nothing
less than avenging on them the injuries of his kindred.
The tale then ends by Arthur and his knights exterminat-
ing that college of magic, with Peredur in the forefront
of the achievement.

This story seems to date from the beginning of the
twelfth century, if not earlier. When, two or three
generations later, such wild fantasy came to be re-
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fined by Chrétien de Troyes and other Trouvéres into
the romance of Percival-le-Gallois, the gory lance and
basin, here appearing as'machinery of rude witchcraft, had -
been transmuted into the glorious mystery of the Sang-
real, round which the whole story took on a more re-
ligious and romantic cast. A mere hint from a hermit to
Peredur, that he ought not to be riding about in arms on
Good'Frlday, is elgborated in Perceval’s story into a long
disquisition on the history of the Christian faith and a
complete penance performed by the hero in recognition of
the Truce of God, by which on holy seasons the Church
sought to calm the bellicose passions of its unruly sons.

For another hint of development, a mysterlous dwarf in
the older story has become a court-fool in that of Perceval.

Later on, we shall find some of Peredur’s experiences
more elaborately dressed in such artificial romances as
Amadis of Gaul.

What still bears marks of the rough-hewn folktale
has been here dwelt on at some length to show the be-
ginnings of romance, whose early wildness may yet be
found richer in poetic feeling than are some of its more
sophisticated forms. The historical sketch, illustrated by
examples; next fo be presented, will make clear how freely
those stories were handled from generation to generation
by their often anonymous authors, each trlmmmg well-
worn themes to suit the taste and morals of his time and
his own sense of artistic fitness. The same freedom has
been used in dressing out the stories to be put forward
as characteristic types of the whole mass. The present
author has chosen them from all the cycles and provinces
of romance except where its main interest is medizval
ideas of love, the work of the Troubadours rather than
of the Trouvires, that seems not to the purpose of this
volume. He has abridged and toned them, always with
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an eye to the truth of their spirit, if not the whole truth,
of which sometimes the less said the better. He has
veiled coarsenesses, pared down absurdities, done away
with vain repetitions, and in Southey’s phrase * consoli-
dated ” a good deal of slaughter by way of relieving the
plethora of combats. On occasion he has even ventured
to cover up a rent or a tatter with a patch taken from the
original stuff; nor has he scrupled hege and there %o re-
colour a morality that does not always harmonize with
our idea of the chivalrous. There are many books now-
adays treating romance from the scholar’s point of view.
The aim here is merely to reproduce for our generation
some of the interest it had for an audience anything but
critical, less humane and more greedy of marvels, pro-
digies, and bloodshed. What scholars may miss is the
real charm they find in some of the older stories, where
dew-laden blossoms often bedeck what seems a thorny
scrub entangled into labyrinths of narrative.
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I. The Metrical Romances

In the remotest times, we hear of great men’s feasts
cheered by minstrels celebrating the exploits of their real
or supposed ancestors. Such a chant it was that stirred
the heart of Jason to the quest of the Golden Fleece, and
drew tears to the eyes of Ulysses when the Phaacian
bard sang the tale of Troy. Macaulay’s Lays are spirited
imitations of what such minstrelsy may have been at -
Rome. A Greek ambassador, visifing the rude court of
Attila, reports how his drunken banquet ended with
songs in praise of the chief, moving the young to fierce
excitement and the old to tears. By so ﬂattermg his-
torians, that ruthless “Scourge of God’ -was handed
down to figure as no discreditable kmght in the “Etzel”
of early northern epics, dealt with in another volume of
this series. After these Gothic imaginations, that seem
a prelude to romance, the tales of chivalry first come to
our knowledge as French Chansons de Geste, by which
minstrels naturally sought to tickle the pride of their
patrons. The matter of their songs was given, as the
French say, by tradition ; and their hearers might resent,
like chlldren, the omission of any single incident, the
27
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more familiar the better. They could not have too much
of bold bloodshed; so their favourite poet was bound to
dwell on combats, as later stories would expatiate also on
the pains of love. To kill time being an object, night
by night the tale was spun out in fystes, or cantos, each of
which should end so as to leave a desire for its “con-
tinuation in our next”. There was plenty of room for
the refrains, the characterlzmg epitkets, and other vain
repetitions that punctuate heavy-winged flights of inven-
tion, here and there soaring lark-like into the poetic
ethero The bard and his audience alike took the tale for
true, none the less if it transcended the experiences of
common life: the more wonderful the better. It was
a pleasing story rather than what we count as history that
most concerned those exaggerating chroniclers.  Scott,
with the keen eye of an accomplice for the tricks of their
trade, saw how the Waverley novel of that period came
by its interest.

The simple tale of tradition had not passed through many
mouths, ere someone, to indulge his own propensity for the
wonderful, or to secure By novelty the attention of his audience,
augments the meagre chronicle with his own apocryphal inven-
tions. Skirmishes are magnified into great bdttles; the champion
of a remote age is exaggerated into a sort of demi-god; and the
enemies whom he encountered and subdued are multiplied in
number, and magnified in strength, in order to add dignity to his
success against them, Chanted to rhythmical numbers, the songs
which celebrate the early valour of the fathers of the tribe become
its war-cry in battle, and men march to conflict hymning the
praises and the deeds of some real or supposed precursor who had
marshalled their fathers in the path of victory. No reader can
have forgotten that, when the decisive battle of Hastings com-
menced, a Norman minstrel, Taillefer, advanced on horseback
before the invading host, and gave the signal for onset, by singing
the Song of Roland, that renowned nephew of Charlemagne, of
whom romance speaks so much, and history so little; and whose
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- fall, with the chivalry of Charles the Great, in the pass of Ron-
cesvalles, has given rise to such clouds of romantic fiction.

By and by, romance undergoes a transformation de-
scribed by German scholars in their distinction between
the Volks-Epos and the Kunst-Epos.. The half-historical
hero is let loose on a wider range of scene and adventure,
growing to be a knight errant whose origin and explolts
“can owe more to imagination. Romantic exploits always
inclined to fit an Odyssey rather than an Iliad. But even
before new personages are brought out, the old ones may
be taken in hand by another kind of author, less respect-
ful of time-honoured tradition, and having a clearer eye
for a good story. He does not scruple to improve the
old tales after his own taste, making up for such licence
by pretendmg very much to believe in their truth, and
using various artful devices to set them off with airs of
verisimilitude. Pen in hand, he takes the popular songs
of doughty deed as groundwork on which he trains finer
flowers of fancy, weeding out‘redundancies and absurdi-
ties and trimming too exuberant growths with some little
regard for proportion and dramatic’effect. By what may
be called a topiary treatment, he cuts the wild imagina-
tion of his predecessors into quaint shapes, which may
still too much overshadow the garden of romance. The
simpler cultivators of this art “ have left their work but
not their name”. Then the names of certain Trouvéres
flit out against an obscurity in which their work still
remains doubtful so long as any author holds himself
free to handle the same story with more or less variation,
and we cannot be sure how much they borrowed from or
lent to forgotten rivals; while it appears that successive’
Trouveres worked at expansions of one theme. The least
obscure of these twelfth-century authors seems to be
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Chrétien de Troyes who worked up. the Arthurlan
legends in the reign of our Henry II when ‘his Planta-
genet inheritance brought France and England mto
intimate relations. .

- THe theological counsels and dlqu_lSltlons S0 freely_
woven into the web of chivalrous deed suggest that
churchmen must have-had a part in lengthy compositions
for which the cloister afforded plenty of leisure. A recent
German theory suggests that romanges. weré adapted by

monks for the entertainment of their guests on the great

pilgrim “routes.  Besides. writing lives of saints whose
feats of austemty matched the daring and suffermg of the
_ khnights, the clergy, long our readiest writers, may well ~
- have made a pahmpsest of lewd and rude Gestes, on

which to set. forth more edifying fiction or to point a . .

moral hitherto often to seek. The brutalities of half-
* heathen heroes are softened down, thrown into the back-
- ground or decently veiled by some excuse; and if their
sins of the flesh stand -out too boldly for palhatmn, these
~ can always be wiped off- by due penance, and the story
. brought to an orthodox end in retirement to monastery

“or_hermitage. When* Hildebrand had made a suppliant
- emperor wait three days. barefoot in the snow at his gate,

the Church could better set its badge on warriors who _ -

during the Crusades leained to look on themselves as
devoted champions of the Cross, or at least, so Gibbon:
~ puts it," “they neglected to. live but they were preparedr
to -die in the service of Christ”

Intercourse with the Fast, promoted by . the Crusades,
brought new ornaments into European .fiction. Older
stories are darkened by the gloom of their native forests
and haunted by the weird mythology of the North. Now -
dawns a glow of Oriental imagination, lighting up romance
with sparkling gems, powerful talismans, magic unguents -
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and balsams, graceful falrles rich palaces, and enchanted -
. gardens. Such conceptions had no doubt been already
~ 1nﬁltratmg into romance through the Moors of Spain;’
and it is suggested that the Jews must have -had much to -

do with spreading Eastern taleés through: Europe®™ One

of our earliest storybooks is the - Clerical Discipline -of -

Peter Alfonso, a converted Spanish- Jew in' the -time of
the first Crusade, who evidently drew his matérials from
Orienth] sources. But there can be little doubt that the
- Crusades helped to import this new machinery of fiction,
brought back by enquiring pilgrims and by the mmstrels

who, like Blondel, followed their lords into uncouth

\lands The kmghts themselves learnt to know their
Sdracen adversaries better, then to respect them as worthy_
of Christian steel, while the Sultan Saladin is said to
have so much admlred chivalry as to seek kmghthood

at the hands of an emperor; and Crusaders settled in.’

Palestine even came to fight by the side of their Moslem
- neighbours against-a common foe. '

Such a better understanding .can be detected in later
romance; but_contemporary metrical chroniclers of the.

early Crusades are still found lowd as ever in in’su‘lting'

and exulting over the hated foe of Christendom. Francé

\

took the first ledd in the Crusades, English and”German -

knights striking in later on, so it was natural that they
should be celebrated by French mmstrels,- and  as. they

were the chief authors of romance, it is not surprising

that their strains dwell a good deal -on crusadmg exploits.
~One of this class should be specially interesting to us-
as havmg for hero our King Richard Ceeur de Lion, a
sobrlquet ‘he won, we here learn, by the feat of thrust-
ing his arm down a lion’s throat to pull out its heart.
There is no trace of refinement in this metrical chronicle,
\ Wlth its love of bloodshed and brutal horseplay. The
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poet simply revels in the slaughter of Saracens by the
myriad—sixty thousand at least is his favourite number
"~ to kill in a battle, and once the butcher’s bill comes to
two hundred thousand. One truly British feature is
a certain amount of sea-fighting. Richard leads a large
fleet to the Holy Land, and, as ammunition for his
“mangonels ” and “arrowblasts ”, he has a dozen ships
or so loaded with bechives, which he throws into Acre,
to the sore discomfiture of the garrison, as the first
Crusaders historically bombarded Antioch with human
heads. For a specimen of the humour of this poem: the
king, falling sick, has a strong desire for pork, a viand
naturally scarce in Moslem lands; but his steward gets
over the difficulty by taking “a Saracen young and
fat”, and when “slain and sodden was the heathen
shrew ”, the dish could be served to the king under the
name of pork, a meal of which brought about his complete
recovery. Later on, he plays on Saladin’s ambassadors
the trick of dishing up to them the heads of his chief
prisoners, jovially informing them that this is the favour-
ite fare of Englishmen. In his other dealings with the
Sultan neither of theth are so chivalrous as represented
in Scott’s Talisman. Saladin offers to decide the con-
troversy of the Christian faith against “ Jupiter ” in single
combat with Richard, and, feigning a desire for fair play,
sends his adversary a marvellous charger, a gift not of
generous courtesy but of pagan cunning, for this horse
is foal to the Sultan’s own steed, of diabolic breed, trained
to lie down as soon as it hears its mother’s neigh, thus
putting its rider at the mercy of his foe. But through
the night Richard is visited by an angel, who discloses
the Moslem guile, which the Christian hero can bafle by
stopping that horse’s ears with wax; so of course Saladin
was duly set to flight for all his treachery. In the end
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our lion-hearted sovereign proposes to stake the issue of
the war on a duel between himself and five-and-twenty
knights picked out from the Sultan’s army. This chal-
lenge so appalled the Saracens that, without more ado,
they agreed to a three-years’ truce, whereupon—

King Richard, doughty of hand,

Turned homeward to England.

. King Richard reigned here

No more but ten year.

Sithen, he was shot, alas!

In castle Gaillard there he was.

Thus ended Richard our king:

God give us all good ending!

This doggerel, based on a French original almost con- -
temporary with the events it professes to record, reflects
the ignorant feroc1ty of the first Crusaders, who massacred
helpless Jews in the German cities through which they
passed towards the Holy Land, and, when they took
Jerusalem, could boast of riding up to their horses’ knees
in blood. Yet the Crusades did breathe a higher spirit
into rude forms of European chivalry. At the Council

of Clermont, Pope Urban’s call to ‘the first Crusade raised o

a wave of enthysiasm that seemed to uplift men out of
" the quasi-barbarism of the Dark Ages. The Truce of
God was invoked to sheathe neighbours’ weapons for half
the week, and other measures were taken to restrain the
licence of private war, the estates and families of the
absent Crusaders being put formally under the protection-
of the Church. At the same time it was decreed that
every nobly born youth should be called on for an oath
~ that, when admitted to knighthood, he would fulfil such
. generous duties as came to be associated with that rank.

In the days of Charlemagne, kings would gird on the

sword of a prom1smg young warrlor, who took rank above
(0 460) 4
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the mass by riding on horseback. So far back as the
beginning of the tenth century, there is a story of Henry
the Fowler defining the virtues of knighthood as loyalty
to Church and King, truth in speech, and gentleness to
women, as well as courage; but it is to be feared that this
standard was too high for his age. With the Crusades,
we find knighthood taking on a more definitely religious
and moral character, when aspirants should be consecrated
to knightly arms by fasting, vigil, and 'solemn rites. The
two most famous orders were the Knights of St. John of
Jerusalem and the Templars, on whom the war for the
Holy Land had such exalting effect that they took upon
themselves monastic vows of celibacy, purity, poverty,
and obedience, in their self-chosen tasks of tending poor
and sick pilgrims and of defending them on the way to
Jerusalem. The Knechss, servants of the king, by be-
coming servants of the Church, had been erected into -
a nobility which kings themselves were proud to share.
Originally, this rank could be conferred by any knight,
the more illustrious the better; so Francis I was proud
to be dubbed by Bayard, and in Amadis de Gaunl Galaar
chooses to be knighted by his doughty brother rather than
by the King of Great Britain; but in time the granting
of knighthood became a prerogative of kings or of their
lieutenants in war,

In romances of the crusading period we meet clear
indications of new external features shaped by the growth
of chivalry. At this time armour took a development
from the old chain and ring mail to more protective hau-
berks and helmets, gradually elaborated into the plate
armour that cased a knight cap-d-pie. It is supposed
that the heat of Oriental suns prompted the covering of
this metal shell with a surcoat which lent itself to blazonry.
Heralds and heraldry now make their appearance.” Some
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sort of martial badge had always been in use among
warriors, from the broom sprig of the Plantagenets back
to the eagles of Rome, and thence to the lion’s skin of
Hercules and the bulls that made an ornament for Cretan
palaces. Totemism, to which so much attention has
been called in our time, may have provided ancient clans
with crests representing some supposed beast ancestor,
such as were tattooed on Cooper’s Red Indians. But it
was in the great gatherings of knights from all European
nations, mixed together in .the East, that there grew up
a systematic method of identifying one another by
heraldic devices. The story goes that a Milanese noble
named Otto Visconti, having defeated a Saracen champion
under the walls of Jerusalem, took from him a helmet
encircled seven times by “the figure of a viper, to which
Otto gave an eighth turn in punning allusion to his own
name, and assumed it as his crest. ‘This viper, or
‘““dragon”, has been claimed as parent of that monstrous
brood of wyverns, griffins, lions rampant or couchant,
and other such fearful wild-fowl, among which any mush-
room family may nowadays choose @ becoming device for
itself at will; but in the Middle Ages knightly bearings
were a serious matter of privilege, carefully guarded and
licensed under charge of the heralds, who by their science
worked out hieroglyphic patterns on shields and coats-
of-arms. In early romances heraldic devices appear as
not yet stereotyped, the knights changing their badges
and colours at will, while the newly dubbed youth goes
forth in white armour with a blank shield that may
be adorned by his achievements. The fabulous beasts
of heraldry seem to have been much borrowed from
Eastern imagination. Another often-unsuspected sur-
vival . of the Crusades is when an officer in saluting
raises his swordhilt to his lips, as a knight did to kiss
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the straight crosspiece that for him made the sacred
ensign of his faith.

The twelfth and thirteenth centuries, in which crusad-
ing enthusiasm exhausted itself, were the palmy days of
metrical romance, that duly reflects various changes going
on over the feudal world. The stones and clubs with
which older heroes might crush their adversaries at a
pinch, are quite laid aside for heavy lances, swords of
proof, and showy armour becoming a perfect knight.
Tournaments, said to have been introduced in France
before the twelfth century, are now proclaimed as most
fitting scene for such encounters as still may come off
without ceremony in any forest glade or mountain pass.
More and more the rites, punctilios, and pageantry of
accomplished knighthood are insisted upon. Courts ap--
pear more brilliant, and their frequenters more courteous.
Above all, we find the preux chevalier bound to set more
by ladies’ favours.

It would not be from the East that there came a
development of chivalry in gallantry to the fair. That
must have been fostered rather by lovesick lyrics of
Provengal Troubadours, importing a fresh interest into
the sanguinary chronicles of the Trouvéres. Mars and
Venus have always been on intimate terms; but the
heroes of the Chansons de Geste were apt to treat its
heroines more cavalierly than chivalrously, when even
a peerless knight like Roland did not seem much to
mind several years’ absence from his betrothed, for whom
he has no dying thought when he fondly recalls his
prowess, his kinsmen, his great sovereign, and his dear
native land. We saw how, in the story of Peredur,
Arthur’s queen was rudely insulted in her husband’s hall;
and it takes all the art of Tennyson to cloak for us
Geraint’s brutality to his patient wife Enid. A heroine



BENEDICTIO NOVI MILITIS

From the painting by A. Chewallier Tayler. By permission of the artist
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was once not indispensable to a story, so long as its hero
found some other excuse for fighting. But times changed,
and heroes with them. Romance had to follow real life
in providing a knight with a Dulcinea, sometimes indeed
with more than one, to whom it behoved him to profess
idolatrous devotion, shrinking from no risk to deserve
her favour, ready to quarrel ‘with whoever cared to
question her perfections, and not ashamed to go out of
his wits for love.

Scenes of slaughter were now chequered with vows
and ordeals of courtship, in time pushed to the extrava-
gant freaks -imitated by Don Quixote. Romancers had
to glorify suffering as well as doing when they appealed
to the interest of both sexes. It was through poring
together over the seductive pages of Lancelot that Paolo
and Francesca came to their famous doom in Dante’s
Inferno. Such romances, if now written for women also,
are still written by men, as we can guess from the fre-
quency with which their heroines appear proud, wilful,
or false, and, if good, so very good as to be dolls of -
impossible virtue. Bad or good, their part is to set man
fighting and travelling on foolhardy errands for their
smiles; and one glance from his lady-love’s eyes is
enough to rouse the chosen knight to victorious effort
at the very point of defeat. Then, if wounded almost
- to death, he may find his else coy and disdainful mistress
able to play the ministering angel, skilled as she should
be in the leechcraft of the period, which had enchanters
and fairies also as its most celebrated practitioners. There
is a good deal in the morality of romance, at this stage,
hardly to be recommended for a young lady’s reading
nowadays; but the spirit of gallantry had on the whole
an elevating influence. It became much a good knight’s
business to quell tyrants, to hunt dragons, to rescue dis-
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tressed damsels, to put down wicked customs, or by
other such worthy services to justify his profession of
chivalry.

This development is carried on into the fourteenth
and fifteenth centuries, when it takes a more marked
form in the prose tales of chivalry that then overlaid the -
metrical chronicles. The date of a romantic author may
often be fixed by the costumes and customs of his own
age, which he usually reproduces without scruple, as
Georgian actors played Hamlet or Macbeth in wig and
laced waistcoat. Unlike Homer, who seems to_ have
archaized with the design of giving his l/iad some colour
of its time, the minstrel shows us what he saw at the
court of his patron, rather than what belonged to the
generation he undertakes to depict. It proves less easy
to date these stories by their manners and morals, some-
times involved with the plot and personages of an older
version. Another source of confusion is the way in which
their authors, not content with careless adaptation, did
not stick at stitching together separate traditions to stretch
out narratives already too prolix.

One of the least-forgotten romances is Guy of Warwick,
told in so many forms down to our own day. It gives
the reign of Athelstan as date for the events of what is
probably an old English legend, possibly grown up out
of some real personality. But its first recorded form in
England is as a translation from the Anglo-Norman; and
a French habitat has even been claimed for the hero, as
oné Guido of Tours. If it be English in origin, the
French minstrels, who had almost a monopoly of this
manufacture, have evidently added a good deal of ma-
terial to make a volume as long as Paradise Lost. Could
we come by its complete history, it might prove that the
patiently romantic courtship which for us makes the main
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interest did not play such a leading part in the original
form. So famous a tale cannot be left out of our speci-
mens; but here, as in other modern versions, the reader
will find only the distilled extract of its spirit. The story
as thus told gives but an incomplete account of the old
metrical chronicle that lumbers along after its hero. in a
very wide course of adventure involving exp101ts of other
knights pieced on to his own; then a sequel is provided -
by those of his son, Rainburn, a favourite device for .
drawing out records that to our taste seem already too
long. As this really independent. narrative, now little
known, is illustrated by several of the c/ichés of romance,
an outline of it may be taken for fair sample of such
versified chronicles.

Rainburn, born during his father’s long pilgrimage,
was put in charge of Guy’s friend Heraud, or Harrowd,
an accomplished knight who, when at home, lived at
Wallingford. To his house here came certain merchants
from Russia, in one version defamed as Saracens”. At
all events, these were unscrupulous traders, that, admiring
Guy’s child, when they saw him “play in the hall so
wanton and wild”; reckoned him a valuable article in
their way of Business. By corrupting the porter they
kidnapped the boy for sale in Russia; but their vessel
was wrecked on the African coast, and they thought well
to placate the local king by making him a present of
their young captive. There he fell on his feet; for this
king, Argus by name, had a daughter of the same age,
with whom young Rainburn was brought up as a pet or
companion, and grew to be a valiant knight in the service
of his kind patron.

Meanwhile Harrowd had in vain searched far and wide
for the lost child. To embitter his grief, ill-wishers at
Athelstan’s court spread a'scandal that he had treacherousiy
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sold his own ward. Thus stung to further exertion, he
embarked on a voyage of discovery, to be cast away, like
Rainburn, and, by a very long arm of coincidence, upon
the same coast. But he fell into the hands of a less-
friendly potentate, a most miscreantish “ Admiral”, who
had no better usage for Christian captives than harsh
imprisonment.

Many years Harrowd pined in a dungeon, till the
Admiral found himself hard pressed by his neighbour
and enemy, Argus, whose forces were carrying all before
them under no other than young Rainburn, promoted to
be this king’s “constable”, a title now rather come down
in the world. From Harrowd’s loud lamentations over
happier days the jailer learned how he had been a knight
of prowess, and reported this discovery to his master.
The Admiral had such faith in knighthood that he pro-
posed to release and equip the prisoner on condition of
his leading an army against Argus. As a matter of course,
the sword of a single hero turns the scale of conquest.
After much hot fighting, Harrowd, though long out of
practice, would have overthrown King Argus, but for the
succour of a gallant youth who engages the old knight in
single combat. Both prove themselves $o worthy op-
ponents that many hard blows move them to ask each
other’s names; then, to the amazement of Harrowd, the
youth tells him—

I was born in England,

In Warwick, as I understand.
Sir Guy my father was:

A better knight never was.

His long-lost guardian in turn reveals himself; and
both the old and the young hero swoon away for joy
of this unlooked-for reunion. They were naturally
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bent on going homewards together; and the Admiral’s
gratitude to his champion could not hinder them from
taking their departure, at first by sea, but as soon
as might be they got on land, where they felt more at
home..

On the way they let themselves be delayed by turn-
ing aside for.adventures, including the deliverance of an
old friend of Guy’s from “elvish” captivity, by means of
an enchanted sword that comes to hand in the nick of
time. In passing through Burgundy they are warned to
keep out of the way of a doughty young knight who
lolds a pass in the hills to take life or toll from all
comers; but Rainburn of course exults in this chance of
trying his mettle. The encounter is so vigorous and well
kept up that Harrowd, standing by.as umpire, declares
he never saw such a good fight; and Guy’s son is fain to *
confess that for once he has met his match. He proposes
to swear eternal friendship with so good a foe; but the
stranger will have nothmg less than his death . before
taking on the old knight in turn. After a good deal of
fencmg, in words as well as blows, they come to exchang-
ing names; then the experienced reader of romance need
not be so much strprised as the heroes to learn that this
young fire-eater is no other than Harrowd’s son Asslake,
who, after long search for_ his father, has hit on the plan
of keeping a pass to ask tidings of him, at the sword’s
point, from everyone coming by—

But heard I never man speak with mouth,
That ought of him tell couth. '
Therefore oft was I wrath,

And many a man I have done scaith—

as seems rather hard on innocently ignorant-wayfarers.
In these tales one of the stock incidents is two friends, or
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brothers, or father and son, fighting fiercely unknown,
their faces hidden by the nasal, ventaille, or beaver that
guarded and obscured them.

Another joyful recognition now takes place; when
Asslake does not seem so much concerned to think he
has been on the point of attempting parricide, as to know
that he has plied his sword on the son of his father’s
friend. He falls at Rainburn’s feet, who raises him up
with tears and kisses. The Earl of Burgundy invites all
three to enter his service, which might give occasion for
further episodes of adventure. But the poet seems now
to be out of breath, or parchment, or tradition, for in a
page or so he hurries his heroes to London, whence,
after hearty welcome from the king, they pass on to
Warwick and Wallingford, to be received with joy by
the friends and vassals of Guy, dead and buried some
way back in his chronicle.

By this time romancers must have lost all illusion as
to the marvels they piled up with an eye to dramatic
effect, and more discriminate readers may be suspected
of yawning a little over tales that could not find some
new spice of interest. The lays of chivalry were even
burlesqued by the vulgar, as in The Tournament of
Tottenham, a poem so old that it can hardly be quoted
without a glossary. Chaucer, we remember, in his Sir
Thopas mocked the rhyming of romance with jog-trot
parody, till mine host of the “Tabard” would hear no
more of it.

His merry men commanded he
To maké him both game and glee;
For needés must he fight
With a giant with headés three
For paramour and jollity
Of one that shone full bright,



CHAUCER AT THE COURT OF EDWARD III

READING H1$ CANTERBURY TALLS

From the painting by Ford Madox Brown in the Tate Gallery, London

The central figure seated on the steps is a Troubadour from the south of France;
on either side of him are his minstrels



D

kL. %,

=

NHORRgy

AuVadart

Hlyon 30 W

3

n ‘1’%&

AIN

=5



THE METRICAL ROMANCES 43

“Do come,” he saidé, “my minstrales
And gestours for to tellé tales
Anon in mine arming,
. Of romances that be royals,
Of popés and of cardinals,
- And eke of love-longing.”
They fetch’d him first the sweeté wine,
And mead eke in a maseline (drinking bowl)
- And royal spicery;
Of ginger-bread that was full fine,
And liquorice and eke cumin,
With sugar that is trie {refined)
He diddé, next his whité lere (skin)
Of cloth of laké fine and clear (Jawn)
A breech and eke a shirt;
And next his shirt an haketon (cassock)
And over that an habergeon,
For piercing of his heart ;
And over that a fine hauberk,
Was all y-wrought of Jewés werk, -

Full strong it was of plate;

And over that his coat-armour,
As white as is the lily flower

In which he would debate (combat)
His shield was all of gold so red,

And sherein was a boaré’s head,

A charboucle beside (heraldic device)
And there he swore on ale and bread,
How that the giant should be dead,

Betide whatso betide.

In this doggerel Chaucer is understood to be slily
hitting at the popular romance Sir Bevis of Hampton,
which looks to be an old English story, though, as in the
case of Guy of Warwick, we have it translated from the
Anglo-Norman. The hero of a string of prodigies very
open to satiric attack, has, like Hamlet, a wicked step-
father, but, unlike Hamlet, his native hue of resolution
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is so unsicklied that at the age of seven he strongly
objects to his mother’s marriage with the murderer of
his father. The unnatural parent proposes to get rid
of her inconvenient child; but, instead of seeing to this
business herself, put it upon his uncle, Saber, who, being
a good uncle, sent her in proof of compliance his nephew’s
garments sprinkled with the blood of a pig, while he kept
the boy safe and sound till manhood should bring him
an opportunity of revenge. But this seven-year-old
fire-eater had too high a spirit for Hamlet’s delays.
Disguised as a shepherd on the downs, he was so moved
by sounds of revelry, amid which the guilty pair played
Macbeth in drowning the memory of their crimes, that
he burst into the hall and, “with a mace”, laid his step-
father senseless before the whole company.

If so terrible with a stick, we may guess what feats
such a hero would perform when he grew big enough to
wield a sword. The mother was so much displeased by
his violence to her husband, that she punished the pre-
cociously brave child by sending him to be sold in slavery
to a Saracen soldan named Ermyn, whose daughter
Josyan, as romantic matter of course, at once fell in love
with the young captive. The soldan, Yor his part, re-
cognizing the youth’s quality, was willing to take him
as son-in-law and heir on condition of his abjuring
Christianity. But the knights of old were as orthodox

"as valiant. Bevis, hardly yet in his teens, uplifted such
bold testimony against the paganism of “ Mahound ” that
Ermyn was fain to drop the subject, for the present
taking him on as page, with promise of further advance-
ment. No evil communications with unbelievers could
corrupt the youngster’s faith. At the age. of fifteen,
some Saracen knights rudely venturing to abuse his
religion, he slew them all, three score or so, on the spot.
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Their master forgave him for this once, and Josyan, with
kisses and salves, soon cured him of his wounds; then,
in gratitude, he rid them of a fierce wild boar that had
long been a local bugbear.

Such petty exploits served as the work of our hero’s
prentice hand: the time was now come for him to be
dubbed knight, presented on the occasion-with his irre-
sistible sword “Morglay” and the best horse in the
world, by name “Arundel”. Thus equipped, he did
good service to Ermyn as his champion against the King
of Damascus, who was pressing a violent suit for Josyan’s
hand. The lady so much admired his prowess that, in
somewhat unmaidenly manner, she now proposed to her
Christian knight; but Bevis would give her no encour-
agement unless on condition of her renouncing the -
Moslem creed. The Soldan’s patience comes to an end
when he hears how his daughter is being converted.
Not daring to use open violence, he sends the wooer on
a treacherous embassy to his late adversary, the King of
Damascus. At Damascus, Bevis loses no time in getting
himself into trouble by knocking over a Saracen idol, an
act that brings the fanatical population upon him, odds
too great even*for such a prodigy. Overpowered for
once, he is thrown into a dungeon with two dragons,
which he has no difficulty in killing after twenty-four
hours’ combat ; but hunger proved a sorer enemy. Here
come two still-familiar lines of this long poem, preserved -
for us by quotation in King Lear :

Rats and mice and such small deer
Were his meat for seven long year.

Escaping, after seven years, he goes off to Josyan,
whom, though still faithful to him at heart, he finds
wedded to a heathen king, and has to obtain access.to
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her in disguise of a palmer. The couple elope together,
and he celebrates his honeymoon by such exploits as
killing a brace of lions at one blow, and overthrowing
a giant named Ascapard, who saves his life by becoming
Bevis’s squire.

It was now high time for the hero to think of dealing
with his wicked stepfather. Passing by Cologne, where
an uncle of his happened to be bishop, he took the
opportunity of having Josyan and Ascapard christened,
and left his wife in the charge of this uncle, while with
a hundred knights he landed on his native soil. There
the villain caitiff, Sir Murdour, is duly tricked and dis-
comfited. In vain calling to his aid hosts both from
Scotland and Germany, he could expect no better fate
than to be boiled into dogs’ meat in a great cauldron of
pitch, brimstone, and lead, after which his wicked wife -
had nothing for it but to throw herself from the top of
a high tower ; then the delivered citizens of Southampton
were free to hail their true lord.

This is but a cursory account of adventures which
are by no means yet at an end. It is common for
romancers to take second wind for a long appendix of
fresh exploits; and so our author agath carries Bevis
abroad on a triumphant career of slaying, conquering,
and baptizing the heathen. The conclusion of his story
seems hardly historical. In his absence his earldom and
estates had been confiscated by King Edgar, a wrong that
brought Bevis to London, where, now backed by two
sturdy sons, he could easily kill sixty thousand of his
enemies in a battle fought about Ludgate Hill, and thus
turned the king to a gracious mood. One of his sons,
marrying King Edgar’s daughter, succeeded to the crown
of England; the other was provided with a kingdom
abroad ; and Bevis himself ruled his foreign dominions
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till he, Josyan, and Arundel came to die almost at the
same minute.

Thus ended Bevis of Hampton,
That was so bold a baron.

Readers who could relish Chaucer would hardly care
for this wild fiction. And the minstrels themselves had
been falling into discredit as well as their songs. Once
attached to great houses, as trumpeters of family pride,
they had taken to wandering about to inns, fairs, and
popular gatherings, as well as to castles ; so their strains,
at first addressed to “seigneurs” and “barons”, became
tuned to catch the ears of the vulgar. Few of them
were like Goethe’s singer who disdained all reward but
a cup of wine in a golden beaker. Their tales, as pre-
served for us in manuscript, are sometimes interrupted”
by hints of breaking off for want of /argesse, a medival
equivalent of passing round the hat; and they are found
sharply pointing the moral that all worthy people should
treat jomgleurs well, with money and clothes and good
suppers. This title, from the Latin joculasor, reflects the
history of a brotherhood that in its wandering life had a
ready chance to fall into bad ways. The jongleurs or
gleemen became jugglers, mixed up with conjurors,
tumblers, bear leaders, and other more or less disre-
" putable vagrants, among whom they lost their character
while increasing in numbers. Long before the date
which Scott fondly-gives for the Lay of the Last Minstrel,
Stubbs, in the Anatomy of Abuses, can complain that ¢ every
town, city, and country is full of these minstrels to pipe .
up a dance to the devil”. So far had their quality de-
cayed from the days of Rahere, said to have been our
Henry the First’s favourite minstrel, who founded St.
Bartholomew’s Hospital as well as the adjacent Priory,
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still showing its chapel as one of the noblest of London’s
old churches. ,

The lion-hearted Richard had prided himself on being
a bit of a minstrel & ses heures, and could we have his own
story of the war with Saladin it might be more compli-
mentary to that gallant foe than were the fierce revilings
breathed by professional singers at a safe distance from
Saracen steel. The chronicle that bears his name makes
little for his fame. But the reader must not forget that
the romances here held up rather for ridicule are by no
means the most favourable specimens of their kinds, such
as should be reserved for worthier treatment in the body
of this volume. Among much that is absurd, dull, and
tedious to our discriminating mind, we have to recognize
some of those forgotten minstrels for true poets.

II. Romance in Prose

As minstrels went out of fashion, romance took a new
lease of life in the form of prose, hitherto held more
‘appropriate for matter in which there be some mirth or
some doctrine ”, as Chaucer has it. He perhaps meant
compilations like the Gesta Romanovum, wherein old
stories were fitted with a monkish moral, and tales of
what may be called tavern mirth, passing from mouth to
mouth.  Short tales of such vulgar comedy, as well as
more sentimental ones, had been turned into /ais and
fabliaux by Trouveres, among whom occurs the name
of a woman, Marie de France; and too many of these
illustrate the coarse manners of an age for which the
same kind of fable soon began to be elaborated in prose
by Italian novelists. Chaucer’s own example, in tales
which he is said to have been sotry -for on reflection,
shows too plainly what tickled the laughter of his Canter-



FOREST LOVERS

From the painting by ¥. Young Hunter, By permission m.\. the artist






ROMANCE IN PROSE 49

bury pilgrims. But the tales of chivalry in their best
days, though their morality is not ours, seem notably
free from the ribaldries and indecencies that do intrude
into the lays of some of their last minstrels. Aucassin
and Nicolette, dealing with love rather than war, has
admirers to pronounce it the most beautiful story ever
written.  This novelette of the romantic age, coming
down to us in a thirteenth-century manuscript, but
perhaps of earlier date, is peculiar as written in a mixture
of prose and verse, the prose itself rhythmical, as M.
Gaston Paris points out, intended for recitation, even for
being acted, rather than read by the eye. Here we have
-a transition between the two forms.

The prose romances, beginning before Chaucer, over-
lap the metrical chronicles they supplanted,' and like
them underwent a course of development, which had
reached its height when printing came to give them wider
currency. There was also a process of winnowing at
work, for more romances in verse have survived than in
prose, and only a proportion of the latter got into print.
The fourteenth and fifteenth centuries were the flourish-
ing time of authors, or adaptors, who seem to have been
often employed by princely and lordly patrons to translate
the songs of the minstrels into prosaic form. They took
a larger canvas, to work on a less confined scale, and no
longer bound to end every canto with a “curtain”, lxke
the minstrel when he ran out of breath, they were more
free to attend to a sustained plot and unity of design.
But, to make a longer story of it, they might, as the
poets had done in the end, weld two or three chronicles
together, sometimes with a result still showmg an im-

1 The high authority of M. Paulin Paris maintains that some prose romances of
the Round Table date from the middle of the twelfth century, preceding the veree
Nhrétien de Troyes. But there is still much obscurity as to their dating.
(0460)
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perfect sense of proportion. Malory’s Morte d’Arthur,
for example, the book of the kind best known to us, is
an attempt at fusing several romances, so carelessly
carried out that the story of Beaumains, in the seventh
book, and that of La Cote Male Taile, in the ninth, seem
merely variations of the same theme. Those who could
read them had so few books to read that the longer the
better was the rule even before early printers brought
folios into fashion. ,
So, while the prose scribe sometimes discriminately
pared down the tedious absurdities of their originals, we
find them rather concerned to pad out the story with con-
versations, reflections, and episodes, often very loosely
strung upon the main thread of interest, notably also with
descriptions of the customs and manners of chivalry, valu-
able to students of the period who can make allowance
for the writer’s idea of artistic effect. M. Langlois, for
instance, has compiled an interesting view of La Sociésé
frangaise au XIII* Siécle from half a dozen of its fictions,
metrical ones, to be sure, yet somewhat artificial in treat-
ment. The older romances were more in the way of
taking the manners of the age as matter of course, and
dwelling on the exploits rather than the equipment of
their heroes. In the later ones there is less wholesale
slaughter, but more detailed account of ceremonious com-
bats and fantastic enterprises of gallantry. The knights-
errant flourish in this period, inspired not so much by
religious bigotry and love of brutal bloodshed as by
devotion to their mistresses, thirst for glory, or not sel-
dom by a mission to do good in the world according
to their lights. This nobler aspect of chivalry we catch
in such true chronicles as Froissart’s; and the romantic
storytellers of the same age took care to make the best
of it. They evince a rising consciousness that horr“*-“
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should be justified by a good cause, were it but the
smiles of beauty or some nice point of honour, whereas
once on a time any excuse had-been enough for a fight.
Scott took his half-barbarous ¢ Robert of Paris” from a
pugnacious Frank mentioned in the memoirs of the Prin-
cess Anna Comnena as boasting to her father the Emperor
—“where three roads meet in the place from which I
came, there is an ancient church in which whosoever has
the desire to measure himself against another in single
combat, prays God to help him therein, and afterwards
abides the coming of one willing to encounter him. At
‘that spot long time did I remain, but the man bold
enough to stand against me I found not.” 1In later
romance we still find knights making themselves a
nuisance by holding a pass, a bridge, or a ferry against
all comers out of mere churlish defiance; but the lime-
light is thrown chiefly on the champions that come to
break down such obstructiveness. A solitary post of
challenge was no longer needed when every court offered
opportunities of public distinction at the stately tourna-
ments that became a favourite medieval spectacle—

Where throngs of knights and barons bold,
In weeds of peace high triumphs hold,
With store of ladies, whose brlght eyes
Rain influence, and judge the prize '
Of wit, or arms.

The wonder is that, what with tournaments, perilous
quests, and chance encounters, any of these knights could
ever reach a good old age, who, for all their martial
vigour, seem to have been much given to swooning away,
to shedding floods of tears, and to going mad under
stress of sorrow. The Wonder for Middle-Age readers,
or hearers, was abated by their own famxhanty with
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tournaments and duels, not so deadly as the prowess in
which romantic heroes used to cut down paynims by the
hundred. Our British Solomon, King James, sagely re-
marked of armour that it hindered the wearers from doing
much harm to one another as well as from being harmed.
When the equipments of chivalry grew more elaborate,
for both steed and rider, the chief danger a knight ran
was of being smothered or trampled to death if unhorsed.
Chaucer describes such a wounded hero as “carven out
of his harness” before he could be put to bed. Spenser
compares a knight unarmoured to a falcon freed from its
jesses.  After the battle of Pavia, we learn, French
knights who had the ill luck to be overthrown lay help-
less as lobsters on the ground, till the peasants hacked
them out of their sheds with pickaxes. So Don Quixote’s
first fall exposed him to having his own lance broken to
splinters on him by an ill-tempered muleteer. Such
humiliation might prove a sore one in the hands of
mere plunderers; but among men of means, the expec-
tation of ransom went a good way towards sparing life
in medizval battles, where the most sweeping carnage
would be of the “rascal many”, such penniless and
half-naked villains or churls as are seldom thought worth
mention in romance. But its Rolands and Olivers, its
Lancelots and Tristrams, after courteously assisting each
other to don their complete panoply, might well hack
away at shield, hauberk, and helmet for a whole day and
still live to be friends, or at least to fight another day.
Like schoolboys, such heroes sometimes began their
friendship by a good fight. )

In the exercise of tilting, it is well known, certain
rules came to be observed that, as in our own prize ring
and football field, might secure the maximum of excite-
ment to the spectators with the minimum of peril to the
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- performers. “Arms of courtesy " were commonly used—
- headless spears, and blunted swords; blows should be
aimed above the belt, and other restrictions barred indis-
criminate hacking and hewing as not playing the game.
So we read of a tournament described in Chaucer as
‘permitted by ¢« Duke Theseus” of Athens, how “an
herald on a scaffold” made proclamation—

* “The lord hath of his high discretién
Considered that it were destructién
To gentle blood to fighten in the guise
Of mortal battle now in this emprise :
Wherefore to shap# that they shall not die,

He will his first& purpose modify. '
No man therefore, on pain of loss of life,
No manner shot, nor poleaxe, nor short knife
Into the lists shall send, or thither bring.
Nor short sword for to stick with point biting
No man shall draw, nor bear it by his side.
And no man shall unto his fellow ride - :
But one course, with-a sharp y-grounden spear.”

It was in exceptional cases of bitter enmity that com-
bats were fought & outrance, for life or death, as in war;
while in real life, as in romance, some hot-blooded gallant -
might accept a defiance to ride into the press clad in no
better mail than his lady’s shift. The romance Palmerin
of England describes an unusually spirited tournament,
where “Such was the uproar of the lance-breaking that
it seemed as if all London were falling in ruins”; yet the
banquet and.“ ball royal ” that followed could be attended
by most of the competitors. There is an account of an
actual tournament held in Spain, aA.p. 1434, which lasted
a month, more than seven hundred courses being run and
several scores of lances broken, but only one champion
lost his life, and that through the accident of a spear
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piercing his eye. A like fatal accident to Henri II of
France, in the sixteenth century, is said to have gone far
to putting tournaments out of fashion. In later romances
tilting tends to become a mere pastime, as when the giant
Dramuziando is on such friendly terms with his captive,
Prince Duardos, as to favour him with first turn in joust-
ing against the very knights who come, one by one, to
deliver him. Eventually it dwindled down to tilting at
a ring, as in the contest undertaken at Saragossa by Don
Quixote in Avellanedo’s imitation of Cervantes.

There are hints, in history if not in romance, of
certain knights attending tournaments not so much from
a thirst for bloodshed as with an eye to business in horse
flesh, since the chargers of the vanquished became the
property of the victor; and a horse strong enough to
carry the weight of its heavily mailed master, as well as
its own housings and platings, must have been worth
fighting for. Perhaps out of regard for such prizes, it
was counted not quite “playing the game” to injure an
adversary’s steed. In those days, the “great horse” used
in war was distinguished among the sommiers, roncins, and
palfreys of everyday work; and the trappings alone of
a knight’s destrier, as sometimes described in romance,
must have made a valuable prize. The horses of romantic
heroes, by the way, often play a hardly less heroic part
than their masters; so Renaud’s “Bayard”, Ogier’s
“Broiffort ”’, and Roland’s ¢ Veillantif” have name and
fame in the story, like the “Durandal ” and other resist-
less swords with which those worthies were endowed.

“Villainous saltpetre ”, of course, was now under-
mining the institutions of chivalry, whose arms would
grow rusty in lordly halls as they ceased to shine in
romance. Even the crossbow of William Tell, and the
longbows of English archers, had foiled mail-clad men,



ROMANCE IN PROSE 55

soon to find their prestige vanishing like a bubble at the
cannon’s mouth. There are some curious allusions to
gunpowder by the romancers, little suspicious how it
would blast their trade. In the Orlando Furioso we
hedr of a deadly fire reed invented by Satan, which the
hero with unusual prudence has thrown into the sea.
In the late romance Palmerin of England, a castle de-
fends itself by “bombarding” its assailants as a last
resource. But we cannot be sure if Sir Mordred was
much before his age when he besieged Queen Guinevere
with great “guns ”, that may have been such “engines”
as were brought by the Crusaders, and by Alexander the
Great in his day, against the walls of Antioch and Jerusa-
lem, where, besides catapulting huge stones, they «blew
wild fire through trumpes of gin”, as one rhymer has
it. That destructive Greek fire, the exact composition
of which is now unknown, had been used in early wars
between the Eastern Empire and the Caliphs. Shake-
speare was certainly not well prompted when he intro-
duced cannon in Hamlet and King John. Such artillery
appears to have been tried at Cressy (a.n. 1346), but it
was not till the next century that it played much part in
war. Even before this, however, the ill-disciplined valour
of knights was found not always serviceable, and their
place in battle began to be taken by men-at-arms or
“lances”, each a centre of some half-dozen lighter-armed
_followers, making units to be ranged in companies and
battalions. In the crusading wars we hear much of
sergeants, whose name (servants) had the same meaning
in French as Teuton Knechss that took superior rank on
horseback. St. Louis was one of the first French kings
to have an army at his command, apart from feudal levies;
and these paid soldiers are called by de Joinville either
sergeants or crossbowmen. Under his successors, we
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hear of knights-at-law as well as men-at-arms; while in
England to our own time lasted the style of sergeants-
at-law, and the title of “Sir” was once given to priests
as to knights.

And before knights ceased to be formldable, they had
begun to lose the character borne by them in romance.
The Templars, who set out with such professions of
pious humility, had in less than two centuries waxed so
rich, haughty, and insolent that they became feared and
suspected by the kings of Europe, among whom their
Grand Master held his head as high as any. With the
Pope’s licence, and much popular applause, they were
cruelly robbed and tortured out of existence, a few sur-
vivors joining the Order of St. John of Jerusalem, which
kept itself longer in moral health by chivalrous exercise
against the Saracens. There were many robber knights
as well as champions of the oppressed ; and the castles of
Germany notably made dens for mail-clad brigands who
sallied forth to take toll from the traders of rising com-
mercial cities. St. Louis, on his way to the last great
Crusade, turned aside to destroy one such nest of vultures
that preyed upon pilgrims passing down the Rhone valley.
Dunlop, in his History of Fiction, quotes an old author as -
abusing knights errant for ‘arrant knaves, and another
who, so far back as the twelfth century, complained that
these heroes rode loaded “not with iron but with wine,
not with spears but with cheeses, not with swords but
with bottles, not with darts but with spits”. At all
times, it is to be feared, it was only in the pages of
romance that knights commonly lived up to their ro-
mantic character, for even in sympathetic chronicles like
Froissart’s and Joinville’s there is too much evidence of
a seamy side to the chivalry which they exhxblt in such
showy colours.
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In Scott’s “Essay on Chivalry ” he has quoted from
the late romance Le Petit Jehan de Saintré, which is under-
stood to have been based on fact, and which, written in
the middle of the fifteenth century, he takes as a valuable.
document for the manners of its time. A short sketch of
this tale will show how far its author had turned his eyes
from old models to fix them on his own surroundings,
not always squaring with our ideas of the chivalrous
period, now indeed on its decline. It will serve also as -
an example of how prose romance had been growing more
realistic, more self-conscious, more artificial and artful, till
this one reads almost like a modern novel. It can hardly
‘have been in Don Quixote’s mind when he exclaimed:
“ What knight errant ever paid custom, poll tax, subsidy,
quit rent, porterage, or ferry boat? What tailor ever
brouglhit in a bill for making his clothes? What governor
that lodged him in his castle ever made him pay for his
entertainment? What king did not seat him at his table ?
What damsel was not enamoured of him?” In fact,
however, the need of money sometimes does peep out
even in older romances, when now a king cannot go to
war without paying soldiers, and again a poor knight is
hard put to it for means to make a creditable appearance,
when the crowd in the street may mock at him if his
equipment be out of fashion. '

The little Jehan de Saintré, we are told, began his
career. in the train of a renowned knight, his father’s
neighbour, bound for the court of France. There, by
his good manners, good looks, and good horsemanship,
the boy attracted the king’s notice, who made him one
- of his own pages. He became a favourite with the
master of the pages, as well as with his comrades, and
soon took the fancy of a young widowed princess, the
Dame des Belles-Cousines, living at this court. Her
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first mark of favour was handing him a plate of sweets
as he waited at the royal table, where the blushing youth
paid special attention to her; then she took to watching
from a balcony the sportive exercises in which he was
trained to feats of arms. Before either of them quite
knew what they would be at, each began to be all eyes
for the other. .

One day the lady carried Jehan off from a game of
tennis to amuse herself by teaching him the art of love,
in which, though only half a dozen years his senior, she
seems to have been a past mistress. The fifteen-year-old
boy, pressed to name his sweetheart, gave his mother and
his sister as the ladies he loved best; but already he was
too conscious of a hotter passion. The dame professed
to scorn him as unworthy of her regard, and fit for nothing
till he should devote himself to some fair one ; whereon
the shamefaced lad, abashed by her reproaches, fell on his
knees before her, as, at a sign from their mistress, did her
maids of honour, praying her to give him another chance.
Affecting to relent, she commanded his presence another
evening, when again Jehan was so overwhelmed with con-
fusion that he could do nothing but sob and hang his
head; then in desperation named as the mistress of his
heart a child ten years old. One of her ladies, suggest- .
ing that the shy youth might better unbosom himself if
left alone with the princess, she led him into her cabinet
to be further catechized.

“ Alas, madame,” she forced him to confess, “even if
I dared form the first vows of my life, could I flatter
myself that they would be listened to? What lady
would deign to cast her eyes on a poor stripling without
name or fame?”

“Why so distrustful of yourself?” replied the
princess. “Are you not nobly born? Are you not
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handsome, well made, and marked among your com-
rades?”

“ Madame is very good, but I feel that the honour of
_ servmg a. lady with true devotion cannot yet be my happy
lot.”

“You are too modest, Saintré,” quoth she. “ Have.
you not a heart to love her, eyes to see her, a mouth to
tell her so, courage to serve her? If by chance you
pleased some lady, would she have to humiliate herself
by being the first to make a declaration?”

«“Ah,” cried Jehan, “if this lady were like you, she
would have little dlﬁ‘iculty in making me fall at her
knees!”

“Well, if it were I that had deigned to cast my eyes
on you, would you dare to swear eternal fidelity to me,
to have no other wishes but mine, and to die rather than
betray me?”

“ Ah, would I not swear it!”
a kiss upon her hand.

She answered by kissing his fevered brow; and now
that their- relation to each other was ‘understood the
young widow proceeded to give her pupil a long lecture
on religion, morality, gallantry, and chivalry, which
oration, including several score of quotations from the
classics, would fill a considerable part of this volume, s0
it may here-be taken as read.

For Jehan’s outward man his instructress was not
less solicitous than for his education in knightly duties.
She found his clothes oldfashioned and in bad taste, so,
counting out twelve gold crowns, she bid him have him-
~ self dressed afresh by the king's own tailors. The tailors
did their work so well that he astonished the governor of
the pages by the smart figure he cut next Sunday, which
he accounted for by telling a fib, that his mother had sent

he exclaimed, and pressed
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him some money to keep himself clad as became his
position. ,

“See, you scamps,” said the governor to his fellow
pages, “was I not right in holding up Saintré to you as
a pattern? None of you would have spent your money
so well; it would have gone to the wine shop, or in some
other wastefulness. You are a good lad, Saintré, and I
shall bring you to the king’s notice.”

The Dame des Belles-Cousines, while affecting to give
Jehan up as hopelessly ungallant, was delighted by the
improvement in his appearance. Even the queen ob--
served it, and gave her cousin a commission to find out
for what lady’s eyes the page had decked himself out so
finely. On this excuse the princess invited him into her
oratory, where she examined his new clothes with the
admiration of a connoisseur; and for his still further
adornment gave him sixty crowns more in a purse woven
from her own hair. She also trusted him with a key by
which he might visit her apartments secretly. In public
she would pretend indifference to him, and he must imi-
tate her example; but a pin placed between her teeth was
to be invitation to a rendezvous, to which he should reply
by rubbing his right eye. With this secret understanding
between them, the sly widow dismissed him in presence
of her ladies with a haughty command not to appear
before her again, unworthy of her favour as he proved.

Apparently crushed to the ground by her disdain, but
joyful at heart, the lucky page gave himself to love’s
young dream and to the spending of the sixty crowns.
Now he went finer than ever in a robe of blue cloth
trimmed with costly lambskin and a hood lined with fur
from Siberia. Few lords of the court were so well
dressed, and none became their finery so well. The
queen cast her eyes upon him as she went to church, and
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again charged her cousin to find out how this youth came
to be such a dandy. The Dame des Belles-Cousines
arranged with Jehan to report that his parents sent him
money which he laid out thus in the hope of being pro-
moted from page to esquire-carver at the king’s table.
"The queen obtained this favour for him, so at seventeen
our hero got a good position in the royal household, with
‘three horses and two servants of his own, whom he was
able to equip in rich liveries through the ever-increasing
generosity of his mistress.
. So several years passed, during which young Jehan

kept rising in esteem with the king and all his court,
" winning honours and graces at balls as at tourneys, and
looked on coldly by the Dame des Belles-Cousines alone,
in public that is, yet often the signal of the pin to-her
teeth told him another story. There came the time when
he might aspire to knighthood. The custom then was,
we learn, for an aspirant to prove his valour. by some
notable enterprise abroad; and Jehan’s patroness was
bent on his doing so with all éclat. When advanced to
be chamberlain in the royal household, he knelt at the
king’s feet, declaring his ambition and praying for a
“letter of arms” that should be his licence to distinguish
himself in foreign courts. The king granted his wish,
.giving him a bounty of two thousand crowns, to which
the queen added one thousand out of her own purse;
and all the princes and princesses bestowed on him rich
presents by way of fitting him out to advantage. His
sly charmer, for her part, pretended to grudge him a gift,
only on the queen’s request providing a bracelet that was
to be the badge of his undertaking; but secretly she
lavished the contents of her coffers to equip her would-be
knight with the fieriest steeds from Andalusia and Arabia,
with the finest armour, and with a train of richly ap-
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parelled attendants. By her advice he sent his “ heralds”™
in advance to the four greatest courts of Europe to
announce his appearance; and when all was ready for
setting forth he presented himself before the royal family
to be passed in review. In full armour, with his vizor
raised and his right hand drawn out of its gauntlet, he
threw himself at the king’s feet, renewing his oath of
fidelity and kissing the hand from which he took his
commission or letter of arms. The Dame des Belles-
Cousines, coldly, but with an air full of nobleness and
dignity, attached to his wrist the rich bracelet which he
wore as her favour. Kissing respectfully the hem of her
dress, Saintré thanked her, and took farewell of the lords
and knights, Then, leaping lightly on his steed, he left
Paris by the road to Spain.

As he passed through France his magnificence and
liberality excited general admiration. The passes of the
Pyrenees were held by Catalan knights, whom the
young stranger so overcame by his arms, his gifts, and
his courtesy, that one after another they followed in his
train to escort him to Pampeluna, where the court of
Aragon had its seat. His reputation having gone before
him, the Spanish knights disputed among themselves the
honour of encountering such a paragon; and this fell to
a lord named Enguerrand, the king’s nearest kinsman.
The conditions of the encounter were set out in Jehan’s
credentials, On the first day they broke five lances, and
the Frenchman had slightly the advantage. After an
intervening day spent in festivities, they met again on
foot, with swords, daggers, and axes. Both fought so
vigorously that often time had to be called to let them
take breath and to repair their armour, till at last both
had their axes struck out of their hands, when Saintré
deftly recovered his own, setting his foot upon his
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adversary’s weapon. Thus disarmed, Emguerrand threw
himself on Saintré, and, clutching him closely, tried in
vain to throw him down, while the Frenchman, using
his left arm to hold him off, raised his axe in the right
hand, but without striking a blow. The King of Aragon,
seeing the combat brought to such a perilous point, threw
down his baton as sign for it to cease; and the knights
were parted, to engage in a fresh dispute of generosity.

“Noble Frenchman,” cried Enguerrand, raising his
vizor, “you have vanquished me for the second time!”

“Ah! my brother, what do you say?” answered
Saintré; “am I not rather conquered by your hand, since
my axe fell first?”

Brought before the king for the heralds to proclaim
his victory, Saintré would have interrupted them by
offering his bracelet to the Spanish knight, who refused
to receive it, presenting him his own sword by the hilt.
But the king decided that this prize was Saintré’s by
right, and he received moreover a valuable ruby pledged
against it by his competitor, as well as a diamond neck-
lace which the queen took from her own neck when he
courteously offered her the bracelet. The king himself
helped to disarm the two knights. Seeing blood upon
his opponent’s arm, Saintré bent down to kiss the wound
he had made, bathing it in tears. But Enguerrand’s hurt,
after all that striking and thrusting, was not severe -
enough to keep him from the feasts given in honour of
the foreign champion who had now proved himself well
fit to sit at royal banquets.

As soon as might be, he tore himself away to carry
back his trophies to Pans where also he was hailed with
all honour. The king embraced him, the queen smiled
upon him, and even his lady relaxed her wonted air of
indifference when he presented her with the diamonds he
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brought in exchange for her bracelet. But to his dis-
appointment she did not invite him by the signal of a pin
to a private meeting. This was only because she chanced
not to have a pin about her; so, pretending to admire a
+jewel worn by the queen, the artful widow stealthily drew
what she wanted out of the royal stomacher, not, how-
ever, without being noticed.
~“Dear cousin,” remarked the queen, ‘“are you not
afraid of spoiling your fine teeth by that bad habit of
putting a pin to them I have marked in you for some
time past?”

“You are right, madame,” she replied in confusion.
I was not thinking what I did: it is hard to cure oneself
of bad habits!”

Féted by his old comrades, as by all the court, and
admitted to the presence of his mistress, Jehan was soon
to win fresh laurels. Here Scott refers to this romance
for an illustration of the fantastic manners of knighthood.
The copy we have in hand tells the story a little dif-
ferently, but bears out his account of ¢deliverance”
from a chivalric vow.

The hero, with nine companions at arms, four of whom were
knights and five squires, vowed to carry a helmet of a particular
shape, that of the knights having a visor of gold, and that of the
squires a visor of silver. Thus armed, they wére to travel from
Court to Court for the space of three years, defying the like number
of knights and squires, wherever they came, to support the beauty
of their mistresses with sword and lance. The emblems of their
enterprise were chained to their left shoulders, nor could they be
delivered of them until their vow was honourably accomplished.
Their release took place at the Court of the Emperor of Germany,
after a solemn tournament, and was celebrated with much triumph.
In like manner, 1n the same romance, a Polish knight, called the
Seigneur de Loiselench, is described as appearing at the Court of
Paris wearing a light gold chain attached to his wrist and ankle



ROMANCE IN PROSE 65

for five years, until he should find some knight or squire without
reproach, by encountering with whom he might be delivered (such
was the phrase) of his vow and enterprise. Lord Herbert of Cher-
bury mentions, in his memoirs, that when he was made Knight of
the Bath, a tassel of silken cordage was attached to the mantle of
the order, which, doubtless, had originally the same signification
as the shackle worn by the German champion. ‘The rule was,
however, so far relaxed, that the knot was unloosed so soon as a
lady of rank gaged her word that the new Knight of the Bath
would do honour to the order; and Lord Herbert, whose punctili-
ous temper set great store by the niceties of chivalrous ceremony,
fails not to record, with becoming gratitude, the name of the
honourable dame who became his security on this important oc-
casion. :

Our French author, for his part, has no high opinion
of English knights. Twelve of them had crossed the
sea to Calais, and in an uncourteous way were challenging
the French king’s champions on ground which they
claimed as their own sovereign’s. Those rude islanders,
it is stated, had so much practice at tilting on the plains
of Camelot that they now overthrew all the knights
‘venturing against them, till Saintré was sent to vindicate
the honour of France. An exhibition of French shields,
reversed and trailed in the dust, so enraged him and his
comrades that they charged home to bring the insulting
Britons to their knees, Saintré laying five of them low
with his own hand. He disdained to take their horses,”
as was his right, but kept their banners and shields for
. trophies, sending the beaten knights back to Calais, while
he undertook to remain three days at the same spot in
case any of their countrymen cared to try another ordeal
of battle. :

Only after this signal exploit, it appears, was our hero
duly dubbed knight by the king, when, according to our

author, he must have been about thirty years old. He
(0 4680) ¢
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chose the Dame des Belles-Cousines to buckle on his gilt
spurs; and henceforth, one might suppose, there need be
no reason for their amours remaining hidden. But that
very fact would seem to have damped the lady’s ardour.
When Jehan set out for the East, where fresh glory
waited him, absence did not make her heart grow fonder.
She presently fell ill of vague symptoms, for which the
court physician could find no better name than *the
vapours”, and no more artful prescription than country
air. So the widow left the court for a castle she pos-
sessed in Touraine.

Here she should have had Saintré for neighbour,
whose father’s death had now made him lord of a town
in these parts. But before he came back from the wars
his fickle fair one had cast eyes on another swain. This
was, shame to say,.the abbot of a rich monastery, still in

the prime of life, and answering to the description of
Chaucer’s monk. .

A manly man, to be an abbot able;

Full many a dainty horse had he in stable . . .
He gave not of the text a pulled hen,

‘That saith that hunters be not holy men,

Nor that a monk when he is cloisterless,

Is like to a fish that is waterless,

The worldliness of this athletic churchman is de-
scribed with a good deal of sly humour, for however
respectful romancers were bound to be to the Church,
they are often found taking a fling at the clergy, a trick
of the old opposition between monks and minstrels.

When Jehan came home, rich in honours and re-
wards, his first thought was to set off in his finest clothes
for the lady’s castle, where he heard that she was out
hunting in the forest. The cheery noise of horn and-
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hounds soon put him on the track, to come up with the
princess looking more beautiful than ever on horseback,
her eyes and cheeks glowing in the excitement of the
chase. But she started and frowred at the sight of him,
even turned away her head. Leaping from his horse to
salute her, he stood confounded by this cold welcome,
still more so when there dashed up a goodly ridef: in the
dress of a monk, calling on her to lose not a moment if
she would be in at the death of the stag. Off she galloped
by his side, without deigning another look at her lover,
who turned to her ladies for some explanation of this
displeasure.

“ Ah, brave de Saintré, times are changed!” sighed
one of those old friends, and, as they followed the hunt,
briefly let him know how their mistress seemed infatuated-
by her new acquaintance, the abbot. They came up as
he was gallantly presenting the stag’s foot to that dame,
for him all smiles; but she answered shortly and stiffly to
Saintré’s stammering enquiries after her health.

“I have never been better and happier than now,”
she said, turning her eyes away to the abbot, who, on
learning Saintré’s name, came forward to greet him.

“My lord, we are neighbours, ‘and we should be
friends.” Then with a familiar air, he asked the lady:
Madame, shall I not beg the Lord de Saintré to sup
with us ?”’

“As you please,” she replied; “but you need not tear
his cloak to hold him if he care not to come.’ '

Putting constraint on himself, Saintré thanked him:
and followed to the abbey. As he rode behind he could
hardly hide the rage with which he saw how this pre-
sumptuous monk played the cavalier, whispering often
in the princess’s ear, as if jesting on the newcomer who
had appeared to spoil their sport. When they reached
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the gate the knight would have helped the lady from her
horse, but it was the abbot from whom she accepted this
service. Saintré was minded to leave her here, but for
his anxiety to understand the strange change in her
demeanour. :

He was still more surprised, on entering the abbey,
to find a table laid out with rich food and wine, as if for
the wedding of a great lord rather than the frugal fare of
monks vowed to poverty. The abbot did the honours
of this banquet like a man of the world, conversing
gallantly with the ladies and freely with the knight, who
gave him but short answers. When he had quaffed
several goblets of wine, the host’s mirth grew louder and
bolder, till, egged on by the glances and whispers of his
fair guest, he even ventured to rally Saintré on his silent
humour. _

“What ails you, my good lord, with your fare and
your company? Do you find my wine sour, or is the
pittance of us monks too poor for one used to eat with
kings ?”’

Saintré assured him that nothing could be better than
his good cheer, and that in any case the presence of such
a great lady would dignify the meanest hovel. The
.monk, taking offence at a phrase that seemed to belittle
his hospitality, replied with a sneer at knights, who in
running about the world, he said, would often find them-
selves lucky to be entertained in such vile hovels. The
lady, giggling and pressing the abbot’s knee, encouraged
him to carry on the jest.

“You must own, sir,” he exclaimed, *“that few of
those fellows in armour are led by pure love of glory.
Idling at the court, they look about for some woman to
befool by deceiving her as well as themselves. One of
their duperies is undertaking for a lady what they call
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adventures of love. Wearing some token on arm, neck,
or leg, they make these poor women believe that for their
sakes they are ready to run all sorts of risks. It being
a custom of courts to encourage such enterprises, their
master’s bounty bestows on them means of jaunting
about the world and amusing themselves as they please.
When tired of travelling, they return with a lying varlet
at their backs, dressed up as a herald-at-arms, whom they
set to brag of their exploits even louder than they do
-themselves, and thus gain renown they have ill deserved.
What do you say of it, madame?” added the impudent
abbot.

“I think that you are not far wrong,” said the prin- -
cess, with a laughi that went to Saintré’s heart.

“Ah,” he cried, “is it possible that a king’s cousin
should let chivalry thus be reviled with so much false-
hood and audacity ?”

- % Nay,” chuckled the monk, “I have told nothing but
the truth of those people who cover themselves with iron,
but would feel their hearts fail them if they fell in with
any real danger.”

“Lord abbot,” said the knight sternly, “respect an
order which protects you in possession of the wealth you
abuse. Could you support by deeds the rash words you
have uttered, you should soon suffer due punishment!”

“Faith,” cried the abbot lightly, “I am ready to sup-
port them against anyone, so it be on equal terms. All
very fine for a man whom it would be difficult to prick
with a needle through his armour to defy a poor monk
that has nothing but his frock and his rosary ; but if you
were to produce a champion who would maintain your
cause by wrestling with me, for example, madame should
soon see which of us is in the rlght'

The lady had kept screaming with laughter during
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this dispute, applauding the abbot and urging him on to
fresh insolence. As if to provoke her former lover, she
cried mockingly:

“My lord, do you risk such a challenge when the
knight happens to be without his panoply and is sure to
accept it?”

“1 will not go back from my word,” said the abbot.
“If the sport please the gentleman, I am his man, the
more readily if madame will consent to be judge of the
contest and to crown the victor with her own fair hand.”

Provoked by his insolence, and by the lady’s sneering
smile, Saintré sprang to his feet. His high spirit could
not bear to be thus defied by the boastful monk; and,
though wrestling was a sport to which he was little used,
he said with a scornful glance at the princess:

“This, madame, is indeed the only combat you merit
to have undertaken for you!”

The abbot exultingly led the way to a meadow in
which he was accustomed to run, to jump, and to wrestle
with the younger monks. The ladies took their seats
under leafy trees, and the monks made a circle in which
the two rivals stripped for their contest. It was with
some misgiving that Saintré noted the brawny limbs of
the abbot, more fit for a soldier than for a churchman,
but with good grace he presented himself to his op-
ponent’s grasp. Warily they locked arms and legs to
wrestle together with firm-set lips and strained sinews.
They bent, they writhed, they tottered, and for a little it
seemed as if neither could overthrow the other. But the
monk was well practised at this game, and before long
laid the knight on the grass. Burning with vexation he
sprang up for another tussle, only to be again thrown,
amid the laughter and applause of the spectators, loudest
of all that lady’s jeering voice: '
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“ Spare him, Saintré! Do not hurt the poor monk!”

Her maids had some difficulty in persuading her to
retire from this unseemly scene. They went back into
the hall, Saintré hiding. his chagrin under an affected
air of indifference. Some of the older monks, long
scandalized by their superior’s ways, ventured to remon-
strate with him, representing. that more respect was due
to this young lord, whose ancestors had been rich bene-
factors to the abbey. The abbot agreed that he might
have pushed his pleasantry too far, and tried to make up
by politely complimenting Saintré for his condescension in
" sharing their country sports. To this the knight replied
in the same tone that it seemed a pity so athletic a man
should be thrown away on a peaceful life, when he might
bear arms with credit in the service of the king.

“I might perhaps,” said the abbot, with feigned mo-
desty, “have been worth something in arms, had I the
fortune to serve as squire to such a knight as my Lord
de Saintré.”

When they thus seemed to be reconciled, Saintré in-
vited the whole party to dine with him next day at the
castle. The invitation was accepted, and he rode home
to make preparations for their entertainment.

The party arrived in good time for dinner, where the
host dutifully waited on the princess; but all her smiles
were for the abbot, whom he took care to ply with food
and wine. Laughing and talking loudly, this proud
churchman bore himself as if he were the chief guest,
while the lady seemed to have entirely forgotten her old
lover.  After a time, however, they thought it civil to
take some notice of their entertainer, complimenting him
on his repast, or the stateliness of his castle, and especially
on the standards, suits of armour, and other trophies with
which the banqueting-hall was decorated. Saintré pointed
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out to them a heavy suit of mail taken from a sultan by
his own hands, and remarked how few men were strong
and tall enough to wear it.

“If any of us could,” he added, “I believe it would
be a man like you, my lord abbot; for the sultan who
wore these arms was the most terrible Turk with whom
I ever had to do.”

The Dame des Belle-Cousines, duped by Saintré’s
flattering speech, and curious to see how this fine armour
would become the sturdy limbs of her favourite, urged
the abbot to try it on. By no means unwilling, the vain
monk laid aside his frock, and Saintré offered himself to
act as squire to this holiday knight. He laced the helmet
and hauberk on tightly, and closed the rivets with a
hammer so that the wearer would not easily rid himself
of such unaccustomed array. When armed from top to
toe, the abbot took to strutting up and down with an
absurdly complacent air, proud to display himself thus
before the ladies; but Saintré had slipped away to an
adjoining chamber, where his squire stood ready to equip
him.

That burly churchman was still swelling himself like
a turkey-cock, and gobbling up the flattery of the foolish
princess, when the knight returned, clad in full armour,
followed by a herald in his livery carrying two shields,
two swords, two battleaxes, and two daggers. Behind
them the doors of the hall were filled with armed men,
who crossed their weapons so as to bar all exit.

“What means this, Saintré?”’ demanded the princess,
turning pale, while the abbot fumbled with the vizor of
his helmet, unable to see clearly through its bars. “ What
would you do?” ‘

“Yesterday,” said the master of the house sternly,
“this abbot of yours provoked me to a combat at which
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he was long practised. To-day, in turn, I challenge him
to meet me with my weapons.”

At the same time the herald offered the abbot his
choice of arms, which he pitiably refused, backing off and
looking around in vain for some way of escape.

“Saintré, Saintré!” cried the lady beseechingly; and
as he turned away without heeding her, she changed her
tone. “Forbear, sir, or fear my high displeasure!”

“ Perfidious dame, you have shamed your rank and
your beauty; and I no longer own you as the mistress
of my heart or the cousin of my king. And thou,
presumptuous wretch,” he cried with a stride towards
the quailing abbot, “defend thyself like a man, or I
will have thee hurled from the window into the castle
moat.” v

The monk saw that he was taken in a trap. Trusting
in his great strength, he chose a battleaxe and a dagger -
from the arms presented him, and Saintré did the like.
The abbot, taller than his opponent by .a head, ran
straight upon him to crush him at a single blow. But
Saintré deftly parried the stroke, and, without returning
it, clapped the spike of his axe to the bars of the abbot’s
helmet, bearing him backwards several paces till he
stumbled and fell heavily, so that the hall rang with the
crash of his heavy armour. Unable and unwilling to
rise, he lay still under the uplifted axe of the knight, who
seemed about to cleave off his head, when the Dame des
Belle-Cousines shrieked out:

“Stay! Oh, Saintré, spare him for pity’s sake!”

“Fear not; his base blood is unworthy to be shed by
my hands.” With this he raised the vizor of the abbot,
lying breathless and speechless at his feet. As he quaked
and gasped, Saintré caught his tongue, dragged it out,
and slit it with his dagger. “Be thus chastised for the
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reviling words thy false mouth has vomited out against
the sacred order of knighthood and those who pro-
fess it!”

At this sight the princess fainted away among her
trembling and weeping attendants. From her senseless
form Saintré untied the blue girdle which loving ladies
were then wont to wear as a badge of fidelity. Looking
on her face with a hard smile, he strode out of the hall
and galloped away from his own castle, where the abbot
and the dame were left to console each other as best they
could.

Saintré thought to see her no more. But once again
these parted lovers met at the court, where one day the
queen set her favourite friends to amuse her by telling
stories. When it came to Saintré’s turn, he told one of
which he laid the scene in Hungary and pretended to
have heard it on his travels. But it was the tale of his
own courtship and its reward. The queen and the prin-
cesses spoke with horror of that faithless loved one,
suggesting the most shameful and cruel punishments for
her as well deserved. The Dame des Belle-Cousines
alone sat silent, till Saintré asked her:

“And you, madame, what do you think of that
lady ?”

She did not dare to defend his heroine, but falteringly
blamed the knight for carrying his vengeance too far.
He silently let her see an end of the blue girdle, making
haste to hide it from all other eyes. That was the end
of their long love.

Since the specimens that are to make the bulk of
our volume have been mainly chosen as characteristic, the
reader need not grudge the space given to this one by
way of contrast. We have here come a long way from
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the grotesque exploits of Peredur, as formerly related.
Another half-century and this reahstlc author might have
anticipated Cervantes. As it is, one hardly feels sure
whether he means to water or to weed out the blooms of
chivalrous fiction. - But at this very time it was striking
fresh root in the rich soil of Spanish imagination, to.
flourish more exuberantly than ever under the forms that
would be most familiar to Don Quixote. His favourite
authors will be dealt with later on, when we come to
consider the subjects and characters of romance.

III. Later Romance

By the sixteenth century the romance of decayed
chivalry was falling into ruins, to be used as a quarry for
the construction of two dlfferent styles of edifice. On
the one hand it was vulgarized as chap-books, that con-
tinued to appeal to unschooled readers. On the other it
became, first by Italian authors, elevated with choice and
conscious art into world-famous poetry. - It may have
been -some pride of classic culture that had made Italy
herself no fruitful soil for such wilder growths of romance
“as long satisfied Gothic taste, content with the entertain-
ment provided by gleemen -and Jongleurs when Dante
and Boccaccio were at work on masterpieces of literature.
The feudal system, also, that made a frame for Chansons
de Geste, was in Italy earlier broken up by communes and
republics, whose militia became strengthened by hired
soldiers of fortune, like that Sir John Hawkwood said to
have begun his career as a London tailor’s apprentice—
heroes not so likely to furnish stuff for chivalrous legend.
Then the great Italian trading ports were in touch with
the East, whence they imported exotic dyes of fiction to
_ colour their imagination. At Venice more than one
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of the Arabian Nights stories were current long before
these seem to have been known to the rest of Europe.

Pulci and Boiardo, Ariosto and Tasso, adopted the
French romances as raw material for a series of romantic
poems, spangling these rude originals with gracefully
sportive fancy, fitting them with more elaborate machinery,
and inventing new personages, such as the Saracen leaders
Agramante and Rodomonte, the Amazons Bradamante
and Clorinda, the beautiful princess Angelica, the Scottish
prince Zerbino, the Moorish king Mambrino, and other
phantoms that haunted Don Quixote’s disordered imagi-
nation along with the old quasi-historical shades. Roland
thus came to fresh renown in Boiardo’s Orlando Innamorato
and Ariosto’s Orlands Furioso, though the latter’s real
hero seems rather to be the Ruggiero glorified as fabulous
ancestor of the poet’s patron house of Este. In his
Jerusalem Delivered Tasso also compliments his patrons
through their ancestry and invents fictitious characters to
fill the Saracen ranks, but he keeps closer to history by
throwing Tancred and Godfrey of Bouillon into the fore-
ground. In general it may be said that these poets owed
little to old romantic chroniclers but a few names, tradi-
tions, and conventions, transmuted by their genius into
modern poetry, or sometimes alloyed by burlesque.

In England, such poets as Spenser and Sidney
followed Italian example in sifting the rubbish heap of
old romance to find hints for finer shapes that, as be-
longing to modern literature, lie outside our field. Here
also tales of chivalry were now degraded into chap-
book forms like Richard Johnson’s Seven Champions of
Christendom, works apparently well known to that Trans-
atlantic hero, John Smith, whose adventures with Poca-
hontas and other heroines and caitiffs suspiciously re-
semble those of the heroes of romance. He is more
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than once rescued by a paynim princess; he overthrows
three Turks in succession at a tourney; and he challenges
a Red Indian chief to single combat on an island, after
the precedent of Roland and Oliver, while the practical
side of his character and the needy state of his colony
prompt him to propose that this adversary shall brmg
, baskets of corn, against which he is to stake the value in
coppet, and “our game shall be, the conqueror take all ”

- Shakespeare, it will be noticed, ‘'who drew his plots
from so many sources, made little use of the manners
of chivalry, that in his day began rather to furnish our
stage with targets for ‘satire, as a new style of romantic
novels came into vogue with sentimental readers. The
very year Cervantes brought out Don Quixeote, London
saw the play Eastward Ho! the authors of which were
punished by King James for reflections on Scotland;
and as this king looked to make money by cheapening
knighthood, he may not have relished a speech put into
the mouth of one of the characters. . “The knighthood
nowadays are nothing like the knighthood of old times.
They rid ahorseback; ours go afoot. They were at-
tended by their squires, ours by their lackeys. They
went buckled in their armour; ours muffed in their
cloaks. They travelled in wildernesses and deserts ; ours
dare scarce walk the streets. They were still pressed
to engage their honour; ours still ready to pawn their
clothes. They would gallop on at sight of a monster ;
ours run away at sight of a sergeant. - They would
help poor ladies; ours make poor ladies.”

A few years later, Beaumont and Fletcher, or one
of them, produced The Knight of the Burning Pestle, a
long-drawn farce evidently prompted by Cervantes. Its
hero, the grocer’s assistant Ralph, goes off to seek
chivalrous adventures in Epping Forest, attended as
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squire and dwarf by two junior apprentices, whom he
thus schools in their part. My beloved squire, and
George my dwarf, I charge you that from henceforth
you never call me by any other name but the Righs
courteous and valiant Knight of the Burning Pestle ; and that
you never call any female by the name of a woman or
“wench but fair lady, if she have her desires; if not, Jis-
tressed damsel; that you call all forests and heaths deserss,
and all horses palfries.” So the next customer is intro-
duced as “a distressed damsel to have a half-pennyworth
of pepper .

Half a century later, English romance seemed to get
the coup de grice from a Cavalier poet.

Sir Hudibras his passing worth,
The manner how he sally’d forth;
His arms and equipage are shown;
His horse’s virtues and his own.

It has been said that Cervantes “laughed Spain’s
chivalry away ”’, but what he did was rather, at the open-
ing of the seventeenth century, to sweep together and
pile up with humorous effect what had alre.dy been
falling into contempt. It was his great-grandfather’s
rusty armour in which the Knight of La Mancha set out
to seek adventures; and the amazed amusement called
forth by his array shows how long knight-errantry had
been out of fashion. This author, who tried his own
hand at serious romancing, was less than some of his
contemporaries out of sympathy with the chivalrous
spirit, so there are tears as well as smiles in his view of
Don Quixote’s delusions; and where some see nothing
but grinning horseplay others detect a noble resentment
against the realities that so meanly disappoint heroic
aspirations. This has even been called the most melan-
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choly book ever written. Not every reader, indeed, has
ears fine enough to catch the strain of ¢world-sadness”
under what seems a laughing mask, as was Heine’s
fairy gift while still so young that he took a whole
summer to spell through the book which our rising
generation hardly cares to skim in an abridgment.

I could have poured out the bitterest tears when the noble
knight, for all his nobleness, got only ingratitude and beating;
and as I, yet unpractised in reading, spoke every word out loud,
so could birds and trees, brooks and flowers, hear it too; and as
such innocent creatures of nature, just like children, know nothing
of the irony of the world, so they also took all for real earnest,
and wept with me over the sorrows of the poor knight. Even
an old, worn-out oak sobbed, and the waterfall shook more
vehemently his white beard, and seemed to be calling shame on
the baseness of the world. We felt that the heroism of the knight
deserved none the less admiration, though the lion turned its back
to him without caring to fight; and that his deeds were all the
more praiseworthy the weaker and leaner his body, the rustier
the harness which defended him, the more miserable the nag
which carried him. We despised the low people who treated the
poor knight so roughly, but yet more the great people who,
adorned with gay silk mantles, fine fashions of speech, and ducal
titles, made light of a man so much superior to them in strength.
and nobility of spirit. Dulcinea’s” knight rose always higher in
my esteem, and won always on my love, the more I read this
wonderful book, which was every day, in the garden, so that by
autumn I had reached the end of the history; and never will I
forget the day when I read the mournful encounter in which the
knight had to fall so ignominiously. . . . Ah! this shining Knight
of the Silver Moon, who conquered the bravest and noblest man in
the world, was a disguised barber.

The Knight of the Moon, by the way, was not a
barber, but the bachelor Sampson Carrasco—matter of
detail such as your budding poet often treats with a
certain carclessness, It has been suggested as a test for
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a discriminating reader that he can, like Heine, catch the
pathos of Don Quixote, where the vulgar mind relishes
only the tilting at windmills and the tossing in blankets.
Other critics are more chary in crediting the author with
sentiment. Perhaps the truth is that he was himself-a
Quixote and a Sancho Panza by turns, who in different
moods could appeal to both classes of reader ; it is signifi-
cant that the second part, written in his later years, shows
more reflective sympathy with his hero. He was goaded
into producing this continuation by the doubly fictitious
sequel of Avellaneda, who makes the knight more of a
pantaloon, shows him followed by a rabble of street boys,
and at the end leaves him in a lunatic asylum.

Cervantes certainly seems no mere mocker at knight-
errantry, whose own life was full of chivalrous adventure,
and it was in a soured spirit of romance that he dipped
the shafts of his ridicule. Nor had that spirit altogether
gone sour in his heart. Chivalry was dead, but not so
romantic fiction, which had now taken a new form, or
rather an old one revived from ancient models. At the
height of their popularity were then the so-called pastoral
romances, in which simple shepherds came to be strangely
companied with gallant knights and sentimental princesses.
This kind of story, as beseemed its classical origin, arose
in Italy, but the most famous example of it was the
Diana of Montemayor, that appeared in Spain about the
middle of the sixteenth contury, to be imitated all over
Europe—by Cervantes himself in his Galatea, in France
by D’Utrfe’s Astrea, and in England by the Arcadia of Sir
Philip Sidney, who on his part confesses to a soldierly
weakness for the heroes of chivalric romance, even as
“evil apparelled in the dust and cobwebs of that uncivil
age”. ' '

Pastoral romance passed for more elegant than rude
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tales of bloodshed ; and the elaborate conceits with which
it was stuffed had a high flavour for the taste of a
generation that swallowed this kind of fare greedily,
while turning up its delicate nose at the absurdities
retailed by minstrels to the vulgar. Don Quixote’s niece
and housekeeper had some reason to fear that he would
next propose to turn shepherd, as indeed he did, when
. vanquished by the Knight of the White Moon. “What
a life shall we lead, friend Sancho! what a melody we
shall have of bagplpes and rebecks!” quoth the Don.
“One circumstance will contribute much to make us
perfect in our new profession, which is my being, as thou
well knowest, somewhat of a poet, and the bachelor
Sampson Carrasco an excellent one. Of the priest, I
will say nothing; yet will I venture a wager that he too
has the points of a poet; and Master Nicholas the
barber, also, I make no doubt: for most or all of that
family are players on the guitar and songmakers. I
. will complain of absence; thou shalt extol thyself for
constancy ; the shepherd Carrascon shall complain_of
disdain ; and the priest Curiambro may say or sing what-
ever he pleaseth : and so we shall go on to our heart’s
content.’

The remance of stilted and bedizened shepherds, pre-
served for us by the poetry embodied in it, had a long
run, for at least in abridgments such fiction found a
certain favour up to Horace Walpole’s condemnation of
it as “tedious, lamentable, pedantic”’, and too much even
for the “patience of a young virgin in love”, who
would soon have the woes of Pamela and Clarissa
Harlowe, and the mishaps of Evelina to weep over, as
French eyes were moistened by those of Marianne and
Manon Lescaut. In France, to be sure, pastorals 4 /s

Wattean still found favour far on in the eighteenth
(0 460) ‘ i
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century, when Florian adapted the Galatea of Cervantes
for the decade that danced in the Reign of Terror.

In the France of Richelieu’s time, Charles Sorel did
for shepherds what Cervantes had done for knights, by
his burlesque, Le Berger Extravagant, which more heartily.
holds up for ridicule the tawdry and threadbare patterns
of romance, ancient and modern. Yet, like the great
author he imitated, Sorel was himself a bit of a romancer,
with “the fatal eye of an accomplice” for the weak points
of such handiwork. His best-known story, however, is
Francion, belonging to an order that sprang up in Spain
before Don Quixote, and flowered in the Gi/ Blas of
Le Sage. This, from a Spanish word for rascal, was
named the picaresque romance, detailing the usually un-
edifying tricks of some sharp and needy scamp such as
the Lazarillo de Tormes and the Guzman de Alfaracke that
set headlines for it in the Peninsula, copied in England
by Nash’t Jack Wilten and other books more worthy
to be forgotten. In Germany, later on, it produced
Grinmelshausen’s Simplicissimus, a book by no means for-
gotten, imitated by The Hungarian Simplicissimus, that in
our time has supplied material for one of Jokai’s novels.
The author of Simplicissimus seems a literary kinsman of
Defoe, who is sometimes taken as the father of the
modern novel, by the stories in which he wove realistic
detail and improving lessons into the texture of picaresque
adventure.

Side by side with the homespun of rascally tricks and
matter-of-fact experiences, highly embroidered fiction got
one more “boom” in the French Heroic Romances,
whose well-deserved nickname was Romans de la Longue
Haleine, for they were long-winded in every sense. The
parents of this brood were the pastoral- romance and a
romance of Moorish life that won admiration about the
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same time as Don Quixote ; while for remoter ancestry
they had post-classical Greek novels, which may all along
have helped to colour medizval fiction, and clearly came
into the hands of Renaissance storytellers. The cradle of
_heroic romance was the Hotel de Rambouillet, rendez-
vous of those Précicuses satirized by Moli¢re. Its chief
authors were Mademoiselle de Scudéry, with her brother
and M. La Calprené¢de. The characters were Moorish,
classical and chivalric as labelled, but all rigged out in
a French full dress in which to go through involved
episodes of suffering and of adventure conceived from the
old romances, with inflated gallantry as the main interest,
replacing supernatural marvels and prodigies of valour.
Romantic courtships were here drawn out to a length that
delighted that leisurely age, for which special relish was
sometimes added in a supposed identification of the pup-
pets of the piece with living personages. The most
famous title of this library was the Scudérys’ Grand
Cyrus, published in ten successive parts about the middle
of the seventeenth century; and perhaps its best-remem-
bered feature is the Carte du pays de Tendre, illustrating
Clelia, another ten-volumed romance of the same author-
ship. ‘This map of the Love Country, which strikes us as
rather a heavy joke, excited serious admiration by its con-
ceits, “The River of Inclination”, “The Lake of Indiffer~
ence’, “The Mountain of Pride”, the villages of Petiss
Soins, Jolis Versy Billet Doux, and the like, A satire after
the manner of Lucian, in which Boileau attacked the
heroic romances, suggests that these places are on the
way to Perites Maisons, translatable for us as Bedlam. He
represents Pluto as condemning the whole crew of heroes
and heroines to be carried to the banks of Lethe, and
there thrown head foremost into the deepest part of the
river “with their billets doux, their gallant letters, their -
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passionate verses, and all the many volumes or rather
piles of ridiculous paper covered by their histories”. A
skit of the next century, the Jesuit father Bougeant’s
Marvellous Journey of Prince Fan-Feredin in Romantia,
makes great fun of this region, whose inhabitants live
on air, whose rocks can be softened by tears, and where
nothing but the very finest phrases are used, swelling out
into a volume what mlght be said in a page, so that the
chief epidemic here is one of yawning.

The vogue of these books was as phenomenal as
their length. In vain for a time were they laughed at by
Moli¢re on the stage, by Boileau in his famous satire,
and in novels like Scarron’s Roman Comique and Furetiére’s
Roman Bourgeois, which preluded a new school of realism.
In England, also, the long-winded romances were trans-
lated, admired, and imitated, as we learn from the Spec-
taror 5 and Fielding seems to take a fling at them in his
Tom Thumb. Richardson’s novels, so doted on by soft
hearts of the eighteenth century, are but a version of the
French heroics transposed into a lower key and harmon-
ized with British morality. Matrons and maids, the most
eager readers of Clarissa Harlowe as of heroic romance,
are apt to have less relish for humour than for sentiment,
however cloying. But humour now was acting as a sol-
vent even upon feminine sentiment. When Fielding
mocked Pamela in his Joseph Andrews, Mrs. Lennox,
hailed by Johnson and Goldsmith as their peer, brought
out The Female Quixote to tilt at the high-horsed romance
of love. The same enterprise, with an eye to Mrs. Rad-
cliffe’s stories .of mysterious intrigue, was more wittily
undertaken by Jane Austen in her Northanger Abbey.

Books with a like purpose are Barrett’s Hervine, lately -

reprinted, and Paget’s Lucretia in our own time, which
at length hardly needs such a lesson, now that it has no
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patience W1th romance unless reﬁned by art or sublimated
by genius.

When the Heroic Romances had been laughed or
yawned out of credit, a sort of revival of the old tales of
‘chivalry was attemptcd for the generation that rhymed
and jested above the first volcanic rumblings of the French
Revolution. Powdered heads, soon to be shorn by the
guillotine, were bent over a Bibliothéque des Romans ex-
tending to a hundred and twelve double volumes, which
contained many of those rusty-dusty stories polished and .
varnished in the Louis XVI style. Some of them were
even degradingly sophisticated by writers like De Tressan,
pandering to the loose morals of French society. For
the common folk, also, romance was cheapened in. the
abridgments of the Bibliothéque Bleue, answering to the
chap-books once much hawked by pedlars in England,
a popular literature still not éxtinct on the Continent.
But the Napoleonic wars for a time threw chivalric fables
into shade beside the dazzling exploits of a modern
Charlemagne, who with his peers came to be overthrown
by an authentic Arthur. It was the nineteenth century
that set France, England, and Germany on earnestly
unearthing their treasures of old romance, not only to
be exhibited in literary museums, but often recoined: by
apprec1at1ve pens for a fresh currency. It may even be
claimed that its true beauties are better known to us than
to its fondest admirers. “When”, says J. M. Ludlow,
““in the sixteenth century, the immortal chronicler of the
hidalgo of La Mancha proceeds to burn the huge pile
which by this time has grown up of prose romantic
fiction, he shows no symptom of having ever suspected
the presence of the lovely corpse that lay smothered
beneath,”

This sketch has gone beyond the bounds of our
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proper subject, which is the tales of chivalry while
chivalry was still in arms. One word in conclusion on
the movement of modern literature that has been chris-
tened romanticism in opposition to classicism, a distinc-
tion easier to realize than to define. Goethe surely went
beyond the mark in taking the latter for health and the
former for disease. The contrast may be typified by set-
ting the Parthenon beside Westminster Abbey: on the
one hand, lucidity, regularity, solidity, entire proportion,
and clear-cut form; on the other, a natural ruggedness,
an intricacy of jutting outlines lending itself to mysterious
shadows and broken lights, comparative neglect of sym-
metry and finish, room for fanciful caprice and wild
exuberance, indulgence even for the quaint and the
grotesque, amid aspirations towards what cannot be at-
tained on earth-—characteristics also of an authorship that
no longer kept its eye fixed on classical models. It is
significant that Gothic architecture flowered in what were
the flourishing days of chivalric romance.
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Ler us now turn from the development of romance in .
time, to distinguish its different departments of scene
and personages, which claim separate examination. Its
‘““matter ” is the technical term applied by French min-
strels to their diverse subjects. These, again, can be
subdivided into “cycles”, clustering round the figure of
this or that hero, whose exploits, as variously chromcled
are sometimes marked off in “branches”

One class may be briefly dismissed as almost for-
gotten, and not worth remembrance. A once-popular
school of romance was drawn from the classics for an age
so little critical that it could accept the fairy prince Oberon
as son of Julius Casar, when it found no fault with Huon
of Bordeaux’s experience of Saracens keeping the feast of
St. John, nor with a tournament, in all due form, being
held at the Court of the “Grand Turk”. All perxods,
regions, and religions were freely confused by romancers,
who found the heathen mythology convenient for cloak-
ing their ignorance of Islam, made to worship ¢ Jupiter”
or “Apollo” among other miscreancy, and to swear as
readily by “the red Mars omnipotent” as by  Terma-
gant” and “ Mahound ”. Chaucer’s Knight's Tale seems
the most respectable example of the way in which poets
took licence to mix the manners of different ages.

The learning of that day was, of course, nothing if

&
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not classical. The Gesta Romanorum collection includes
the stories of Codrus, of Atalanta, of the Minotaur, of
Androcles and his lion, of Argus tricked by Mercury, of
Achilles hiding among women, of the Sword of Damocles,
of Damon and Pythias, with many other ancient figures’
gravely dressed up in medizval guise, as puppets for
pulpit display, while Virgil, strangely degraded into a
magician, plays a frequent part in this edifying fiction,
when Aristotle had a similar fate.

It seems natural enough that incidents from classical
legend should be adapted by monkish authors; but the
same source was drawn on by less-moral fablers. The
romance of Partenopex de Blois is an evident adaptation
of the Cupid and Psyche story. William of Orange takes
Nimes through a stratagem apparently suggested by the
Trojan Horse. The tale of Sir Tristram is full of such
instances : the hero slays a monster, like Perseus; he is
wounded by a poisoned arrow, like Philoctetes; he is
recognized in disguise by his dog, like Ulysses; he
deserts his bride, like Paris and too many another gallant
in tale or history; then his death comes about by such
deception as drove Zgeus to despair, a ship having to
hoist a white or a black sail according to the fate of its
errand. X

The Tale of Troy and the exploits of Alexander were
favourite themes for metrical chronicles, making strange
work with them in the darkness of ages that took these
stories mainly through the medium of Ovid, Virgil, and
inferior Latin writers, preserved during the medizval
neglect of Greek. Hercules, Jason, and Perseus were
heroes obfuscated alike in chivalric trappings. Orpheus
is made to figure as Sir Orpheo in his quest of Eurydice.
Vespasian and Titus undertake a Crusade to avenge the
death of Christ. The fabulous history of Alexander
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seems to have come from Eastern romance through a
chronicle falsely attributed to the king’s philosophic atten-
dant Callisthenes. The triumphs of Julius Ceesar and
the tragedies of Thebes were treated with the same free-

dom as did not let Alexander weep for more worlds to

conquer.
Then had king Alisaunder y-meant,
By all his baronage consent,
"The’sea to have y-passed again,
And warren upon French men,
Alemans, and eke English,
Bretons, Irish, and Denmarkish,

The revival of Greek letters must have gone to expose
the absurdity of the pseudo-classic romance. It almost
entirely died out before Don Quixote’s day, or now lives
only on the dustiest shelves of antiquarian lore. One
relic it has left us in the title of Alexandrine verse, taken
from a once-famous chronicle of Alexander written in this
metre. Another is the use made by Chaucer and Shake-
speare of the Trojan war and its heroes, as handed down to
them through romancers, from the same sources as sup-
plied Britain with Brutus as an imaginary ancestor. The
Pastoral Romance of the sixteenth, and the Heroic Ro-
mance of the seventeenth century also derived much from
the classics; but these, as has been shown, were more
artificial products of riper scholarship.

Still more absurd, in our eyes, are romantic fictions
in which Biblical characters appear without shocking the
robust faith of the age. Pilate, for example, is made to
figure as a felon knight, jousting with a champion whose
name may not now be lightly spoken. Joseph of Ari-
mathea is arrayed in chivalric arms through his connection
with the legend of the Sangreal. In fiction so ill informed
as to make Joshua contemporary with Solomon, Joseph
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and his kinsmen are made to act the part of conquering
missionaries in Britain and to become ancestors of the
Round Table heroes. A German minstrel anticipated
Milton in versifying the fate of Adam and Eve, em-
- bittered by some incidents that seem quite unscriptural:
our first parents are set to do separate penance by several
weeks freezing immersion in the Jordan and the Tigris.
Goliath and David are as easily adapted to romantic his-
tory as Hero and Leander

Unconsciously old Christian storytellers drew their
materials from farther afield than Palestine. The seventh-
century Greek romance of Barlaam and Josaphat, parent
of a long line of religious fiction, is now detected as the
legend of Buddha, which seems to have been also adapted
to Jewish and to Moslem tenets. The once very popular
tale of the Seven Wise Masters betrays an Eastern origin,
to be suspected in many other medieval favourites. These
indeed are hardly romances of chivalry. But chivalry and
orthodoxy have full play together in chronicles of the
Crusades, of which some specimen has already been pre-
sented.

It is, by the way, a significant hint of how ill defined
were once the boundaries of fact and fiction, that the title
of romance could be applied to a true crusading chronicle
by William of Tyre, who has been styled “the father of
modern history ”. At the same time poetic invention
gave itself airs as historical authority. Caxton enumerates
the nine famous worthies of the world, fittest to be heroes
of romance, as three pagans, to wit, Hector of Troy, Alex-
ander the Great, and Julius Cesar; three Jews, Joshua,
King David, and Judas Maccabeus; three Christians,
Arthur, Charlemagne, and Godfrey of Bouillon. One of
the Chanson de Geste minstrels divides romance into three
classes : “ matter of France” ; “matter of Britain, or Brit-



@

KING ARTHUR

From the bronze statue at Innsbruck



POV ey
0 T4
& ke
; %
S CAVEErnT  F
- -3
S 3

K
»0 \%
Yy 30 ™



ARTHUR AND THE ROUND TABLE 91

tany”; and “matter of Rome”, in which he means to
include all other history sacred and profane.

In a bewildering mass of stories, our survey may be
“mainly confined to those still so far alive as to supply
plots, characters, scenes, or allusions for modern literature.
Leaving in their deserved neglect the outrages on ancient
history above-mentioned ; also setting apart certain local
legends such as Guy of Warwick and the Scottish Sir
Eger Sir Grime ana Sir Graysteel, which fit into larger
cycles only by similarity of sentiment and incident, we may
take the most famous romances in prose and verse as
- grouped under three heads—

1. Those of Arthur and the Round Table.
I1. Those of Charlemagne and his Peers.
III. Those of the Spanish Peninsula.

This classification ignores the German stories that are
not in the strictest sense romance, but often give a
Teutonized version of the French romances, to which
..they may indeed sometimes stand in the position of
originals.

I. Arthu‘r and the Round Table

The romances of Arthur are naturally the most fa-
miliar to us, and to most of us through Tennyson’s Idyls
of the King, not an appropriate title, as these are rather
epical fragments. Milton, we know, meditated an epic on
this theme, which he abandoned for one more congenial.
William Morris, Matthew Arnold, and other poets of
our time have drawn freely on the same storehouse of
legendary incident. From shadowy traditions cherished
by the kindred peoples of Wales and of Brittany, sung
by bards and put in writing by churchmen, Geoffrey of
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Monmouth, in the twelfth century, worked up a Latin
chronicle of the supposed descendants of one Brutus,
grandson of Ascanius, who, after the example of his great
ancestor Eneas, sailed to the south of Britain to found*
a new kingdom. The tale of Troy was at this time a
fashionable topic in romance. Geoffrey’s chronicle of
Brutus and his supposed descendants, Arthur and Cad-
wallader, was presently versified by Robert Wace and
other minstrels, who at the court of our Norman kings
m:y well have been encouraged to dwell on themes that
went to glorify the past history of their English conquest.
But till the ill will between conquerors and conquered
died out, such themes, not appealing to Saxon sentiment,
would hardly be popular in the vernacular, while the long
connection of the Plantagenet sovereigns with France
hc'ned to give them a vogue on the Continent.

The metrical romances of Arthur, by this time turned
into prose, came to be translated in English about the
period of the York and Lancastrian wars, when the Nor-
mans and Saxons had been welded into one people, cap-
able of common pride in a national hero, real or fictitious.
In Malory’s compilation, under the title of Morte 4’ Arthur,
several Arthurian romances were imperfectly fused into
something like connected history. This, made in the
reign of Edward IV, was one of the first books printed by
Caxton, as bidding fair for a popularity evinced down
to our own day by numerous editions. Then, indeed,
Arthur’s name was not so familiar in England as that of
the Saxon Robin Hood, while the British king’s memory
would be better kept in Wales.

Caxton, in his preface to the Morte d’Arthur, has to
lament that this hero “is more spoken of beyond the sea,
more books made of his noble acts than there be in Eng-
land, as well in Dutch, Italian, Spanish, and Greekish,
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as in French”. And yet this editor indignantly declares
that Arthur’s tomb might still be seen at Glastonbury,
and the impression of his seal in Westminster Abbey, as
well as Gawaine’s skull in the castle of Dover, with other
"relics, on consideration of which “can no man reasonably
gainsay but there was a king of this land named Arthur.
For in all places, Christian and heathen, he is reputed
and taken for one of the nine worthy, and the first of
the three Christian men”. Neither Caxton nor Malory .
could guess how future writers would explain away their
hero as originally a Celtic god, who may have become
identified with the tradition of some faintly remembered

. chief or chiefs, as the reader will find explained at large
in a former volume of this series, Mr. Squire’s Celtic Myih
and Legend.

We need not here go further into the origin of these
legends, nor into the more dubious question of whether
Arthur ever lived. Some of his exploits seem to belong *
to the historical fame of Alfred; and where or when
Arthur ruled, if ever he did rule, must be left to imagi-

“nation. All over Britain, from Arthur’s Seat to Tintagel,
various localities are haunted by his name. Even in the
romances it is not made clear whether his chief seat was
in England, Scotland, Wales, Cumberland, Cornwall, or
.in the legendary land of Lyonnesse, believed to have
been submerged beneath the sea that now foams round
our Scilly Islands. His capital is not less hard to fix.
In the great hall of Winchester Castle is preserved a
titular “ Round Table”, on which four-and-twenty rain-
bow rays shoot out from the centre, each lettered with
the name of one of Arthur’s famous knights, and some-
what defaced by the bullets of Cromwell’s soldiers. This
relic is mentioned as far back as Henry VI's time; but
is suspected of adaptation from a “wheel of fortune”,
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recorded earlier among Winchester’s treasures. The
Arthur of romance figures both at Winchester and Lon-
don, cities which at the time of the Conquest shared the
prestige of being England’s capital; but he is also found
seated at Caerleon on Usk, at Carlisle, and at other places,
notably the Camelot for identification with which there
are various candidates among renamed towns. Cadbury
Camp—one of three so named in the county—near the
Somerset villages of East and West Camel, is called
Camalet by Camden, who makes it the scene of a great
battle between Arthur and the Saxons. A central mound
here, claimed also as 2 Roman prztorium, is popularly
known as “King Arthur’s Palace”, near “King Arthur’s’
Well”; and “King Arthur’s Causeway” is an over-
grown track leading t-wards Glastonbury, along which
on stormy nights rustic n.iagination hears the sweep of
the king’s phantom hunt, where andther German-like
‘legend makes the inside of the hill a treasure house
of fairy gold. The crooked Cam that names these
villages means, as at Cambridge, a winding stream.
There is another Camel River in Cornwall, where, near
Camelford, Slaughter Bridge, corrupted into Slovens
Bridge, pretends to commemorate the battle in which
King Arthur fell, and a stone is even shown as marking
his grave. The sonorousness and metrical adaptability
of Camelot and Tintagel have given these names a larger
place in poetry than in the old chronicles, where we find
Arthur’s abode shifting like a mirage. His geography
must be pronounced still more hazy than his history;
and puzzling hints as to the scenes of his knights’ ad-
ventures lead us all over the British Isles.

The fabled records of this reign may be summed up

as follows, on the authority of Malory and his sources of

information:
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At the death of King Uther Pendragon, Britain
stands in peril of usurpation and anarchy till Arthur -
comes, unwitting, to take his own. It seems almost
necessary to the character of a complete romantic hero
that he should be of mysterious or irregular birth, so the
boy Arthur, though the son of King Uther, has been
- brought up in secret as the supposed child of a lord
named Sir Ector. In good time the wizard Merlin
arranges for the production of the right heir by getting
~the Archbishop of Canterbury to call the lords and
gentlemen of the realm together in the greatest church
of London, where in the churchyard stood a marble stone
bearing up a steel anvil in which stuck a naked sword,
having written about it, in letters of gold: “Whoso
pulleth out this sword of this stone and anvil is likewise

- king born of all England”. No knight could stir the
sword till the lad Arthur, as yet unconscious of his noble
birth, draws it out with ease, is declared, by Merlin,
Uther’s son, and has to be recognized as king, not with-
out some grudging on the part of certain knights, so old
is our spirit of parliamentary opposition.

Once well seated on his throne, the young king shows
himself the right man in the r1ght place. No adversary
can stand against him when hé draws his sword Excali-
Jbur, which “was so bright in his enemies’ eyes that it
gave light like thirty torches”. The idea of the magic
sword, only to be drawn out by a destined knight, recurs
in Malory’s story; and according,to a conflicting state-
ment, which he does not concern himself to reconcile,
Arthur again got this wonderful blade from a mysterious
patroness, The Lady of the Lake, allegorized by Tennyson
as representing the Church. She, rather a shadowy per-
sonage in Malory, elsewhere is identified with the Vivi-
enne that beguiled Merlin, However he came by it, the
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king plied Excalibur so well that “all men of worship
said it was merry to be under such a chieftain that would
put his person in adventure as other poor knights did”.
He restored peace around him, quelled heathen neigh-
bours, conquered Scotland and Wales, and had a great
indecisive battle with eleven kings, who were drawn off
by news of the Saracens ravaging their territory. Merlin
stands by his side as sage counsellor, not always a sound
one, for we find him leading the Christian king to copy
the statecraft of Herod. Aware by his arts that Arthur
should perish through one born on May-Day, Merlin
puts him at gathering together, for no good, all children
born .on that day, and setting them on board a ship, lost
in a storm; but among those young castaways the king’s
nephew, Mordred, is saved by a kindly wrecker, who
rears him up to become the agent of fate.

On another matter, in which young men are seldom
open to wise advice, Arthur does not listen to Merlin.
His barons urging him to marry, he chooses Guinevere,
daughter of his ally, King Leodegrance of Cameliard;
and in vain Merlin warned him that “she was not whole-
some for him to take to wife”. As dowry, along with
a hundred knights, she brought him the famous Round
Table, at which there was room for a hundred and fifty
champions; but as yet Arthur could find no more than,
thirty of his own followers worthy of such an honour,
and long one seat remained vacant, the “Siege Perilous”,
to be filled in time by the pure knight, Sir Galahad.

These heroes wander about the country, like police
constables, alone or in knots, ever ready to assist fair
ladies and oppressed folk, according to their vow and
duty. They do good service in subduing felon knights,
cutting giants in two,, and putting down bad customs.
On their return from adventures, they are sworn to tell
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the truth of such exploits to heralds, through whom their
prowess becomes known and estimated ; then, when no
other fighting was on hand, the king takes every oppor-
tunity to “let cry” a tournament, in which his knights.
¢m keep their hands in by tilting with each other and
with all comers. As usual in romance, some young
knight, untried and unknown, is apt to distinguish him-
self by blossoming out at once into a flower of chivalry.
While ruling masterfully at home, Arthur has also a
vigorous foreign policy. Lucius, Emperor of Rome,
sends ambassadors to demand homage in right of Julius
Cesar as conqueror of Britain. In answer, the king
declares war before a parliament at York, assembles his
fleet at Sandwich, and invades the Continent for an early
demonstration of the doctrine that one Briton is equal to
at least three foreigners. “Sir Lucius”, though backed
by nineteen kings, including those of Egypt and Ethopia,
~and having a bodyguard of fifty fiend-born giants, was
totally defeated and slain by Arthur’s own hand, along
with a hundred thousand of his. men. The British king
passed into Germany, but returned to Ttaly to subdue
Lombard and Tuscan cities, and took a turn at successful
- war with the Saracens, whose leader, “Sir Priamus”,
was conquered, baptized, and made a kmght of the Round
Table. By such acts of prowess, of course, Arthur is
decked in the romantic and historical plumes of Charle-
magne.
But at the height of all this glory we see how the
ruin of the Round Table is being prepared by guilty
passion, a hint of which has cast its shadow from the first.
The valour, so invincible by mortal arms, is tainted by
a sin. Lancelot, bravest of Arthur’s knights, well sees
the source of his weakness, and struggles against his

disloyal love for the queen—struggles in vain. Their
(0460)
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guilt is too black to be washed out save by noblest blood.
Slowly and surely, like the fate of a Greek tragedy, the
end draws on, till at last that goodly fellowship is dis-
solved in treachery and wrath. "

There was ill blood between Guinevere and her hus*
band’s fairy sister, Morgan, the “sea born”. Prompted
by this kinswoman, the envious Mordred and his brother
Agravaine spy upon the queen’s secret meetings with
Lancelot, and betray them to Arthur, who now cannot
but open eyes long blinded by his own loyal nature.
Guinevere, doomed to be burnt at Carlisle, is rescued by
Lancelot, and he carries her off to his castle of Joyous
Gard, variously 1dentified with Berwick and Bamborough.
Here he is besieged by Arthur, with Gawaine now as his
right hand. In their enmity there are still gleams of that
high-mindedness that marked their friendship; but the
breach is too wide for Arthur and his best knight to meet
save as mortal foes. Lancelot contents himself with
standing on his defence; and when the king calls him
forth to single combat, for once he shrinks from such an
ordeal.

“God defend me,” said Sir Launcelot, “that ever I should
encounter with the most noble king that made me knight.”

“Fie upon thy fair language,” said the king, “for wit you
well, and trust it, I am thy mortal foe and ever will to my death’
day, for thou hast slain my good knights, and full noble men of
my blood, that I shall never recover again: also thou hast dis-
honoured my queen, and holden her many winters, and sithen like
a traitor taken her from me by force.”

“ My most noble lord and king,” said Sir Launcelot,” ye may
say what ye will, for ye wot well with yourself I will not strive,
but there as ye say I have slain your good knights, I wot well that
I have done so, and that me sore repenteth, but I was enforced to
do battle with them, in saving of my life, or else I must have suf-
fered them to have slain me, And as for my lady queen Guenever,
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except your person of your highness and my lord Sir Gawaine, there
is no knight under heaven that dare make it good upon me, that
ever I was traitor unto your person. And where it pleaseth you
to say that I have holden my lady your queen years and winters,

f_unto that I shall make a large answer, and prove it upon any

“knight that beareth the life, except your person and Sir Gawaine,
that my lady queen Guenever'is a true lady unto your person, as

‘any. is living unto her lord, and that will I make good with my

hands; howbeit, it hath liked her good grace to have me in charity,
and to cherish me more than any other knight, and unto my power .
I again have deserved her love, for ofttimes, my lord, ye have con-
sented that she should be burnt and destroyed in your heat, and
then it fortuned me to do battle for her, and or I departed from
her adversary they confessed their untruth, and she full worship-
fully excused. And at such times, my lord Arthur, said Sir
Launcelot, ye loved me, and thanked me when I saved your queen
from the fire, and then ye promised me for ever to be my good
lord, and now me thinketh ye reward me full ill for my good
service; and, my good lord, me seemeth I had lost a great part of
my worship in my knighthood, and I had suffered my lady your
queen to have been burnt, and insomuch she should have been
burnt for my sake. ~ For sithen I have done battles for your queen
in other quarrels than in mine own, me seemeth now I had more
right to do battle for her in right quarrel, and therefore my good
and gracious lord,” said Sir Launcelot, “take your queen unto

your good grace, for she is both fair, true, and good.”

“Fie on thee, false recreant knight!” said Sir Gawaine, “I
let thee wit my lord mine uncle king Arthur shall have his queen

* and thee, maugre thy visage, and slay you both whether it please

him.”

“It may-well be,” said Sir Launcelot, “but wit ye well, my lord
Sir Gawaine, and me list to come out of this castle, ye should win
me and the queen more harder than ever ye wan a strong battle.”

The Pope interferes, sending a bishop with “bulls
under-lead” to make peace, on which persuasion Arthur
takes back his queen, and Launcelot goes into woeful
banishment across the sea, where, like the Plantagenet
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princes, he has territories in France. Arthur and
Gawaine follow with an invading army, but are presently
recalled by news that the king’s nephew Mordred had
turned traitor, calling a Parliament, having himself
crowned at Canterbury, and even proposing to marry his*
uncle’s wife. But Guinevere, who * for fair speech nor
for foul, would never trust to come in his hands again”,
threw herself into the Tower of London, to which the
traitor laid siege in vain, though he made many assault$
““and shot great guns”. Unfortunately, “the most party
of all England held with Sir Mordred, the people were
so new-fangle”, so that he could venture to oppose
Arthur’s landing at Dover, but was defeated and drew
back into the west country, whither Arthur followed him
for that last great battle in Lyonnesse, which Tennyson
has famed for us—

A land of old upheaven from the abyss

By fire, to sink into the abyss again;

Where fragments of forgotten peoples dwelt, ‘
And the long mountains ended in a coast

Of ever-shifting sand, and far away

The phantom circle of a moaning sea.

There the pursuer could pursue no more,

And he that fled no further fly the King;

And there, that day when the great light of heaven
Burn’d at his lowest in the rolling year,

On the waste sand by the waste sea they closed.

“Never was seen a more dolefuller battle in Christian
land.”  Treachery prevails over loyalty, though the
traitor falls by Arthur’s hand. But the king’s own wound
is mortal; nor does he care to live. His last follower, Sir
Bedevere, bore him to a chapel nigh, “a broken chancel
with a broken cross”, between the ocean and a great
water lit by the full moon. We remember how he bade
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Bedevere throw his sword Excalibur into the mere; how
the knight grudged to lose a so precious blade; then
how, at the king’s angry entreaty, he flung it into the
dark water, to be caught and drawn down by an arm

« . clothed in white samite, a rich stuff like satin or velvet.
Arthur is taken into a dusky barge by three Weepmg
queens, who carry him away—

To the island valley of Avilion;

Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow,

Nor ever wind blows loudly; but it lies
Deep-meadow’d, happy, fair with orchard lawns
And bowery hollows crowned with summer sea.

There he may be at rest and heal him of his grievous
wound. But on earth he leaves all dark behind him.
Two more tragic scenes conclude the story. The guilty
lovers, who have.brought about so doleful ruin, hide their
shame and remorse, the one in a convent, the other in a
hermitage—and to both comes the end that comes to all
human sin and sorrow.

In this snatching from death all Arthurs mind “i
clouded with a doubt”, and the story too presents some
confusion as to what became of his body. Next morning
Sir Bedevere finds a new-made grave at a hermitage,
where he spends the rest of his life in prayer and in

* mourning for the past. For—

Now the whole Round Table is dissolved

Which was an image of the mighty world,

And I, the last, go forth companionless,

And the days darken round me, and the years
" Among new men, strange faces, other minds.

Glastonbury was taken for the site of a tomb, on
which romantic history inscribed: Hic jacet Arthurus Rex
‘quondam Rexque futurus. According to popular tradition
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the great king is nowise dead, but lives in Avilion, and
will come back again to help England in her hour of
need. Don Quixote tells us how the English in his
time expected Arthur’s appearance every day; but we
managed without him to make head against the Don’s
countrymen. In other stories Arthur is understood to
be in charge of Morgan-le-Fay, that Madame Tussaud
of romance, in whose realm he was joined by Ogier the
Dane, a Rip Van Winkle from another cycle of fabulous
history, where we find an amusing description of the intro-
duction of these two heroes by the fairy queen, with com-
pliments interchanged between them quite & /2 frangaise.
This is, of course, an idea common to romance and to
romantic history, that looks for the coming again of
Frederick Barbarossa, James IV of Scotland, Sebastian of
Portugal, and other vanished monarchs, who sometimes,
in more senses than one, were dear to their people.

With the story of Arthur, Malory has interwoven
others in a way that does not always make for clearly
consecutive narrative. Merlin, that sage of supernatural
birth and gifts, who appears in so many romances, and
is also connected with such quasi-historic princes as
Vortigern and Hengist, has important functions in the
early part of this reign. He knows the past and the
future; he can become invisible or change himself into
a stag as easily as into a dwarf; and his counsel is in-
valuable to a young king as to hot-blooded knights.
But his wisdom saves him, no more than Samson nor
Hercules, from the wiles of woman; so in his dotage
he is “assotted ” by the false charms of a water-nymph
—always a dangerous character from the days of the
Sirens—who steals from him the spell by which she shuts
him up under a rock, or, as some have it, in a hawthorn
bush, or a tower woven out of air, but according to
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Tennyson in a hollow oak, “lost to life and use and
name and fame”. This on the whole benevolent en-
chanter was adopted as a congenial figure in more
artificial romances, such as Spenser’s Fairy Queen and the
.. Italian poems. In Italy also became naturalized Arthur’s .
sister, Morgan-le-Fay, who, as the Faza Morgamz, has
given her name to a meteoric mirage seen on the
Sicilian and Calabrian coasts. Arthur himself grew to
- be familiar on the Continent, as may be guessed from
his effigy on Maximilian’s tomb in the Hofkirche of
- Innspruck.

The story of Tristram’s adventures makes another
interpolation, a tale more moving than edifying. Tris-
- tram, by means of a love potion, becomes inconveniently
: enamoured of the fair Yseult of Ireland, betrothed to
his uncle, King Mark of Cornwall, who is to him
throughout “a little more than kin and less than kind .
Uncles, no more than stepmothers, are favoured by old
writers of fiction. But Mark had cause for ill will
against his nephew, whose offence sympathetic romancers
seek to tone down by making this uncle cowardly and
treacherous. Tristram’s first acquaintance with Yseult
came through her curing him of a sore wound. When
again hurt by a poisoned arrow, he places himself in the
surgical care of another lady doctor of the same name, -
distinguished as “Yseult of the White Hands”, who
practises in Brittany as her rival in Ireland. Being cured
by this Yseult, Tristram feels bound to marry her, but
deserts her, returning to singe his wings in the illicit
love of his -uncle’s wife. After many misfortunes and
exploits, including a fit of madness, he dies of a broken
heart, a more romantic version of the story than Tenny-
son’s, which makes him treacherously murdered by the
jealous husband. Then, the guilty queen dying also of -
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grief, both of them are buried in one tomb, shaded under
a tree that, as often as it was cut down, next morning
would be found flourishing greenly as ever. Tristram
also passed with great acceptation into foreign romance,

carrying with him his renown as harper, hunter, and ..

lover. In Malory, he and Lancelot are the two greatest
knights in the world, who well know each other’s worth,
and strive to rival one another in courtesy as in glory.
But here we do not find all the story of Tristram’s life,
which some have judged the most beautiful of chivalric
romances. It has peculiar features and marks of high
antiquity. There are bows and arrows in it, and dogs,
elsewhere rather overshadowed by the horses of chivalry.
By his name the hero seems to have anticipated Cer-
vantes’ “Knight of the Sorrowful Countenance”, for
Tristram has some implication of a destiny to sorrow. It
was given to the youngest son of Louis IX, as born in
the darkest days of his Crusade. ’

Lancelot, who so often takes a hand in the adven-

tures of other knights, is always the most towering figure,
that not immaculate hero that wins our hearts above the
blameless virtues of the king, so trustful, so noble, so
easily deceived. The whole history of Lancelot, a
French contribution to the British legend, does not come
into the Morte d’Arthur, but is told in romances where
he plays the title réle. In them is celebrated his friend-
ship with Sir Galahaut, a name once so famous as to
appear in Dante, but Malory makes little of it. Son of
King Ban, in childhood he was benevolently kidnapped
by a mysterious lake fairy, who reared him in her watery
palace, whence he had the cognomen Lancelot of the
Lake. He comes to own the castle of Joyous Gard in
the north, originally the Dolourous Gard, but it changed

its name when he destroyed the baneful enchantments .
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that beset the place. There are even hints of his being
a Scottis