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YOUTH needs neither excuse nor encouragement to give
and take hard knocks; it falls into harmless contention
as naturally as a duck takes to water, and leaves the
art of sitting on the fence to wiseacres, poor unfortunate
mortals, who must thus waste precious moments. Y outh
will have no traffic in temporising, which, in these
latter days, is the peculiar province of maturity. Y outh
turns to direct action, not as a last resort, not as a
confession of failure in the way of peace, but as the
simplest way out of difficulty; and is as ready to bury
the hatchet after striving as we are in like circumstances
to dispute with rancorous hate. In the state of youth,
too, the effect of a good "scrap" is not unlike that of
a boisterous wind which stirs the blood, quickens the
pulse and keys up body and mind to the liveliest state
of well-being. Youth has its moments of sorrow, its
periods of bitter regret, but they are induced more
frequently by the blundering—and often well-meant—
attentions of age, than by a melancholy disposition;
and "man delights me not" is as far beyond its ken
as "Once more unto the breach" is in tune with its
sentiments.

So inlife's springtime the description of afight which
runs the whole gamut of intense action makes a strong
and direct appeal. To give blows, to parry their return,
to suffer pain unflinchingly and to fight with grim deter-
mination until the day be won or irretrievably lost—so
much youth demands of a character, ere it can be taken
wholeheartedly into the democracy of its fancy, where
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6 INTRODUCTION

kings hobnob with bold and outspoken peasants, and
knights are esteemed more worthy than their squires
only as they hit harder and endure more often the heat
of the day.

O hard condition, twin-born with greatness,

but youth must be served; nothing appeals so nearly
to it as the exhibition of stoical qualities.

For our part, we recollect that scholarship dwindled
into insignificance when set by warlike parts; and, in
the days before we felt "the season's difference,” we
fell into talk—

Of sdlies and retires, of trenches, tents,
Of pahsadoes, frontiers, parapets,
Of basilisks, of cannon, culverin,

Of prisoners' ransomes, and of soldiers slain,
And all the current of a heady fight—

with the greatest ease in the world.

Something of this we have endeavoured to keep
before us in the selecting of fights and combats for
inclusion here; and it might be stated at this point, that
our view of what is best for eleven- or twelve-year-old
has led us to omit accounts such as that in the sixth
book of Paradise Lost, or of Hector's defeat at the
hands of Achilles. The weight of argument by which
these are sustained, even more than by actual blows, is
beyond the grasp of boys between the ages of ten and
thirteen. They want and can best appreciate simple
and direct action with speechmaking cut down to a
minimum.

There are fights, however, which appeal at all times
to all ages;, of these, we are inclined to think that in
Pilgrim's Progress to be the finest. This was our earliest
acquaintance with literature, or, for that matter, with
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art, since we first found Christian and Apollyon in a
highly coloured print. With what gusto of the spirit
did we not enter into this grim struggle! We stood with
Christian behind the shield of faith putting by every
dart of the Evil One; we thrust, we parried, we thrust
again—for that matter our thrustings far outnumbered
our parryings; we were too intent on smiting Apollyon
hip and thigh to heed his onslaught overmuch. And
when later the whole was put into rehearsal on the
green-draped stage of the garden, we seem to remember
that Apollyon—played somewhat unwillingly by asmall
sister—objected strongly to our vigorous attack, and a
vociferous death brought to fallen evil reinforcements
beforewhom Christianlowered hisarms and fled the field.

Short, direct, thrilling and self-contained, this fight
has in the highest degree a virtue which belongs in
some measure to almost all the struggles included in
this little book—and that virtue, valour. No struggle,
however intense or gory, however graphic its description,
proves wholly satisfactory to the youthful mind unless
greatheartedness plays therein a distinctive part; it is
the exhibition of this virtue, too, which raises these
fights and combats above any imputation of the glori-
fying here of war as war; an imputation we would
disown as being quite foreign to our intention.

The fights contained in the following pages are
grouped as outstandingly heroic struggles: single combat;
general battle; encountersin or with the animal-world;
and a section of mock struggles has been added, which
last can hardly be said to rob our title of its significance.

It will be noticed that all but a few selections are
taken from English Literature, and these might be
claimed as part of our own inheritance. Even with such
preliminary limiting of the field of search, however,
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selection, or rather rejection, has not proved an easy
task. From Beowulf to Mr. Hutchinson's Happy Warrior,
the number of fights in English Literature aone is
legion; it would be an act of presumption, therefore, on
our part for us to claim that, with nice discrimination,
we have selected the best; but we are confident that
they are such as will appeal to an age which ever and
anon lifts its eyes from matter-of-fact school-tasks to
send a longing—though necessarily stealthy—glance
towards the school playing-fields, desiring above all else
to be numbered among the elect of the first team,
and seeing, when it troubles its tousled head about such
matters, the future stretching out before it as oft-
repeated hours of richly muddy striving on the
football-field.
CJ.
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GREAT FIGHTS

IN LITERATURE

SECTION |

SAY NOT, THE STRUGGLE NAUGHT
AVAILETH

SAY not, the struggle naught availeth,
The labour and the wounds are vain,
The enemy faints not, nor faileth,
And as things have been they remain.

If hopes were dupes, fears may be liars;
It may be, in yon smoke concealed,
Your comrades chase €en now the fliers,
And, but for you, posess the field.

For while the tired waves, vainly breaking,
Seem here no painful inch to gain,
Far back, through creeks and inlets making,
Comes S|Ient flooding in, the main.

And not by eastern windows only,

When daylight comes, comes in the light,
In front, the sun climbs slow, how slowly,
But westward, look, the land is bright.

A. H. CLOUGH,
IX
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THE DEATH OF MINOTTI

THE night is past, and shines the sun

Asif that morn were ajocund one.

Lightly and brightly breaks away

The Morning from her mantle grey,

And the Noon will look on a sultry day.

Hark to the trump, and the drum,

And the mournful sound of the barbarous horn,

And the flap of the banners, that flit as they're borne,
And the neigh of the steed, and the multitude's hum,
And the clash, and the shout, "They cornel they come!"
Thehorsetails are pluck'd from the ground, and the sword
Fromitssheath; and they form and but wait for theword.
Tartar, and Spahi, and Turcoman,

Strike your tents, and throng to the van;

Mount ye, spur ye, skirr the plain,

That the fugitive may fleein vain,

When he breaks from the town; and none escape,

Aged or young, in the Christian shape;

While your fellows on foot, in afiery mass,

Bloodstain the breach through which they pass.

The steeds are all bridled, and snort to the rein;
Curved is each neck, and flowing each mane;

White is the foam of their champ on the bit:

The spears are uplifted; the matches are lit;

The cannon are pointed, and ready to roar,

And crush the wall they have crumbled before:

Forms in his phalanx each Janizar;

Tartar . . . Turcoman. Here indicative of various tnbes of
Central Asia.

Spahi (Turkish Sephai). Soldier.

Janizar. Turkish infantry soldier.
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Alp at their head; hisright arm is bare,

So is the blade of his scimitar;

The khan and the pachas are all at their post;

The vizier himself at the head of the host.

When the culverin's signal isfired, then on;

Leavenot in Corinth aliving one—

A priest at her altars, achief in her halls,

A hearth in her mansions, a stone on her walls.

God and the prophet—AliaHu!

Up to the skies with that wild halloo!

"There the breach lies for passage, the ladder to scale;
And your hands on your sabres, and how should ye fail ?
He who first downs with the red cross may crave

His heart's dearest wish; let him ask it, and have!"
Thus utter'd Coumourgi, the dauntless vizier;

The reply was the brandish of sabre and spear,

And the shout of fiercethousands in joyous ire:
Silence—hark to the signal—fire!

As the wolves, that headlong go
On the stately buffalo,
Though withfiery eyes, and angry roar,
And hoofs that stamp, and horns that gore,
He tramples on earth, or tosses on high
The foremost, who rush on his strength but to die:
Thus against the wall they went,
Thus the first were backward bent;
Many a bosom, sheathed in brass,
Strew'd the earth like broken glass,
Shiver'd by the shot, that tore
Khan. Ruler, official.
Pachas (Pashas). Turkish official of high rank.
Coumourgi. Ali Coumourgi, Grand Vizier to Achmet I'II.,

commander of the Moslem forces; mortally wounded at the
battle of Peterwardin in Hungary.
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The ground whereon they moved no more:
Even as they fell, in files they lay,

Like the mower's grass at the close of day,
When his work is done on the levelled plain;
Such was the fall of the foremost slain.

As the spri n?-tides, with heavy plash,
From the cliffsinvading dash

Huge fragments, sapp'd by the ceasdess flow,
Till white and thundering down they go,

Like the avalanche's snow

On the Alpine vales below;

Thus at length, outbreathed and worn,
Corinth's sons were downward borne

By the long and oft renew'd

Charge of the Moslem multitude.

I n firmness they stood, and in masses they fell,
Heap'd by the host of the infidel

Hand to hand, and foot to foot:

Nothing there, save death, was mute;

Stroke, and thrust, and flash, and cry

For quarter, or for victory,

Mingle there with the volleying thunder,
Which makes the distant cities wonder

How the soundin? battle goes,

If with them, or for their foes;

If they must mourn, or may rejoice

In that annihilating voice,

Which pierces the deep hills through and through
With an echo dread and new:

Y ou might have heard it, on that day,

O'er Salamis and Megara;

(We have heard that hearers say,)

Even unto Piraeus bay.
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From the point of encountering blades to the hilt,
Sabres and swords with blood were gilt;

But the rampart is won, and the spoil begun,
And all but the after carnage done.

Shriller shrieks now mingling come

From within the plunder'd dome:

Hark to the haste of flying feet,

That splash in the blood of the slippery street;
But here and there, where 'vantage ground
Against the foe may still be found,

Desperate groups, of twelve or ten,

Make a pause, and turn again—

W ith banded backs against the wall,

Fiercely stand, or fighting fall.

There stood an old man—his hairs were white,
But his veteran arm was full of might:

So gallantly bore he the brunt of the fray,
The dead before him, on that day,

In a semicircle lay;

Still he combated unwounded,

Though retreating, unsurrounded.

Many a scar of former fight

Lurk'd beneath his corslet bright;

But of every wound his body bore,

Each and all had been ta'en before:

Though aged, he was so iron of limb,

Few of our youth could cope with him;

And the foes, whom he singly kept at bay,
Outnumber'd his thin hairs of silver grey.
From right to left his sabre swept:

Many an Othman mother wept

Sons that were unborn, when dipp'd

His weapon first in Moslem gore,

Ere his years could count a score.
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Of all he might have been the sire

Who fell that day beneath hisire:

For, sonless left long years ago,

His wrath made many a childless foe;

And since the day, when in the strait

His only boy had met his fate,

His parent's iron hand did doom

More than a human hecatomb.

If shades by carnage be appeased,

Patroclus' spirit less was pleased

Than his, Minotti's son, who died

Where Asia's bounds and ours divide.

Buried he lay, where thousands before

For thousands of years were inhumed on the shore;
What of them is left, to tell

Where they lie, and how they fell ?

Not a stone on their turf, nor a bone in their graves;
But they live in the verse that immortally saves.

Hark to the Allah shout! a band

Of the Mussulman bravest and best is at hand:
Their leader's nervous arm is bare,

Swifter to smite, and never to spare—
Uncloth'd to the shoulder it waves them on:
Thusin the fight is he ever known:

Others a gaudier garb may show,

To tempt the spoil of the greedy foe;

Many a hand's on aricher hilt,

But none on a steel more ruddily gilt;

Many a loftier turban may wear,—

Alpis but known by the white arm bare;
Look through the thick of the fight, 'tis there!

Patroclus  spirit. Patroclus, killed by Hector in the Trojan
War. His death was avenged by Achillea.



LORD BYRON 17

There is not a standard on that shore
So well advanced the ranks before;
There is not a banner in Moslem war
Will lure the Delhis half so far;

It glances like afalling star!

Where'er that mighty armis seen,
The bravest be, or late have been;
There the craven cries for quarter
Vainly to the vengeful Tartar;

Or the hero, silent lying,

Scornsto yield agroan in dying,
Mustering hislast feeble blow

'Gainst the nearest levell'd foe,
Though faint beneath the mutual wound,
Grappling on the gory ground.

Still the old man stood erect,

And Alp's career amoment check'd.
"Yieldthee, Minotti; quarter take,

For thine own, thy daughter's sake."

"Never, renegado, never !

Though the life of thy gift would last for ever."

"Francescal —Oh, my promised bride!

Must she too perish by thy pride?"

"She is safe"—"Where? where?"—"in heaven;
From whence thy traitor soul isdriven—

Far from thee, and undefiled."

Grimly then Minotti smiled,

Ashe saw Al p staggering bow

Before his words, as with a blow.

"Oh God! when died she?'—" Y esternight—
Nor weep | for her spirit's flight:

None of my pure race shall be
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Slaves to Mahomet and thee—
Come on!"—That challenge is in vain—
Alp's already with the slain|
While Minotti's words were wreaking
More revenge in bitter speaking
Than his falchion's point had found,
Had the time allow'd to wound,
From within the neighbouring porch
Of a long-defended church,
Where the last and desperate few
Would the failing fight renew,
The sharp shot dash'd Alp to the ground;
Ere an eye could view the wound
That crash'd through the brain of the infidel,
Round he spun, and down he fell;
A flash like fire within his eyes
Blazed, as he bent no more to rise,
And then eternal darkness sunk
Through all the palpitating trunk;
Nought of life left, save a quivering
Where his limbs were slightly shivering:
They turn'd him on his back; his breast
And brow were stain'd with gore and dust,
And through his lips the life-blood oozed,
From its deep veins lately loosed;
But in his pulse there was no throb,
Nor on his lips one dying sob;
Sigh, nor word, nor struggling breath
Heralded his way to death:
Ere his very thought could pray,
Unaneled he pass'd away,
Without a hope from mercy's aid,
To the last—a Renegade.

Unaneled. To die without receiving extreme unction.
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Fearfully the yell arose

Of his followers, and his foes,
Thesein joy, in fury those:

Then again in conflict mixing, _
Clashing swords, and spears transfixing,
Interchanged the blow and thrust,
Hurling warriorsin the dust.

Street by street, and foot by foot,
Still Minotti dares dispute

The latest portion of the land

Left beneath his high command;
With him, aiding heart and hand,
The remnant of his gallant band.
Still the church is tenable,

Whence issued late the fated ball
That half avenged the city's fall,
When Alp, her fierce assailant, fell:
Thither bending sternly back,

They leave before a bloody track ;
And, with their faces to the foe,
Dealing wounds with every blow,
The chief, and his retreating train,
Join to those within the fane;
There they yet may breathe awhile,
Shelter'd by the massy pile.

Brief breathing-time! the turban'd host,

With adding ranks and raging boast,

Press onwards with such strength and heat,

Their numbers balk their own retreat;

For narrow the way that led to the spot

Where still the Christians yielded not;

And the foremost, if fearful, may vainly try
Fane. Temple,
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Through the massy column to turn and fly;
They perforce must do or die.

They die; but ere their eyes could close,
Avengers o'er their bodies rose;

Fresh and furious, fast they fill

The ranks unthinn'd, though slaughter'd still;
And faint the weary Christians wax

Before the still renew'd attacks:

And now the Othmans gain the gate;

Still resistsitsiron weight,

And still, all deadly aim'd and hot,

From every crevice comes the shot;

From every shatter'd window pour

The volleys of the sulphurous shower:

But the portal wavering grows and weak—
The iron yields, the hinges creak—

It bends—it falls—and all is o'er:

Lost Corinth may resist no more!

Darkly, sternly, and all alone,

Minotti stood o'er the altar stone;
Madonna's face upon him shone,

Painted in heavenly hues above,

With eyes of light and looks of love;
And placed upon that holy shrine

To fix our thoughts on things divine,
When pictured there, we kneeling see
Her, and the boy-God on her knee,
Smiling sweetly on each prayer

To heaven, as if to waft it there.

Still she smiled; even now she smiles,
Though slaughter streams along her aisles:
Minotti lifted his aged eyes,

And made the sign of across with asigh,
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Then seized atorch which blazed thereby;
And still he stood, while, with steel and flame,
Inward and onward the Mussulman came.

The vaults beneath the mosaic stone
Contain'd the dead of ages gone;

Their names were on the graven floor,

But now illegible with gore;

The carved crests, and curious hues

The varied marble's veins diffuse,

Were smear'd and slippery—stain'd, and strown
With broken swords, and helms o'erthrown:
There were dead above, and the dead below
Lay cold in many a coffin'd row;

Y ou might see them piled in sable state,

By apale light through a gloomy grate;
But War had enter'd their dark caves,

And stored along the vaulted graves

Her sulphurous treasures, thickly spread

I n masses by the fleshl ess dead:

Here, throughout the siege, had been

The Christian's chief est magazine;

To these alate-form'd train now led,
Minotti's last and stern resource

Against the foe's o'erwhelming force.

The foe came on, and few remain

To strive, and those must strive in vain:
For lack of further lives, to slake

The thirst of vengeance now awake,

With barbarous blows they gash the dead,
And lop the already lifeless head,

And fell the statues from their niche,

And spoil the shrines of offeringsrich,
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And from each other's rude hands wrest

The silver vessels saints had bless'd.

To the high altar on they go;

Oh, but it made a glorious show!

On itstable still behold

The cup of consecrated gold;

Massy and deep, a glittering prize,

Brightly it sparkles to plunderers' eyes:

That morn it held the holy wine,

Converted by Christ to His blood so divine,
Which His worshippers drank at the break of day,
To shrive their souls ere they joined in the fray.
Still a few drops within it lay;

And round the sacred table glow

Twelve lofty lamps, in splendid row,

From the purest metal cast;

A spoil—the richest and the last.

So near they came, the nearest stretch'd
To grasp the spoil he almost reach'd,

When old Minotti's hand

Touch'd with the torch the train—
Tisfired!

Spire, vaults, the shrine, the spoil, the slain,
The turban'd victors, the Christian band,
All that of living or dead remain,

Hurl'd on high with the shiver'd fane,

In one wild roar expired!

The shatter'd town—the walls thrown down—
The waves a moment backward bent—

The hills that shake, although unrent,

As if an earthquake pass'd—

The thousand shapeless things all driven

In cloud and flame athwart the heaven,
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By that tremendous blast—
Proclaimed the desperate conflict o'er
On that too long afflicted shore:

Up to the sky like rockets go

AU that mingled there below:

Many a tall and goodly man,
Scorch'd and shrivell'd to a span,
When he fell to earth again

Like a cinder strew'd the plain:
Down the ashes shower like rain;

23

Some fell m the gulf, which received the sprinkles

With athousand circling wrinkles;
Some fell on the shore, but, far away,
Scatter'd o'er the isthmus lay;
Christian or Moslem, which be they ?
Let their mothers see and say !

When in cradled rest they lay,

And each nursing mother smiled

On the sweet sleep of her child,
Little deem'd she such a day

Would rend those tender limbs away.
Not the matrons that them bore
Could discern their offspring more;
That one moment left no trace

More of human form or face

Save a scatter'd scalp or bone:

And down came blazing rafters, strown
Around, and many a falling stone,
Deeply dinted in the clay,

All blacken'd there and reeking lay.
All theliving things that heard

That deadly earth-shock disappear'd:
The wild birds flew; the wild dogs fled,
And howling left the unburied dead;
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The camels from their keepers broke;
The distant steer forsook the yoke—
The nearer steed plunged o'er the plain,
And burst his girth, and tore hisrein;
The bull-frog's note, from out the marsh
Deep-mouth’'d arose, and doubly harsh;
The wolves yell'd on the cavernd hill
Where echo roll'd in thunder still;

The jackal's troop, in gather'd cry,
Bay'd from afar complainingly,

With a mix'd and mournful sound,
Like crying babe, and beaten hound:
With sudden wind, and ruffled breast,
The eagle left his rocky nest,

And mounted nearer to the sun,

The clouds beneath him seem'd so dun:
Their smoke assail'd his startled beak,
And made him higher soar and shriek—
Thus was Corinth lost and won!

From The Sege of Corinth, by LORD BYRON.

THE CHARGE OF THE LIGHT BRIGADE

HALF a league, half a league.
Half aleague onward,
Allinthevalley of Death
Rode the six hundred.
"Forward, the Light Brigade!
Charge for the guns!" he said,;
Into the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.
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"Forward, the Light Brigade!
Woas there a man dismay'd ?
Not tho' the soldier knew
Some one had blunder'd,
Their's not to make reply,
Their's not to reason why,
Their's but to do and die;
Into the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.

Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon in front of them
Volley'd and thunder'd;
Storm'd at with shot and shell,
Boldly they rode and well,
Into the jaws of Death,
Into the mouth of Hell
Rode the six hundred.

Flash'd all their sabres bare,
Flash'd as they turn'd in air
Sabring the gunners there,
Charging an army, while
All theworld wonder'd;
Plunged in the battery-smoke
Right thro' the line they broke;
Cosseck and Russian
Reel'd from the sabre-stroke
Shatter'd and sun der'd.
Then they rode back, but not.
Not the six hundred.
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Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon behind them

Volley'd and thunder'd;
Storm'd at with shot and shell,
While horse and hero fell,
They that had fought so well
Came thro' the jaws of Death,
Back from the mouth of Hell,
All that was left of them,

Left of six hundred.

When can their glory fade?
O, the wild charge they made!
All the world wonder'd.
Honour the charge they made!
Honour the Light Brigade,
Noble six hundred.
LORD TENNY SON.

THE FIGHT OF THE REVENGE

THE L. Thomas Howard with six of her Majesty's ships,
six victuallers of London, the barque Ralegh, and two
or three other pinnaces riding at anchor near unto
Flores, one of the Westerly Islands of the Azores, the
last of August in the afternoon, had intelligence by one
Captain Middleton of the approach of the Spanish
Armada. Which Middleton being in a very good sailer
had kept them company three days before, of good
purpose, both to discover their forces the more, as also
to give advice to my L. Thomas of their approach.
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He had no sooner delivered the news but the fleet
was in sight: many of our ships' companies were on
shore in the Island; some providing ballast for their
ships; others filling of water and refreshing themselves
from the land with such things as they could cither for
money, or by force recover. By reason whereof our
ships being all pestered and rummaging every thing
out of order, very light for want of ballast, and that
which was most to our disadvantage, the one half part
of the men of every ship sick, and utterly unserviceable;
for in the Revenge there were ninety diseased: in the
Bonaventure, not so many in health as could handle her
main sail. For had not twenty men been taken out of a
barque of Sir George Carey's, his being commanded to
be sunk, and those appointed to her, she had hardly ever
recovered England. The rest for the most part, were in
little better state.

The names of her Majesty's ships were these as
followeth, the Defiance, which was Admiral, the Revenge
Vice-Admiral, the Bonaventure commanded by Captain
Crosse, the Lion by George Fenner, the Foresight by
M. Thomas Vavasour, and the Crane by Duffild. The
Foresight and the Crane being but small ships; only the
other were of the middle size; the rest, besides the
barque Ralegh, commanded by Captain Thin, were
victuallers, and of small force or none.

The Spanish fleet having shrouded their approach by
reason of the Island; were now so soon at hand, as our
ships had scarce time to weigk their anchors, but some
of them were driven to let slip their cables and set sail.

Sir Richard Grenville was the last that weighed, to
recover the men that were upon the Island, which
otherwise had been lost. The L. Thomas with the rest
very hardly recovered the wind, which Sir Richard
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Grenville not being able to do, was persuaded by the
Master and others to cut his main sail, and cast about,
and to trust to the sailing of the ship; for the squadron
of Seville were on his weather bow.

But Sir Richard utterly refused to turn from the
enemy, alleging that he would rather choose to die, than
to dishonour himself, his country, and her Majesty's
ship, persuading his company that he would pass through
the two squadrons, in despite of them, and enforce those
of Seville to give him way. Which he performed upon
divers of the foremost, who, as the mariners term it,
sprang to their luff, and fell under the lee of the Revenge,
But the other course had been the better, and might
right well have been answered in so great an impossi-
bilityof prevailing. Notwithstanding out of the greatness
of his mind, he could not be persuaded.

In the meanwhile as he attended those which were
nearest him, the great San Philip being in the wind of
him, and coming towards him, becalmed his sdils in
such sort, as the ship could neither make way, nor feel
the helm; so huge and high carged was the Spanish ship,
being of a thousand and five hundred tons. Who after
laid the Revenge aboard.

When he was thus bereft of his sails, the ships that
were under his lee luffing up, aso laid him aboard: of
which the next was the Admiral of the Biscayans, a
very mighty and puissant ship commanded by Brittan-
dona. The said Philip carried three tiers of ordinance
on a side, and eleven pieces in every tier. She shot
eight forthright out of her chase, besides those of her
stern ports.

Sprang to their luff. A seafaring term, descriptive of bringing

a ship's head nearer the wind.
Out of her chase. A referenceto gunsplaced in thebow of a ship.
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After the Revenge was entangled with this Philip, four
other boarded her; two on her larboard, and two on her
starboard. The fight thus beginning at three of the clock
in the afternoon, continued very terrible all that evening.
But the great San Philip having received the lower tier
of the Revenge, discharged with crossbar-shot, shifted
herself with all diligence from her sides, utterly mis-
liking her first entertainment. Some say that the ship
foundered, but we cannot report it for truth, unless
we were assured.

The Spanish ships were filled with companies of
soldiers, in some two hundred besides the mariners; in
some five, in others eight hundred. In ours there were
none at all beside the mariners; but the servants of the
commanders and some few voluntary gentlemen only.

After many interchanged volleys of great ordinance
and small shot, the Spaniards deliberated to enter the
Revenge, and made divers attempts, hoping to force her
by the multitudes of her armed soldiers and musketeers,
but were still repulsed again and again, and at all times
beaten back into their own ships, or into the seas.

In the beginning of the fight, the George Noble of
London having received some shot through her by the
Armadas, fell under the lee of the Revenge, and asked
Sir Richard what he would command him, being but
one of the victuallers and of small force: Sir Richard
bid him save himself, and leave him to his fortune.

After the fight had thus, without intermission, con-
tinued while the day lasted and some hours of the night,
many of our men were slain and hurt, and one of the
great galleons of the Armada, and the Admiral of the
Hulks both sunk, and in many other of the Spanish
ships great slaughter was made.

Some write that Sir Richard was very dangerously
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hurt almost in the beginning of the fight, and lay speech-
less for a time ere he recovered. But two of the Revenge's
own company, brought homein aship of Lima, from the
Islands, examined by some of the Lords, and others,
affirmed that he was never so wounded as that he for-
sook the upper deck, till a hour before midnight; and
then being shot into the body with a musket as he was
a-dressing, was again shot into the head, and withal
his surgeon wounded to death. This agreeth also with
an examination taken by Sir Francis Godolphin, of four
other mariners of the same ship being returned, which
examination, the said Sir Francis sent unto Master
William Killegrew, of her Majesty's privy chamber.

But to return to the fight, the Spanish ships which
attempted to board the Revenge, as they were wounded
and beaten off, so always others came in their places,
she having never less than two mighty galleons by her
sides, and aboard her: So that ere the morning, from
three of the clock the day before, there had fifteen
several Armadas assailed her; and all so ill approved
their entertainment, as they were by the break of day,
far more willing to hearken to a composition, than
hastily to make any more assaults or entries.

But as the day increased, so our men decreased: and
as the light grew more and more, by so much more grew
our discomforts. For none appeared in sight but enemies,
saving one small ship called the Pilgrim, commanded by
Jacob Whiddon, who hovered all night to se the
success. but in the morning bearing with the Revenge,
was hunted like a hare amongst many ravenous hounds,
but escaped.

All the powder of the Revenge to the last barrel was
now spent, all her pikes broken, forty of her best men
slain, and the most part of the rest hurt. In the begin-
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ning of the fight she had but one hundred free from
sickness, and fourscore and ten sick, laid in hold upon
the ballast. A small troop to man such a ship, and a
weak garrison to resist so mighty an army. By those
hundred all was sustained, the volleys, boardings, and
enterings of fifteen ships of war, besides those which
beat her at large. On the contrary, the Spanish were
always supplied with soldiers brought from every
squadron; all manner of arms and powder at will.
Unto ours there remained no comfort at all, no hope,
no supply either of ships, men or weapons; the masts all
beaten overboard, all her tackle cut asunder, her upper
work altogether rased, and in effect evened she was with
the water, but the very foundation or bottom of a ship,
nothing being left overhead either for flight or defence.
Sir Richard finding himself in this distress, and unable
any longer to make resistance, having endured in this
fifteen hours' fight the assault of fifteen several Armadas,
all by turns aboard him, and by estimation eight hundred
shot of great artillery, besides many assaults and entries;
and that himself and the ship must needs be possessed by
the enemy, who were now all cast in aring round about
him (the Revenge not able to move one way or other, but
as she was moved with the waves and billows of the sea),
commanded the Master-gunner, whom he knew to be a
most resolute man, to split and sink the ship; that
thereby nothing might remain of glory or victory to the
Spaniards; seeing in so many hours' fight and with so
great a navy they were not able to take her, having had
fifteen hours' time, above ten thousand men, and fifty
and three sail of men-of-war to perform it withal; and
persuaded the company, or as many as he could induce,
to yield themselves unto God, and to the mercy of none
else; but as they had, like valiant resolute men, repulsed
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so many enemies, they should not now shorten the honour
of their nation, by prolonging their own lives for a few
hours, or afew days.

The Master-gunner readily condescended and divers
others; but the Captain and the Master were of another
gf)i nion, and besought Sir Richard to have care of them:

leging that the Spaniard would be as ready to enter-
tain a composition, as they were willing to offer the
same: and that there being divers sufficient and valiant
men yet living, and whose wounds were not mortal,
they might do their country and Prince acceptable ser-
vice hereafter. And whereas Sir Richard had alleged that
the Spaniards should never glory to have taken one ship
of her Majesty, seeing that they had so long and so
notably defended themselves; they answered, that the
ship had six foot water in hold, three shot under water,
which were so weakly stggcﬁed, aswith thefirst working
of the s, she must n sink, and was besdes so
crushed and bruised, as she could never be removed
out of the place.

And asthe matter was thusin dispute, and Sir Richard
refusing to hearken to any of those reasons. the Master
of the Revenge (while the Captain won unto him the
greater party) was conveyed aboard the General Don
Alfonso Ba9an. Who (finding none over-hasty to enter
the Revenge again, doubting lest Sir Richard would have
blown them up and himself, and perceiving by the report
of the Master of the Revenge his dangerous disposition)
yielded that all their lives should be saved, the company
sent for England, and the better sort to pay such reason-
able ransom as their estate would bear, and in the mean
season to be free from galley or imprisonment. To this
he so much the rather condescended as well, as | have
said, for fear of further loss and mischief to themselves
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as also for the desire he had to recover Sir Richard
Grenville; whom for his notable valour he seemed
greatly to honour and admire.

When this answer was returned, and that safety of
life was promised, the common sort being now at the
end of their peril, the most drew back from Sir Richard
and the Master-gunner, being no hard matter to persuade
men from death to life. The Master-gunner finding him-
«f and Sir Richard thus prevented and mastered by
the greater number, would have dlain himself with a
sword, had he not been by force withheld and locked
into his cabin.

Then the General sent many boats aboard the Revenge,
and divers of our men fearing Sir Richard's disposition,
stole away aboard the General and other ships. Sir
Richard thus over-matched, was sent unto by Alfonso
Bacan to remove out of the Revenge, the ship being
marvellous unsavoury, filled with blood and bodies of
dead and wounded men like a slaughter house. Sir
Richard answered that he might do with his body what
he list, for he esteemed it not, and as he was carried out
of the ship he swooned, and reviving again desired the
company to pray for him.

The General used Sir Richard with all humanity, and
left nothing unattempted that tended to his recovery,
highly commending his valour and worthiness, and
greatly bewailing the danger wherein he was, being
unto them a rare spectacle, and a resolution seldom
approved, to see one ship turn toward so many enemies,
to endure the charge and boarding of so many huge
Armadas, and to resst and repel the assaults and
entries of so many soldiers. All which and more is con-
firmed by a Spanish Captain of the same Armada, and
a present actor in the fight, who being severed from the

B
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rest in a storm, was by the Lion of London a small
ship taken, and is now prisoner in London.

The Admiral of the Hulksand the Ascension of Seville
were both sunk by the sde of the Revenge‘l one other
recovered the road of Saint Michael, and sunk also there;
afourth ran herself with the shore to save her men. Sir
Richard died, asitissaid, the second or third day aboard
the Genera, and was b%/ them greatly bewailed. What
became of his body, whether it were buried in the sea
or on theland, we know not: the comfort that remaineth
to his friends is, that he hath ended his life honourably
in respect of the reputation won to his nation and
country, and of the same to his posterity, and that being
dead, he hath not outlived his own honour.

From The Fight about the Isle of the Azores, by
SIR WALTER RALEIGH.

THE ANZAC LANDING

WHILE these oPerations were securing our hold upon the
extreme end of the Peninsula, the Australian and New
Zealand Army Corps were making good their landing
on the Agean coast, to the north of Gaba Tepe. They
sailed from Mudros on the 24th, arrived off the coast
of the Peninsula at about half-past one on the morning
of the 25th, and there under a setting moon, in calm
weather, they went on board the boats which were to

While these operations ... A reference to landings made
simultaneously at X Beach by the 2nd Royal Fusiliers, two
flank landings, and the landing of a regiment of the French
Corps at Kum Kale.
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take them ashore. At about half-past three the tows
left the ships, and proceeded in darkness to the coast.

Gaba or Kaba Tepe is a steep cliff or promontory
about ninety feet high, with a whitish nose and some-
thing the look of a blunt-nosed torpedo or porpoise. It
is aforbidding-looking snout of land, covered with scrub
where it is not too steep for roots to hold, and washed
by deep water. About a mile to the north of it there is
a possible landing-place, and north of that again a long
and narrow strip of beach between two little headlands.
This latter beach cannot be seen from Gaba Tepe. The
ground above these beaches is exceedingly steep sandy
cliff, broken by two great gulleys or ravines, which run
inland. All the ground, except in one patch in the
southern ravine, where there is a sort of meadow of
grass, is densely covered with scrub, mostly between
two and three feet high. Inland from the beach, the
land of the Peninsula rises in steep, broken hills and
spurs, with clumps of pine upon them, and dense
undergrowths of scrub. The men selected for this landing
were the 3rd Brigade of the Australian and New Zealand
Army Corps, followed and supported by the 1st and
2nd Brigades.

The place selected for the landing was the southern
beach, the nearer of the two to Gaba Tepe. This, like
the other landing-places near Cape Helles, was strongly
defended, and most difficult of approach. Large forces
of Turks were entrenched there, well prepared. But in
the darkness of the early morning after the moon had
set, the tows stood alittle farther to the north than they
should have done, perhaps because some high ground
to their left made a convenient steering-mark against
the stars. They headed in towards the northern beach
between the two little headlands, where the Turks were
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not expecting them. However, they were soon seen, and
very heavy independent rifle-fire was concentrated on
them. As they neared the beach, "about one battalion
of Turks" doubled along the land to intercept them.
These men came from nearer Gaba Tepe, firing, as they
ran, into the mass of the boats at short range. A great
many men were killed in the boats, but the dead men's
oars were taken by survivors, and the boats forced into
the shingle. The men jumped out, waded ashore, charged
the enemy with the bayonet, and broke the Turk attack
to pieces. The Turks scattered and were pursued, and
now the steep scrub-covered cliffs became the scene of
the most desperate fighting.

The scattered Turks dropped into the scrub and dis-
appeared. Hidden all over the rough cliffs, under every
kind of cover, they sniped the beach or ambushed the
little parties of the 3rd Brigade who had rushed the
landing. All over the broken hills there were isolated
fights to the death, men falling into gullies and being
bayoneted; sudden duels, point blank, where men
crawling through the scrub met each other, and life
went to the quicker finger; heroic deaths, where some
half-section which had lost touch were caught by ten
times their strength and charged and died. No man of
our side knew that cracked and fissured jungle. Men
broke through it on to machine-guns, or showed up on
a crest and were blown to pieces, or leaped down from
it into some sap or trench, to catch the bombs flung at
them and hurl them at the thrower. Going as they did,
up cliffs through scrub over ground which would have
broken the alignment of the Tenth Legion, they passed
many hidden Turks who were thus left to shoot them in
the back or to fire down at the boats, from perhaps only
fifty yards away. It was only just light, theirs was the
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first British survey of that wild country; only now, as it
showed up clear, could they realise its difficulty. They
pressed on up the hill; they dropped and fired and died;
they drove the Turks back; they flung their packs away,
wormed through the bush, and stalked the snipers from
the flash. As they went, the words of their song sup-
ported them, the ribald and proud chorus of "Australia
will be there" which the men on the torpedoed Southland
sang as they fell in expecting death. Presently, asit grew
lighter, the Turks' big howitzers began shelling the beach,
and their field-guns, well hidden, opened on the trans-
ports, now busy disembarking the 1st and 2nd Brigades.
They forced the transports to stand farther" out to sea,
and shelled the tows, as they came in, with shrapnel
and high explosive. As the boats drew near the shore,
every gun on Gaba Tepe took them in flank, and the
snipers concentrated on them from the shore. More and
more Turks were coming up at the double to stop the
attack up the hill. Thefightingin the scrub grew fiercer;
shells burst continually upon the beach, boats were sunk,
men were killed in the water. The boatmen and beach
working-parties were the unsung heroes of that landing.
The boatmen came in with the tows, under fire, waited
with them under intense and concentrated fire of every
kind until they were unloaded and then shoved off, and
put slowly back for more, and then came back again.
The beach-parties were wading to and from that shell-
smitten beach all day unloading, carrying ashore, and
sorting the munitions and necessaries for many thousands
of men. They worked in a strip of beach and sea some
five hundred yards long by forty broad, and the fire
directed on that strip was such that every box brought
ashore had one or more shells and not less than fifty
bullets directed at it before it was flung upon the sand.
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More men came in and went on up the hill in support;
but as yet there were no guns ashore, and the Turks'
fire became intenser. By ten o'clock the Turks had had
time to bring up enough men from their prepared posi-
tions to hold up the advance. Scattered parties of our
men who had gone too far in the scrub were cut off and
killed, for there was no thought of surrender in those
marvellous Koung men; they were the flower of this
world's manhood, and died as they had lived, owning
no master on this earth. More and more Turks came up
with big and field artillery, and now our attack had to
hold on to what it had won, against more than twice its
numbers. We had won a rou%h bow of ground, in which
the beach represented the bowstring, the beach near
Gaba Tepe the south end, and the hovel known as
Fisherman's Hut the north. Against this position, held
by at most 8,000 of our men, who had had no rest and
had fought hard since dawn under every kind of firein
a savage rough country unknown to them, came an over-
whelming army of Turks to drive them into the sea For
four hours the Turks attacked and again attacked, with
aterrific fire of artillery and waves of men in succession.
They came fresh from superior positions, with many
guns, to break a disorganised line of breathless men not
yet dug in. The guns of the ships opened on them, and
the scattered units in the scrub rolled them back again
and again by rifle and machine-gun fire, and by charge
after counter-charge. More of the Army Corps landed to
meet the Turks, thefire upon the beach never slackened,
and they came ashore across corpses and wrecked boats
and a path like a road in hell with ruin and blasts and
burning. They went up the cliff to their fellows under
an ever-growing fire, that lit the scrub and burned the
wounded and the dead. Darkness came, but there was
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no rest nor lull. Wave after wave of Turks came out of
the night, crying the proclamation of their faith; others
stole up in the dark through the scrub and shot or
stabbed and crept back, or were seen and stalked and
killed. Flares went up, to light with their blue and
ghastly glare the wild glens peopled by the enemy. Men
worked at the digging in till they dropped asleep upon
the soil, and more Turks charged, and they woke and
fired and again dug. It was cruelly cold after the sun
had gone, but there was no chance of warmth or proper
food; to dig in and beat back the Turk or die were all
that men could think of. In the darkness, among the
blasts of the shells, men scrambled up and down the
pathless cliffs bringing up tins of water and boxes of
cartridges, hauling up guns and shells, and bringing
down the wounded. The beach was heaped with wounded,
placed as close under the cliff as might be, in such yard
or so of dead ground as the cliffs gave. The doctors
worked among them and shells fell among them, and
doctors and wounded were blown to pieces, and the
survivors sang their song of "Australia will be there,"
and cheered the newcomers still landing on the beach.
Sometimes our fire seemed to cease, and then the Turk
shells filled the night with their scream and blast and
the pattering of their fragments. With all the fury and
the crying of the shells, and the shouts and cries and
cursing on the beach, the rattle of the small arms and
the cheers and defiance up the hill, and the roar of the
great guns far away, at sea, or in the olive-groves, the
night seemed in travail of anew age. All the blackness
was shot with little spurts of fire, and streaks of fire, and
malignant bursts of fire, and arcs and glows and crawling
snakes of fire, and the moon rose, and looked down upon
it all. Inthefiercerhours of that night shellsfell in that
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contested mile of ground and on the beach beyond it at
the rate of one a second, and the air whimpered with
passing bullets, or fluttered with the rush of the big
shells, or struck the head of the passer like a moving
wall with the shock of the explosion. All through the
night the Turks attacked, and in the early hours their
fire of shrapnel became so hellish that the Australians
soon had not men enough left to hold the line. Orders
were given to fall back to a shorter line, but in the
darkness, uproar, and confusion, with many sections
refusing to fall back, others falling back and losing
touch, others losing their way in gully or precipice, and
shrapnel hailing on all, as it had hailed for hours, the
falling back was mistaken by some for an order to
re-embark. Many men who had lost their officers and
non-commissioned officers fell back to the beach, where
the confusion of wounded men, boxes of stores, field
dressing-stations, corpses, and the litter and the waste
of battle, had already blocked the going. The shells
bursting in this clutter made the beach, in the words of
aneyewitness, "likebloody hell, andnothingelse." But at
this breaking of thewave of victory, thispanting moment
in the race, when some of the runners had lost their
first wind, encouragement reached our men: a message
came to the beach from Sir lan Hamilton, to say that
help was coming, and that an Australian submarine had
entered the Narrows and had sunk a Turkish transport
off Chanak.

Thisword of victory, coming to men who thought for
the moment that their efforts had been made in vain,
had the effect of a fresh brigade. The men rallied back
up the hill; bearing the news to the firing-line, the new,
constricted line was made good, and the rest of the
night was never anything but continued victory to
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those weary ones in the scrub. But twenty-four hours
of continual battle exhausts men, and by dawn the
Turks, knowing the weariness of our men, resolved to
beat them down into the sea. When the sun was well
in our men's eyes they attacked again, with not less
than twice our entire strength of fresh men, and with
an overwhelming superiority in field-artillery. Some-
thing in the Turk commander, and the knowledge that
a success there would bring our men across the Penin-
sula within a day, made the Turks more desperate
enemies there than elsewhere. They came at us with
a determination which might have triumphed against
other troops. As they came on they opened a terrific
fire of shrapnel upon our position, pouring in such a
hail that months afterwards one could see their round
shrapnel bullets stuck in bare patches of ground, or in
earth thrown up from the trenches, as thickly as plums
in a pudding. Their multitudes of men pressed through
the scrub as skirmishers, and sniped at every moving
thing; for they were on higher ground, and could se
over most of our position, and every man we had was
under direct fire for hours of each day. As the attack
developed, the promised help arrived; our warships
stood in and opened on the Turks with every gun that
would bear. Some kept down the guns of Gaba Tepe,
others searched the line of the Turk advance, till the
hills over which they came were swathed with yellow
smoke and dust, the white clouds of shrapnel, and the
drifting darkness of conflagration. All the scrub was in
a blaze before them, but they pressed on, falling in
heaps and lines; and their guns dropped a never-ceasing
rain of shells on trenches, beach, and shipping. The land-
ing of stores and ammunition never ceased during the
battle. The work of the beach parties in that scene of

*B
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burning and massacre was beyond all praise; so was the
work of the fatigue-parties, who passed up and down
the hill with water, ammunition, and food, or du
sheltered roads to the trenches, so was the work o
the Medical Service, who got the wounded out of cuts
in the earth, so narrow and so twisted that there was
no using a stretcher, and men had to be carried on
stretcher-bearers backs or on improvised chairs made
out of packing-cases.

At a little before noon the Turk attack reached its
height in a blaze and uproar of fire and the swaying
forward of their multitudes. The guns of the warships
swept them from flank to flank with every engine of
death: they died by hundreds, and the attack withered
as it came. Our men saw the enemy fade and slacken and
halt; then with their cheer they charged him and beat
him home, seized new ground from him, and dug them-
svesinin front of him. All through the day there was
fighting up and down the line, partial attacks, and
never-ceasing shell-fire, but no other great attack: the
Turks had suffered too much. At night their snipers
came out in the scrub in multitudes and shot at any-
thingthey could seg and all nightlong their men dragged
up field-gunsand piles of shrapnel, and worked at the
trenches which were to contain ours. When day dawned,
they opened with shrapnel upon the beach, with afeu
debarrage designed to stop all landing of men and stores.
They whipped the bay with shrapnel bullets. Where
their fire was concentrated, the water was lashed as
with hail all day long; but the boats passed through it.
and men worked in it, building jetties for the boats to

Feu de barrage. Barrage-fire; a concentrating of artillery-fire
on some one sector or point; theerecting, asit were, of a protect-
ing screen of shell fira



JOHN MASEFIELD 43

land at, using a big Turk shell as a pile-driver. When
they got too hot they bathed in it, for no fire shook
those men. It was said that when a big shell was coming
men of other races would go into their dug-outs, but that
these men paused only to call it a bastard, and then
went on with their work.

By the night of the second day the Australian and
New Zealand Army Corps had won and fortified their
position. Men writing or reporting on service about
them referred to them as the A.N.Z.A.C., and these
letters soon came to mean the place in which they were,
unnamed till then, probably, save by some rough
Turkish place-name, but now likely to be printed on
all English maps, with the other names, of Brighton
Beach and Hell Spit, which mark a great passage of arms.

From Gallipoli, by JOHN MASEFIELD.






DAVID AND GOLIATH

A ND David rose up early in the morning, and left the
sheep with a keeper, and took, and went, as Jesse had
commanded him; and he came to the trench, as the host
was going forth to the fight, and shouted for the battle.
For Israel and the Philistines had put the battle in
array, army against army. And David left his baggage
in the hand of the keeper of the baggage, and ran into
the army, and came and saluted his brethren. And as
he talked with them, behold, there came up the cham-
pion, the Philistine of Gath, Goliath by name, out of
the armies of the Philistines, and spake according to the
same words: and David heard them. And all the men
of lsrael, when they saw the man, fled from him, and
were sore afraid. And the men of Israel said:—"Have
ye seen this man that is come up? surely to defy lsrael
is he come up: and it shall be, that the man who killeth
him, the king will enrich him with great riches, and will
give him his daughter, and make his father's house free
in Israel." And David spake to the men that stood by
him, saying:—"What shall be done to the man that
killeth this Philistine, and taketh away the reproach
from Israel? for who is this uncircumcised Philistine,
that he should defy the armies of the living God?" And
the people answered him after this manner, saying:—
"So shall it be done to the man that killeth him."
And Eliab his eldest brother heard when he spake
unto the men; and Eliab's anger was kindled against

45
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David, and he said:—"Why earnest thou down hither?
and with whom hast thou left those few sheep in the
wilderness? | know thy pride, and the naughtiness of
thine heart; for thou art come down that thou mightest
se the battle." And David said:—"What have | now
done? It was merely a word." And he turned from him
toward another, and spake after the same manner: and
the people answered him again after the former manner.
And when the words were heard which David spake, they
rehearsed them before Saul: and he sent for him.

And David said to Saul:—"Let no man's heart fail
because of him; thy servant will go and fight with this
Philistine." And Saul said to David:—"Thou art not
able to go against this Philistine to fight with him: for
thou art but a youth, and he a man of war from his
youth." And David said unto Saul:—"Thy servant kept
his father's sheep, and there came a lion, and a bear,
and took a lamb out of the flock: and | went out after
him, and smote him, and delivered it out of his mouth:
and when he arose against me, | caught him by his
beard, and smote him, and slew him. Thy servant slew
both the lion and the bear: and this uncircumcised
Philistine shall be as one of them, seeing he hath defied
the armies of the living God." David said moreover.—
"The Lord that delivered me out of the paw of the
lion, and out of the paw of the bear, He will deliver
me out of the hand of this Philistine." And Saul said
unto David:—"Go, and the Lord be with thee."

And Saul armed David with his armour, and he put
an helmet of brass upon his head; also he armed him
with a coat of mail. And David girded his sword upon
his armour, and he assayed to go; for he had not proved
it. And David said unto Saul:—" | cannot go with these;
for | have not proved them." And David put them off
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him. And he took his staff in his hand, and choose him
five smooth stones out of the brook, and put them in
a shepherd's bag which he had, even in a scrip; and his
sling was in his hand: and he drew near to the Philistine.
And the Philistine came on and drew near unto David;
and the man that bare the shield went before him. And
when the Philistine looked about, and saw David, he
disdained him: for he was but a youth, and ruddy, and
of a fair countenance. And the Philistine said unto
David:—"Am | a dog, that thou comest to me with
staves?' And the Philistine cursed David by his gods.
And the Philistine said to David:—"Come to me, and |
will give thy flesh unto the fowls of the air, and to the
beasts of the field." Then said David to the Philistine:—
"Thou comest to me with a sword, and with a spear,
and with a shield: but | come to thee in the name of
the Lord of hosts, the God of the armies of Israel, whom
thou hast defied. This day will the Lord deliver thee
into mine hand; and | will smite thee, and take thine
head from thee; and | will give the carcases of the host
of the Philistines this day unto the fowls of the air, and
to the wild beasts of the earth; that all the earth may
know that there is a God in Israel. And all this assembly
shall know that the Lord saveth not with sword and
spear: for the battle is the Lord's, and He will give you
into our hands."

And it came to when the Philistine arose, and
came and drew nigh to meet David, that David hasted,
and ran toward the army to meet the Philistine. And
David put his hand in his bag, and took thence a stone,
and dang it, and smote the Philistine in his forehead,
that the stone sunk into his forehead; and he fell upon
his face to the earth. So David prevailed over the
Philistine with a sling and with a stone, and smote the
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Philistine, and dew him; but there was no sword in the
hand of David. Therefore David ran, and stood upon
the Philistine, and took his sword, and drew it out
of the sheath thereof, and dew him, and cut off hi?
head therewith. And when the Philistines saw their
champion was dead, they fled. And the men of Israel
and of Judah arose, and shouted, and pursued the
Philistines, until thou come to the valley, and to the
gates of Ekron. And the wounded of the Philistines fell
down by the way to Shaaraim, even unto Gath, and
unto Ekron. And the children of Israel returned from
chasing after the Philistines, and they spoiled their
tents. And David took the head of the Philistine, and
brought it to Jerusalem; but he put his armour in
his tent.

And when Saul saw David go forth against the
Philistine, he said unto Abner, the captain of the host:—
"Abner, whose son is this youth?" And Abner said:—
"As thy soul liveth, O king, | cannot tell." And the
king said:—"Enquire thou whose son the stripling is."
And as David returned from the slaughter of the
Philistine, Abner took him, and brought him before
Saul with the head of the Philistine in his hand. And
Saul said to him:—"Whose son art thou, thou young
man?" And David answered:—"I am the son of thy
servant Jessethe Beth-lehemite."”

From i Samuel xvii.

CHRISTIAN AND APOLLYON

BUT now, inthisValley of Humiliation, poor Christian
was hard put to it; for he had gone but a little way,
before he espied a foul fiend coming over the field to



JOHN BUNYAN 49

meet him; his name is Apollyon. Then did Christian
begin to be afraid, and to cast his mind whether to go
back or stand his ground. But he considered again that
he had no armour for his back; and therefore thought
that to turn the back to him might give him the greater
advantage with esse to pierce him with his darts.
Therefore he resolved to venture and stand his ground,;
for, thought he, had I no more in mine eye than the
saving of my life, it would be the best way to stand.

So he went on, and Apollyon met him. Now the
monster was hideous to behold; he was clothed with
scaes, like a fish (and they are his pnde?, he had wings
like a dragon, feet like a bear, and out of his belly came
fire and smoke, and his mouth was as the mouth of a
lion. When he was come up to Christian, he beheld
him with a disdainful countenance, and thus began to
question with him.

ol. Whence come you ? and whither are you bound?

Chr. I am come from the City of Destruction, which
is the place of al evil, and am going to the City of Zion.

Apol. By this | percelve thou art one of my subjects,
for all that country ismine, and | am the prince and god
of it. How isit, then, that thou hast run away from thy
king? Were it not that | hope thou mayest do me
more service, | would strike thee now, at one blow,
to the ground.

Chr. I was born, indeed, in your dominions, but your
service was hard, and your wages such as a man could
not liveon, "for thewagesof sinisdeath” (Rom. vi. 23);
therefore, when | was come to years, | did as other
considerate persons do, look out, if, perhaps, | might
mend myself.

Apol. Thereisno Princethat will thuslightly lose his
subjects, neither will | as yet lose thee; but since thou
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complainest of thy service and wages, be content to go
back; what our country will afford, | do here promise
to give thee.

Chr. But | have let myself to another, even to the
King of princes; and how can I, with fairness, go back
with thee?

Apol Thou hast donein this, according to the proverb,
"Changed a bad for a worse"; but it is ordinary for
those that have professed themselves his servants, after
awhile to give him the slip, and return again to me. Do
thou so too, and all shall be well.

Chr. | have given him my faith, and sworn my
allegiance to him; how, then, can | go back from this,
and not be hanged as a traitor?

Apol Thou didst the same to me, and yet | am willing
to pass by all, if now thou wilt yet turn again and go back.

Chr. What | promised thee was in my nonage; and,
besides, | count the Prince under whose banner now 1
stand is able to absolve me; yea, and to pardon also
what | did as to my compliance with thee; and besides,
O thou destroying Apollyon! to speak truth, I like his
service, his wages, his servants, his government, his
company and country, better than thine; and, there-
fore, leave off to persuade me further; |1 am his servant,
and | will follow him.

Apol Consider, again, when thou art in cool blood,
what thou art like to meet with in the way that thou
goest. Thou knowest that, for the most part, his servants
come to an ill end, because they are transgressors against
me and my ways. How many of them have been put to
shameful deaths; and, besides, thou countest his service
better than mine, whereas he never came yet from the
place where he is to deliver any that served him out of
their hands; but as for me, how many times, as all the
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world very well knows, have | delivered, either by power,
or fraud, those that have faithfully served me, from
him and his, though taken by them; and so | will
deliver thee.

Chr. His forbearing at present to deliver them is on
purpose to try their love, whether they will cleave to
him to the end; and as for the ill end thou sayest they
come to, that is most glorious in their account; for, for
present deliverance, they do not much expect it, for
they stay for their glory, and then they shall have it,
when their Prince comes in his and the glory of the
angels.

Apol. Thou hast already been unfaithful in thy
service to him; and how dost thou think to receive
wages of him?

Chr. Wherein, O Apollyon! have | been unfaithful
to him?

Apol. Thou didst faint at first setting out, when thou
wast almost choked in the Gulf of Despond; thou didst
attempt wrong ways to be rid of thy burden, whereas
thou shouldest have stayed till thy Prince had taken it
off; thou didst sinfully sleep and lose thy choice thing;
thou wast, also, almost persuaded to go back, at the
sight of the lions; and when thou talkest of thy journey,
and of what thou hast heard and seen, thou art inwardly
desirous of vain-glory in all that thou sayest or doest.

Chr. All thisis true, and much more which thou hast
left out; but the Prince whom | serve and honour is
merciful, and ready to forgive; but, besides, these
infirmities possessed me in thy country, for there |
sucked them in; and | have groaned under them, been
sorry for them, and have obtained pardon of my Prince.

Apol. Then Apollyon broke out into a grievous rage,
saying, | am an enemy to this Prince; | hate his person,
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his laws, and people; | am come out on purpose to
withstand thee.

Chr. Apollyon, beware what you do; for | am in the
king's highway, the way of holiness; therefore take
heed to yourself.

Apol Then Apollyon straddled quite over the whole
breadth of the way, and said, | am void of fear in this
matter: prepare thyself to die; for | swear, by my
infernal den, that thou shalt go no further; here will
| spill thy soul.

And with that he threw aflaming dart at his breast;
but Christian had a shield in his hand, with which he
caught it, and so prevented the danger of that.

Then did Christian draw, for he saw it was time to
bestir him: and Apollyon as fast made at him, throwing
darts as thick as hail; by the which, notwithstanding
all that Christian could dotoavoidit, Apollyon wounded
himin his head, his hand, and foot. This made Christian
give a little back; Apollyon, therefore, followed his
work amain, and Christian again took courage, and
resisted as manfully as he could. This sore combat lasted
for above half a day, even till Christian was almost quite
spent; for you must know that Christian, by reason of
his wounds, must needs grow weaker and weaker.

Then Apollyon, espying his opportunity, began to
gather up close to Christian, and wrestling with him,
gave him adreadful fall; and with that Christian's sword
flew out of his hand. Then said Apollyon, | am sure of
thee now. And with that he had almost pressed him to
death, so that Christian began to despair of life: but as
God would have it, while Apollyon was fetching of his
last blow, thereby to make a full end of this good man,
Christian nimbly stretched out his hand for his sword,
and caught it, saying, " Rejoice not against me, O mine
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enemy: when | fall | shall arise" (Micah vii. 8); and
with that gave him a deadly thrust, which made him
give back, as one that had received his mortal wound
Christian perceiving that, made at him again, saying,
"Nay, in all these things we are more than conquerors
through him that loved us" (Rom. viii. 37). And with
that Apollyon spread forth his dragon's wings, and
sped him away, that Christian for a season saw him
no more. (James iv. 7.)

In this combat no man can imagine, unless he had
seen and heard as | did, what yelling and hideous
roaring Apollyon made all the time of the fight—he
spake like a dragon; and, on the other side, what sighs
and groans burst from Christian's heart. | never saw
him all the while give so much as one pleasant look, till
he perceived he had wounded Apollyon with his two-
edged sword; then, indeed, he did smile, and look
upward; but it was the dreadfulest sight that ever | saw.

A more unequal match can hardly be,—
Christian must fight an angel; but you see,

The valiant man by handling Sword and Shield,
Doth make him, though a Dragon, quit the field.

So when the battle was over, Christian said, "1 will
here give thanks to him that delivered me out of the
mouth of the lion, to him that did help me against
Apollyon." Andsohedid, saying—

" Great Beelzebub, the captain of this fiend.
Designed my ruin; therefore to this end
He sent him harnessed out: and he with rage
That hellish was, did fiercely me engage.
But blessed Michael helped me, and |,
By dint of sword, did quickly make him fly.
Therefore to him let me give lasting praise,
And thank and bless bis holy name always."
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Then there came to him a hand, with some of the
leaves of the tree of life, the which Christian took, and
applied to the wounds that he had received in the
battle, and was healed immediately. He aso sat down
in that place to eat bread, and to drink of the bottle
that was given him a little before; so, being refreshed,
he addressed himself to his journey, with his sword
drawn in his hand; for he said, | know not but some
other enemy may be at hand. But he met with no
other affront from Apollyon quite through this valley.

From The Pilgrim's Progress, by
JOHN BUNYAN.

HOWHEREWARD LOST SWORD BRAINBITER

" ON account of which," says the chronicler, "many
troubles came to Here ward: because Torfrida was most
wise, and of great counsel in need. For afterwards, as
he himself confessed, things went not so well with him
as they did in her time."

And the first thing that went ill was this. He was
riding through the Bruneswald, and behind him Geri,
Gwenoch and Matelgar, these three. And there met
him in an open glade a knight, the biggest man he had
ever seen, on the biggest horse, and five knights behind
him. He was an Englishman, and not a Frenchman, by
his dress; and Hereward spoke courteously enough to
him. But who he was, and what his business was in the
Bruneswald, Hereward thought that he had aright to ask.

"Tell me who thou art who askest, before | tell thee
who | am who am asked, riding here on common land,"
quoth the kinght, surlily enough.
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"l am Hereward, without whose leave no man has
ridden the Bruneswald for many a day."

"And | am Letwold the Englishman, who rides
whither he will in merry England, without care for any
Frenchman upon earth."

" Frenchman ? Why callest thou me Frenchman, man ?
| am Hereward,"

"Then thou art, if tales be true, as French as Ivo
Taillebois. | hear that thou hast left thy true lady,
like a fool and a churl, and goest to London, or Win-
chester, or the nether pit—I care not which—to make
thy peace with The Mamzer."

The man was a surly brute: but what he said was
so true, that Hereward's wrath arose. He had promised
Torfrida many a time, never to quarrel with an English-
man, but to endure all things. Now, out of very spite
to Torfrida's counsel, because it was Torfnda's, and he
had promised to obey it, he took up the quarrel.

"If I am a fool and a churl, thou art a greater fool,
to provoke thine own death; and a greater "

"Spare your breath,”" said the big man, "and let me
try Hereward, as | have many another."

Whereon they dropped their lance-points, and rode at
each other like two mad bulls. And, by the contagion
of folly common in the middle age, at each other rode
Hereward's three knights and Letwold's five. The two
leaders found themselves both rolling on the ground;
jumped up, drew their swords, and hewed away at each
other. Geri unhorsed his man at the first charge, and
left him stunned. Then he turned on another, and did
the same by him. Gwenoch and Matelgar each over-
threw their man. The fifth of Letwold's knights threw
up his lance-point, not liking his new company. Geri

Churl: O. English "man"; later used as term of contempt.
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and the other two rode in on the two chiefs, who were
fighting hard, each under shield.

"Stand back!" roared Hereward, "and give the
knight fair play! When did any one of us want a man
to help him? Kill or die single has been our rule, and
shall be."

They threw up their lance-points, and stood round
to see that great fight. Letwold's knight rode in among
them, and stood likewise; and friend and foe looked
on, as they might at a pair of game cocks.

Hereward had, to his own surprise and that of his
fellows, met his match. The sparks flew, the iron clanged:
but so heavy were the stranger's strokes, that Hereward
reeled again and again. So sure was the guard of his
shield, that Hereward could not wound him, hit where
he would. At last he dealt a furious blow on the
stranger's head.

"I f that does not bring your master downl" quoth
Geri. " By , Brainbiter is gone!"

It was too true. Sword Brain biter's end was come.
The Ogre's magic blade had snapt off short by
the hilt.

" Your master is a true Englishman, by the hardness
of his brains," quoth Gwenoch, as the stranger, reeling
for a moment, lifted up his head, and stared at Here-
ward in the face, doubtful what to do.

"Will you yield, or fight on?" cried he.

"Yield?" shouted Hereward, rushing upon him, as
a mastiff might on a lion, and striking at his helm,
though shorter than him by a head and shoulders, such
swift and terrible blows with the broken hilt, as
staggered the tall stranger.

"What are you at, forgetting what you have at your
side?" roared Geri.
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Here ward sprang back. He had, as was his custom, a
second sword on his right thigh.

" | forget everything now," said he to himself angrily.

And that was too true. But he drew the second sword,
and sprang at his man once more.

The stranger tried, according to the chronicler, who
probably had it from one of the three bystanders, a
blow which has cost many a brave man his life. He
struck right down on Hereward's head. Here ward
raised his shield, warding the stroke, and threw in that
coup de jarret which there is no guarding, after the
downright blow has been given. The stranger dropped
upon his wounded knee.

"Yield," cried Hereward in histurn.

"That is not my fashion." And the stranger fought
on upon his stumps, like Witherington in Chevy Chase.

Hereward, mad with the sight of blood, struck at him
four or five times. The stranger's guard was so quick
that he could not hit him, even on his knee. He held
his hand, and drew back, looking at his new rival.

"What the murrain are we two fighting about?"
said he, at last.

"l know not; neither care,” said the other, with a
grim chuckle. "But if any man will fight me, him |
fight, ever since | had beard to my chin."

"Thou art the best man that ever | faced."

"That is like enough."

"What wilt thou take, if I give thee thy life?"

"My way on which | was going. For | turn back for
no man alive on land."

"Then thou hast not had enough of me?"

"Not by another hour."

"Thou must be born of fiend, and not of man."

Coup dejarret. Hamstringer (lit.).
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"Very like. It is a wise son knows his own father."

Hereward burst out laughing.

"Would to Heaven | had had thee for my man this
three years since."

"Perhaps | would not have been thy man."

"Why not?"

" Because | have been my own man ever since | was
born, and am well content with myself for my master."

"Shall | bind up thy leg?" asked Hereward, having
no more to say, and not wishing to kill the man.

"No. It will grow again, like a crab's claw."

"Thou art a fiend." And Hereward turned away,
sulky, and half airaid.

"Very like. No man knows what a devil he is, till
he tries."

"What dost mean?" and Hereward turned angrily
back.

"Fiends we are all, till God's grace comes."

"Little grace has come to thee yet, by thy ungracious
tongue."

" Rough to men, may be gracious to women."

" What hast thou to dowith women ?" asked Hereward
fiercely.

" | have a wife, and | love her."

"Thou art not like to get back to her to-day."

"1 fear not, with this paltry scratch. | had looked for
a cut from thee; would have saved me all fighting
henceforth."

"What dost mean?" asked Hereward with an oath.

"That my wifeisin heaven, and | would needs follow
her."

Hereward got on his horse and rode away. Never
could he find out who that Sir Letwold was, or how he
cameintotheBruneswald. All heknew was, that he never
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had had such a fight since he wore beard; and that he
had lost sword Brainbiter: from which hisevil conscience
augured that his luck had turned, and that he should
lose many things beside.
From Hereward the Wake, by CHARLES
KINGSLEY.

THE COMBAT

"HAVE, then, thy wish!"—he whistled shrill,

And he was answer'd from the hill;

Wild as the scream of the curlew,

From crag to crag the signal flew.

Instant, through copse and heath, arose

Bonnets and spears and bended bows;

Onright, on left, above, below,

Sprung up at once the lurking foe;

From shingles grey their lances start,

The bracken bush sends forth the dart,

The rushes and the willow-wand

Are bristling into axe and brand,

And every tuft of broom gives life

To plaided warrior arm'd for strife.

That whistle garrison'd the glen

At once with full five hundred men,

As if the yawning hill to heaven

A subterranean host had given.

Watching their leader's beck and will.

All silent there they stood, and still.
Have then thy wish. In the previous section Fitz-James had

expressed a desire to meet in combat Roderick Dhu; his wish
is granted in the dramatic manner described in Section i x.
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Like the loose crags, whose threatening mass
Lay tottering o'er the hollow pass,

As if an infant's touch could urge

Their headlong passage down the verge,

W ith step and weapon forward flung,

Upon the mountain-side they hung.

The Mountaineer cast glance of pride

Along Benledi'sliving side,

Then fix'd his eye and sable brow

Full on Fitz-James—"How say'st thou now?
These are Clan-Al pine's warriors true;

And, Saxon,—I am Roderick D hul"

Fitz-James was brave:(—Though to his heart
Thelife-bloodthrill'dwith sudden start,
He mann'd himself with dauntless air,
Return'd the Chief his haughty stare,
His back against a rock he bore,
And firmly placed his foot before:—
" Come one, come all | thisrock shall fly
Fromitsfirmbassassoonas!| . "
Sir Roderick mark'd—and in his eyes
Respect was mingled with surprise,
And the stern joy which warriors feel
In foemen worthy of their steel.
Short space he stood—then waved his hand;
Down sunk the disappearing band;
Each warrior vanish'd where he stood,
In broom or bracken, heath or wood;
Sunk brand and spear and bended bow,
In osiers pale and copses low;
The Mountaineer. Roderick Dhu.

Benledi's. Benledi, a mountain to the north of Coilantogle, the
scene of the fight between Fitz-James and Roderick Dhu.



SIR WALTER SCOTT 61

It seem'd as if their mother Earth

Had swallow'd up her warlike birth.

The wind's last breath had toss'd in air.
Pennon, and plaid, and plumage fair,—

The next but swept alone hill-side,

Where heath and fern were waving wide:

The sun's last glance was glinted back,

From spear and glaive, from targe and jack,—
The next, all unreflected, shone

On bracken green, and cold grey stone.

Fitz-James look'd round—yet scarce believed
The witness that his sight received;
Such apparition well might seem
Delusion of a dreadful dream.
Sir Roderick in suspense he eyed,
And to his look the Chief replied,
" Fear nought—nay, that | need not say-
But—doubt not aught from mine array.
Thou art my guest;—I pledged my word
As far as Coilantogle ford:
Nor would | call a clansman's brand
For aid against one valiant hand,
Though on our strife lay every vale
Rent by the Saxon from the Gael.
So move we on;—1 only meant
To show the reed on which you leant,
Deeming this path you might pursue
Without a pass from Roderick Dhu."
They moved:—I said Fitz-James was brave,
As ever knight that belted glaive;
Y et dare not say, that now his blood
Kept on itswont and temper'd flood,

Glaive. Broadsword. Targe. Buckler.  Jack. Dagger.
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As, following Roderick's stride, he drew
That seeming lonesome pathway through,
Which yet, by fearful proof, was rife
With lances, that, to take his life,
Waited but signal from a guide,

So late dishonour'd and defied.

Ever, by stealth, his eye sought round
The vanish'd guardians of the ground,
And still, from copse and heather deep,
Fancy saw spear and broadsword peep.
And in the plover's shrilly strain,

The signal whistle heard again.

Nor breathed he free till far behind
The pass was left; for then they wind
Along awide and level green,

Where neither tree nor tuft was seen.
Nor rush nor bush of broom was near,
To hide a bonnet or a spear.

The Chief in silence strode before,

And reach'd that torrent's sounding shore,
Which, daughter of three mighty lakes,
From Vennachar in silver breaks,

Sweeps through the plain, and ceaseless mines
On Bochastle the mouldering lines,

Where Rome, the Empress of the world,
Of yore her eagle wings unfurl'd.

And here his course the Chieftain staid,
Threw down his target and his plaid,

And to the Lowland warrior said:—

Vennachar. The Teith flows from the eastern extremity
Loch Vennachar.

The mouldering lines. A reference to the supposed traces of
Roman occupation in the neighbouring mounds.

of
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"Bold Saxon! to his promise just,
Vich-Alpine has discharged his trust.

This murderous Chief, this ruthless man.
This head of a rebellious clan,

Hath led thee safe, through watch and ward.
Far past Clan-Alpine's outmost guard.
Now, man to man, and steel to steel,

A Chieftain's vengeance thou shalt feel.
See here, all vantageless | stand,

Arm'd, like thyself, with single brand:

For thisis Coilantogle ford,

And thou must keep thee with thy sword."

The Saxon paused:—"1 ne'er delay'd,
When foeman bade me draw my blade;
Nay, more, brave Chief, | vow'd thy death:
Yet sure thy fair and generous faith.
And my deep debt for life preserved,

A better meed have well deserved:

Can nought but blood our feud atone?
Are there no means?" —"No, Stranger, none
And hear,—tofirethy flagging zeal,—
The Saxon cause restson thy steel;

For thus spoke Fate, by prophet bred
Between the living and the dead;

'"Who spills the foremost foeman's life,
His party conquersin the strife,'—
"Then, by my word," the Saxon said,
"Theriddleis already read.

Seek yonder brake beneath the cliff,—
There lies Red Murdoch, stark and tiff.
Thus Fate has solved her prophecy,
Then yield to Fate, and not to me.

To James, at Stirling, let, us
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When, if thou wilt be still his foe,

Or if the king shall not agree

To grant thee grace and favour free,

| plight mine honour, oath, and word,
That, to thy native strengths restored,
Wi th each advantage shalt thou stand,
That aids thee now to guard thy land."

Dark lightning flash'd from Roderick's eye—

" Soarsthy presurenéation, then, so high,

Because awretched kern ye dew,

Homage to name to Roderick Dhu ?

He yields not, he, to man nor Fate!

Thou add'st but fuel to my hate:—

My clansman'’s blood demands revenge.

Nor yet prepared >—By heaven, | change

My thought, and hold thy valour light

Asthat of some vain carpet knight,

Who ill deserved my courteous care,

And whose best boast is but to wear

A braid of his fair lady's hair."—

"| thank thee, Roderick, for theword !

It nerves my heart, it steels my sword;

For | have sworn this blade to stain

In the best blood that warms thy vein.

Now, truce, farewell | and, ruth, begone | —

Y et think not that by thee alone,

Proud chief | can courtesy be shown;

Though not from copse, or heath, or cairn,

Start at my whistle clansmen stern,

Of thissmall horn one feeble blast

Would fearful odds against thee cast.

But fear not—doubt not—which thou wilt—
Kern, Peasant.
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We try this quarrel hilt to hilt."—

Then each at once his falchion drew,

Each on the ground his scabbard threw,
Each look'd to sun, and stream, and plain,
As what they ne'er might see again;

Then foot, and point, and eye opposed,

In dubious strife they darkly closed.

[l fared it then with Roderick Dhu,
That on the field his targe he threw,
Whose brazen studs and tough bull-hide
Had death so often dash'd aside;

For, train'd abroad his arms to wield,
Fitz-James's blade was sword and shield.
He practised every pass and ward,

To thrust, to strike, to feint, to guard;
While less expert, though stronger far,
The Gael maintained unequal war.
Three times in closing strife they stood,
And thrice the Saxon blade drank blood;
No stinted draught, no scanty tide,

The gushing flood the tartans dyed.
Fierce Roderick felt the fatal drain,

And shower'd his blows like wintry rain;
And, as firm rock, or castle-roof,

Against the winter shower is proof,

The foe, invulnerable still,

Foil'd hiswild rage by steady skill;

Till, at advantage ta'en, his brand
Forced Roderick's weapon from his hand,
And backward borne upon the lea,
Brought the proud Chieftain to his knee.

"Now, yield thee, or by Him who made
Falchion. Broad, curved sword.
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The world, thy heart's blood dyes my blade!"
"Thy threats, thy mercy, | defy!

Let recreant yield, who fears to die.”
—Like adder darting from his coil,

Like wolf that dashes through the toil,
Like mountain-cat who guards her young,
Full at Fitz-James's throat he sprung;
Received, but reck'd not of a wound,

And lock'd his arms his foeman round.—
Now, gallant Saxon, hold thine own!

No maiden's hand is round thee thrown!
That desperate grasp thy frame might feel,
Through bars of brass and triple steel!—
They tug, they strain! down, down they go,
The Gael above, Fitz-James below.

The Chieftain's gripe his throat compress'd,
His knee was planted on his breast;

His clotted locks he backward threw,
Across his brow his hand he drew,

From blood and mist to clear his sight,
Then gleamed aloft his dagger bright!—
—But hate and fury ill supplied

The stream of life's exhausted tide,

And all too late the advantage came,

To turn the odds of deadly game;

For, while the dagger gleam'd on high,
Reel'd soul and sense, reel'd brain and eye.
Down came the blow! but in the heath
The erring blade found bloodless sheath.
The struggling foe may now unclasp

The fainting Chief's relaxing grasp;
Unwounded from the dreadful close,

But breathless all, Fitz-James arose.

From The Lady of the Lake, by SIR WALTER SCOTT.
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THE FLAMING TINMAN

| sTooD stock still supporting the shafts of the little
cart in my hand, and bending the right side of my face
slightly towards the ground; but | could hear nothing;
the noise which I thought | had heard was not one of
those sounds which | was accustomed to hear in that
solitude, the note of a bird, or the rustling of a bough;
it was—there, | heard it again, a sound very much
resembling the grating of a wheel amongst gravel.
Could it proceed from the road? Oh no, the road was
too far distant for me to hear the noise of anything
moving along it. Again | listened, and now | distinctly
heard the sound of wheels, which seemed to be approach-
ing the dingle; nearer and nearer they drew, and
presently the sound of wheels was blended with the
murmur of voices. Anon | heard a boisterous shout,
which seemed to proceed from the entrance of the dingle.
"Here are folks at hand," said I, letting the shaft of the
cart fall to the ground, "is it possible that they can
be coming here?"

My doubts on that point, if | entertained any, were
soon dispelled; the wheels, which had ceased moving
for a moment or two, were once again in motion, and
werenow evidently moving down thewinding pathwhich
led to my retreat. Leaving my cart, | came forward and
placed myself near the entrance of the open space, with
my eyes fixed on the path down which my unexpected
and | may say unwelcome visitors were coming. Presently
| heard a stamping or sliding, as if of a horse in some
difficulty; and then aloud curse, and the next moment
appeared a man and a horse and cart; the former holding
the head of the horse up to prevent him from falling, of
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which he was in danger, owing to the precipitous nature
of the path. Whilst thus occupied, the head of the man
was averted from me. When, however, he had reached
the bottom of the descent, he turned his head, and
perceiving me, as | stood bareheaded, without either
coat or waistcoat, about two yards from him, he gave
a sudden start, so violent that the backward motion of
his hand had nearly flung the horse upon his haunches.

"Why don't you move forward?" said a voice from
behind, apparently that of a female, "you are stopping
up the way, and we shall be all down upon one another ";
and | saw the head of another horse overtopping the
back of the cart.

"Why don't you move forward, Jack?" said another
voice, also of a female, yet higher up the path.

The man stirred not, but remained staring at me in
the posture which he had assumed on first perceiving
me, his body very much drawn back, his left foot far in
advance of hisright, and with hisright hand still grasping
the halter of the horse, which gave way more and more,
till it was clean down on its haunches.

"What is the matter?" said the voice which | had
last heard.

"Get back with you, Belle, Moll," said the man, still
staring at me, "here's something not over-canny or
comfortable."

"What is it?" said the same voice; "let me pass,
Moll, and I'll soon clear the way," and | heard a kind
of rushing down the path.

"You need not be afraid," said |, addressing myself
to the man, "I mean you no harm; | am a wanderer
like yourself—come here to seek for shelter—you need
not be afraid; | am a Rome chabo by matriculation

A Rome chabo. A Gypsy lad.
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—one of the right sort, and no mistake—Good day to
ye, brother; | bids ye welcome."

The man eyed me suspiciously for a moment—then,
turning to his horse with aloud curse, he pulled him up
from his haunches, and led him and the cart farther
down to one side of the dingle, muttering as he passed
me, "Afraid. Hm!"

| do not remember ever to have seen a more ruffianly-
looking fellow; he was about six feet high, with an
immensely athletic frame; his face was black and bluff,
and sported an immense pair of whiskers, but with
here and there a grey hair, for his age could not be much
under fifty. He wore a faded blue frock-coat, corduroys,
and highlows—on his black head was a kind of red
nightcap, round his bull neck a Barcelona handkerchief
—1 did not like the look of the man at all.

"Afraid," growled the fellow, proceeding to unharness
his horse; "that was the word, | think."

But other figures were now already upon the scene.
Dashing past the other horse and cart, which by this
time had reached the bottom of the pass, appeared an
exceedingly tall woman, or rather girl, for she could
scarcely have been above eighteen; she was dressed in a
tight bodice and a blue stuff gown; hat, bonnet, or cap
she had none, and her hair, which was flaxen, hung
down on her shoulders unconfined; her complexion was
fair, and her features handsome, with a determined but
open expression—she was followed by another female,
about forty, stout and vulgar-looking, at whom |
scarcely glanced, my whole attention being absorbed
by the tall girl.

"What's the matter, Jack?" said the latter, looking
at the man.

Highlows. Boots reaching over the ankles.
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"Only afraid, that'sall," said the man, still proceeding
with his work.
"Afraid at what—at that lad? why, he looks like a
ghost—I would engage to thrash him with one hand."
"Y ou might beat me with no hands at all," said I,
"fair damsel, only by looking at me—I never saw such
a face and figure, both regal—why, you look like
Ingeborg, Queen of Norway; she had twelve brothers,
you know, and could lick them all, though they
were heroes:
"' On Dovrefeld in Norway,
Wer e once together seen,

The twelve heroic brothers
Of Ingeborg the queen.' "

"None of your chaffing, young fellow," said the tall
girl, "or I will give you what shall make you wipe your
face, be civil, or you will rue it."

"Well, perhaps | was a peg too high," said |, "I ask
your pardon—here's something a bit lower:

" ' As | was jawing to the gav yeck divvus
I met on the drom miro Rommany chi

"None of your Rommany chies, young fellow," said
the tall girl, looking more menacingly than before, and
clenching her fist, "you had better be civil, | am none
of your chies; and, though | keep company with gypsies,
or, to speak more proper, half and halfs, | would have
you to know that | come of Christian blood and parents,
and was born in the great house of Long Melford."

"I have no doubt," said I, "that it was a great house;
judging from your size, | shouldn't wonder if you were
born in a church.”

As J was jawing, etc.

As | to the town was going one day
My Gypsy lass| met by the way.
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"Stay, Belle," said the man, putting himself before
the young virago, who was about to rush upon me, "my
turn is first"—then, advancing to me in a menacing
attitude, hesaid, with alook of deep malignity, "' Afraid’
was the word, wasn't it?"

"It was," said I, " but | think | wronged you; | should
have said aghast, you exhibited every symptom of one
labouring under uncontrollable fear."

The fellow stared at me with alook of stupid ferocity,
and appeared to be hesitating whether to strike or not:
ere he could make up his mind, the tall girl stepped
forward, crying, "He's chaffing; let me at him"; and,
before | could put myself on my guard, she struck me
a blow on the face which had nearly brought me to
the ground.

"Enough," said |, putting my hand to my cheek;
"you have now performed your promise, and made me
wipe my face: now be pacified, and tell me fairly the
ground of this quarrel."

"Grounds!" said the fellow; "didn't you say | was
afraid; and if you hadn't, who gave you leave to camp
on my ground?"

“Isit your ground?" said |I.

"A pretty question,” said the fellow; "as if all the
world didn't know that. Do you know who | am?"

"I guess | do," said |; "unless | am much mistaken,
you are he whom folks call the 'Flaming Tinman.' To
tell you the truth, 1'm glad we have met, for | wished to
se you. These are your two wives, | suppose; | greet
them. There's no harm done—there's room enough
here for all of us—we shall soon be good friends, | dare
say; and when we are a little better acquainted, I'll
tell you my history."

"Well, if that doesn't beat all," said the fellow.
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"1 don't think he's chaffing now," said the girl, whose
anger seemed to have subsided on a sudden; "the
young man speaks civil enough/'

"Civil," said the fellow, with an oath; "but that's
just like you; with you it is a blow, and ail over. Civil!
| suppose you would have him stay here, and get into
all my secrets, and hear all | may have to say to my
two morts."

"Two morts," said the girl, kindling up, "where are
they? Speak for one, and no more. | am no mort of
yours, whatever someone €lse may be. | tell you one
thing, Black John, or Anselo, for t'other an't your
name, the same thing | told the young man here, be
civil, or you will rue it."

The fellow looked at the girl furiously, but his glance
soon quailed before hers; he withdrew his eyes, and cast
them on my little horse, which was feeding amongst the
trees. "What's this?" said he, rushing forward and
seizing the animal. "Why, as | am alive, this is the
horse of that mumping villain Slingshy."

"It's his no longer; | bought it and paid forit."

"It's mine now," said the fellow; "I swore | would
seize it the next time | found it on my beat; ay, and
beat the master too."

"| am not Slingsby."

"All's one for that."

"You don't say you will beat me?"

“Afraid was the word."

"1'm sick and feeble."

"Hold upyour fists."

"Won't the horse satisfy you?"

"Horse nor bellows either."

"“No mercy, then."

Mort. Companion.
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"Here'sat you."

"Mind your eyes, Jack. There, you've gotit. | thought
so," shouted the girl, as the fellow staggered back from
a sharp blow in the eye. "I thought he was chaffing at
you all along."

" Never mind, Anselo. You know what to do—go in,"
said the vulgar woman, who had hitherto not spoken a
word, but who now came forward with all the look of a
fury; "goin apopli; you'll smash ten like he."

The Flaming Tinman took her advice, and came
in bent on smashing, but stopped short on receiving a
left-handed blow on the nose.

"You'll never beat the Flaming Tinman in that way,"
said the girl, looking at me doubtfully.

And so | began to think myself, when, in the twinkling
of an eye, the Flaming Tinman, disengaging himself of
his frock-coat, and dashing off his red night-cap, came
rushing in more desperately than ever. To a flush hit
which he received in the mouth he paid as little attention
as awild bull would have done; in a moment his arms
were around me, and in another, he had hurled me
down, falling heavily upon me. The fellow's strength
appeared to be tremendous.

"Pay him off now," said the vulgar woman. The
Flaming Tinman made no reply, but, planting his knee
on my breast, seized my throat with two huge horny
hands. | gave myself up for dead, and probably should
have been so in another minute but for the tall girl, who
caught hold of the handkerchief which the fellow wore
round his neck with a grasp nearly as powerful as that
with which he pressed my throat.

"Do you call that fair play?" said she.

"Hands off, Belle,” said the other woman; "do you

Apopli. Again.
*c
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call it fair play to interfere? hands off, or |'ll be down
upon you myself."

But Belle paid no heed to the injunction, and tugged
so hard at the handkerchief, that the Flaming Tinman
was nearly throttled; suddenly relinquishing his hold
of me, he started on his feet, and aimed a blow at my
fair preserver, who avoided it, but said coolly:

"Finish t'other business first, and then I'm your
woman whenever you like; but finish it fairly—no

foul play when I'm by—I1'll be the boy's second, and
Moll can pick up you when he happens to knock
you down."

The battle during the next ten minutes raged with
considerable fury, but it so happened that during this
time | was never able to knock the Flaming Tinman
down, but on the contrary received six knock-down
blows myself. "I can never stand this," said I, as | sat
on the knee of Belle, "I am afraid | must give in; the
Flaming Tinman hits very hard," and | spat out a
mouthful of blood.

"Sure enough you'll never beat the Flaming Tinman
in the way you fight—it's of no use flipping at the
Flaming Tinman with your left hand; why don't you
use your right?"

"Because |'m not handy with it," said I; and then
getting up, | once more confronted the Flaming Tinman,
and struck him six blows for his one, but they were all
left-handed blows, and the blow which the Flaming
Tinman gave me knocked me off my legs.

"Now will you use Long Melford?" said Belle,
picking me up.

"I don't know what you mean by Long Melford,"
said |, gasping for breath.

"Why, this long right of yours," said Belle, feeling
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my right arm—"if you do, | shouldn't wonder if you
yet stand a chance."

And now the Flaming Tinman was once more ready,
much more ready than myself. |, however, rose from
my second's knee as well as my weakness would permit
me; on he came, striking left and right, appearing
almost as fresh as to wind and spirit as when he first
commenced the combat, though his eyes were con-
siderably swelled, and his nether lip was cut in two;
on he came, striking left and right, and | did not like
his blows at all, or even the wind of them, which was
anything but agreeable, and | gave way before him. At
last he aimed a blow, which, had it taken full effect,
would doubtless have ended the battle, but, owing to
his slipping, the fist only grazed my left shoulder, and
came with terrific force against a tree, close to which
| had been driven; before the tinman could recover
himself, | collected all my strength, and struck him
beneath the ear, and then fell to the ground completely
exhausted, and it so happened that the blow which
| struck the Tinker beneath the ear was a right-handed
blow.

"Hurrah for Long Melford!" | heard Belle exclaim;
"there is nothing like Long Melford for shortness all
the world over."

At these words, | turned round my head as | lay, and
perceived the Flaming Tinman stretched upon the ground
apparently sensdless. "He is dead,” said the vulgar
woman, as she vainly endeavoured to raise him up; " he
is dead; the best man in all the north country, Kkilled in
this fashion, by a boy." Alarmed at these words, | made
shift to get on my feet; and, with the assistance of the
woman, placed my fallen adversary in a sitting posture.
| put my hand to his heart, and felt a slight pulsation:
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"He's not dead," said I, "only stunned; if he were let
blood, he would recover presently." | produced a pen-
knife which | had in my pocket, and, baring the arm of
the Tinman, was about to make the necessary incision,
when the woman gave me a violent blow, and, pushing
me aside, exclaimed, " |'l | tear the eyes out of your head,
if you offer to touch him. Do you want to complete your
work, and murder him outright, now he's asleep? you
have had enough of his blood already." " Y ou are mad,"
said I, " | only seek to do him service. Well, if youwon't
let him be blooded, fetch some water and fling it into
his face, you know where the pitit."

"A pretty manoeuvre," said the woman; "leave my
husband in the hands of you and that limmer, who has
never been true to us; | should find him strangled or
his throat cut when | came back." "Do you go," said
I, to the tall girl, "take the can and fetch some water
from the pit." "You had better go yourself," said the
girl, wiping a tear as she looked on the yet senseless
form of the tinker; "you had better go yourself, if you
think water will do him good." | had by this time some-
what recovered my exhausted powers, and, taking the
can, | bent my steps as fast as | could to the pit;
arriving there, | lay down on the brink, took a long
draught, and then plunged my head into the water;
after which | filled the can, and bent my way back to
the dingle. Before | could reach the path which led
down into its depths, | had to pass some way along its
side; | had arrived at a part immediately over the scene
of the last encounter, where the bank, overgrown with
trees, sloped precipitously down. Here | heard a loud
sound of voices in the dingle; | stopped, and laying hold
of a tree, leaned over the bank and listened. The two
women appeared to be in hot dispute in the dingle. " I t
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was all owing to you, you limmer," said the vulgar
woman to the other; "had you not interfered, the old
man would soon have settled the boy."

"I'm for fair play and Long Melford," said the other.
"1 f your old man, as you call him, could have settled
the boy fairly, he might, for all | should have cared,
but no foul work for me; and as for sticking the boy
with our gulleys when he comes back, as you proposed,
I am not so fond of your old man or you that | should
oblige you in it, to my soul's destruction." "Hold your
tongue, or | 'l “: | listened no farther, but hastened
as fast as | could to the dingle. My adversary had just
begun to show signs of animation; the vulgar woman
was still supporting him, and occasionally cast glances
of anger at the tall girl, who waswalking slowly up and
down. | lost no time in dashing the greater part of the
water into the Tinman's face, whereupon he sneezed,
moved his hands, and presently looked round him. At
first his looks were dull and heavy, and without any
intelligence at all; he soon, however, began to recollect
himself, and to be conscious of his situation; he cast
a scowling glance at me, then one of the deepest malig-
nity at the tall girl, whowas still walking about without
taking much notice of what was going forward. At last
he looked at his right hand, which had evidently
suffered from the blow against the tree, and a half-
stifled curse escaped his lips. The vulgar woman now
said something to him in alow tone, whereupon he looked
at her for a moment, and then got upon his legs. Again
the vulgar woman said something to him; her looks
were furious, and she appeared to be urging him on to
attempt something. | observed that she had a clasped
knife in her hand. The fellow remained standing for

Limmer. Rogue, wastrel. Gulleys. Knives.
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some time as if hesitating what to do; at last he looked
at his hand, and, shaking his head, said something to
the woman which | did not understand. The tall girl,
however, appeared to overhear him, and, probably
repeating his words, said, "No, it won't do; you are
right there, and now hear what | have to say,—let
bygones be bygones, and let us all shake hands, and
camp here, as the young man was saying just now."
The man looked at her, and then, without any reply,
went to his horse, which was lying down among the
trees, and kicking it up, led it to the cart, to which he
forthwith began to harness it. The other cart and horse
had remained standing motionless during the whole
affair which | have been recounting, at the bottom of
the pass. The woman now took the horse by the head,
and leading it with the cart into the open part of the
dingle turned both round, and then led them back, till
the horse and cart had mounted a little way up the
ascent; she then stood still and appeared to be expecting
the man. During this proceeding Belle had stood looking
on without saying anything; at last, perceiving that
the man had harnessed his horse to the other cart, and
that both he and the woman were about to take their
departure, she said, "You are not going, are you?"
Receiving no answer, she continued: "I tell you what,
both of you, Black John, and you, Moll, his mort, this
is not treating me over civilly,—however, | am ready to
put up withit, and go with you if you like, for | bear no
malice. 1'm sorry for what has happened, but you have
only yourselves to thank for it. Now, shall 1 go with
you, only tell me?" The man made no manner of reply,
but flogged his horse. The woman, however, whose
passions were probably under less control, replied, with
a screeching tone, "Stay where you are, you jade, and
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may the curse of Judas cling to you,—stay with the
bit of a mullo whom you helped, and my only hope is
that he may gulley you before he comes to be——
Have you with us, indeed! after what's past, no, nor
nothing belonging to you. Fetch down your mailla go-
cart and live here with your chabo." She then whipped
on the horse, and ascended the pass, followed by the
man. The carts were light, and they were not long in
ascending the winding path. | followed to see that they
took their departure. Arriving at the top, | found near
the entrance a small donkey-cart, which | concluded
belonged to the girl. The tinker and his mort were
already at some distance; | stood looking after them
for some little time, then taking the donkey by the
reins | led it with the cart to the bottom of the dingle.
Arrived there, | found Belle seated on the stone by the
fireplace. Her hair was all dishevelled, and she was
in tears.

"They were bad people,” she said, "and | did not
like them, but they were my only acquaintance in the
wide world."

From Lavengro, by GEORGE BORROW.

AN IMPORTANT ITEM

Now the cause of my leaving Tiverton school, and the
way of it, were asfollows. On the 29th day of November,
in the year of our Lord 1673, the very day when | was
twelve years old, and had spent all my substance in
sweetmeats, with which | made treat to the little boys,
till the large boys ran in and took them, we came out

Mullo.  Youngster. Mailla. Donkey.
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of school at five o'clock, as the rule is upon Tuesdays.
According to custom, we drove the day-boys in brave
rout down the causeway, from the school-porch, even
to the gate where Cop has his dwelling and duty. Little
it recked us and helped them less, that they were our
founder's citizens, and haply his own grand-nephews
(for he left no direct descendants), neither did we much
inquire what their lineage was. For it had long been
fixed among us, who were of the house and chambers*
that these same day-boys were all "caddes," as we had
discovered to call it, because they paid no groat for
their schooling, and brought their own commons with
them. In consumption of these we would help them,
for our fare in hall fed appetite; and v/hile we ate their
victuals we allowed them freely to talk to us. Never-
theless, we could not feel, when all the victuals were
gone, but that these boys required kicking from the
premises of Blundell. And some of them were shop-
keepers' sons, young grocers, fellmongers, and poul-
terers, and these, to their credit, seemed to know how
righteous it was to kick them. But others were of high
family, as any need be, in Devon—Carews, and Bou-
chiers, and Bastards, and some of these would turn
sometimes, and strike the boy that kicked them. But
to do them justice, even these knew that they must
be kicked for not paying.

After these "charity-boys" were gone, as in con-
tumely we called them—" If you break my bag on my
head," said one, "whence will you dine to-morrow?"
—and after old Cop with clang of iron had jammed the
double gates in under the scruff-stone archway, where-
upon are Latin verses, done in brass of small quality,
some of us who were not hungry, and cared not for the

Fellmonger. Dealer in skins.
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supper-bell, having sucked much parliament and dumps
at my only charges—not that | ever bore much wealth,
but because | had been thrifting it for this time of my
birth,—we were leaning quite at dusk against the iron
bars of the gate, some six, or it may be seven, of us, small
boys all, and not conspicuous in the closing of the day-
light and the fog that came at eventide, else Cop would
have rated us up the green, for he was churly to little
boys when his wife had taken their money. There was
plenty ol room for all of us, for the gate will hold nine
boys close-packed, unless they be fed rankly, whereof
is little danger; and now we were looking out on the
road and wishing we could get there; hoping, moreover,
to see agood string of pack-horses come by, with troopers
to protect them. For the day-boys had brought us word
that some intending their way to the town had lain that
morning at Sampford Peveril, and must be in ere night-
fall, because Mr. Faggus was after them. Now Mr. Faggus
was my first cousin, and an honour to the family, being
a Northmolton man, of great renown on the highway,
from Barum town even to London. Therefore, of course,
| hoped that he would catch the packmen, and the boys
were asking my opinion, as of an oracle, about it.

A certain boy leaning up against me would not allow
my elbow room, and struck me very sadly in the stomach
part, though his own was full of my parliament. And
this | felt so unkindly, that | smote him straightway in
the face without tarrying to consider it, or weighing the
question duly. Upon this he put his head down, and
presented it so vehemently at the middle of my waist-
coat, that for a minute or more my breath seemed
dropped, as it were, from my pockets, and my life
seemed to stop from great want of ease. Before | came

Churly. Cross, ill-tempered.
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to myself again, it had been settled for us that we should
move to the "lroning-box/' as the triangle of turf is
called, where the two causeways coming from the
school-porch and the hall-porch meet, and our fights
are mainly celebrated; only we must wait until the con-
voy of horses had passed, and then make aring by candle-
light, and the other boys would like it. But suddenly
there came round the post where the letters of our
founder are, not from the way of Taunton, but from
the side of Lowman bridge, avery small string of horses,
only two indeed (counting for one the pony), and a
red-faced man on the bigger nag.

"Plaise ye, worshipful masters," he said, being feared
of the gateway, "carn 'etull whur our Jan Ridd be?"

"Hyur a be, ees fai, Jan Ridd," answered a sharp
little chap, making game of John Fry's language.

"Zhow un up, then," says John Fry, poking his whip
through thebars at us; "Zhow un up, and putt un aowt."

The other little chaps pointed at me, and some began
to holla, but | knew what | was about.

"Oh, John, John," | cried; "what's the use of your
coming now, and Peggy over the moors, too, and it is
so cruel cold for her? The holidays don't begin till
Wednesday fortnight, John. To think of your not
knowing that!"

John Fry leaned forward in the saddle, and turned his
eyes away from me; and then there was a noise in his
throat, like a snail crawling on a window-pane.

" Oh, us knaws that wull enough, Maister Jan; reckon
every Oare-man knaw that, without go to skoo-ull, like
you doth. Your moother have kept arl the apples up,
and old Betty toorned the black puddens, and none dare
set atrap for a blagbird. Arl for thee, lad; every bit of
it now for thee!"
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He checked himself suddenly, and frightened me. |
knew that John Fry's way so well.

"And father, and father—oh, how is father?" |
pushed the boys right and left as | said it. "John, is
father up in town? He always used to come for me, and
leave nobody else todoit."

"Vayther 'll be at the crooked post, t'other side o'
telling-house. Her coodn't lave 'ouze by raison of the
Christmas bakkon comin' on, and zome o' the cider
welted."

He looked at the nag's ears as he said it; and, being
up to John Fry'sways, | knew that it wasalie. And my
heart fell like a lump of lead, and | leaned back on the
stay of the gate, and longed no more to fight anybody.
A sort of dull power hung over me, like the cloud of a
brooding tempest, and | feared to be told anything. |
did not even care to stroke the nose of my poor pony
Peggy, although she pushed it in through the rails,
where a square of broader lattice is, and sniffed at me,
and began to crop gently after my fingers. But what-
ever lives or dies, business must be attended to; and
the principal business of good Christians is, beyond
all controversy, to fight with one another.

"Come up, Jack," said one of the boys, lifting me
under the chin; "hehit you, andyou hit him, you know."

"Pay your debts before you go," said a monitor,
striding up to me, after hearing how the honour lay;
"Ridd, you must go through withit."

"Fight, for the sake of the junior first," cried the
little fellow in my ear, the clever one, the head of our
class, who had mocked John Fry, and knew all about
the aorists, and tried to make me know it; but | never

Telling-house. Rude cots on the moor where shepherds tell
their sheep at the close of the pasturing season.
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went more than three places up, and then it was an
accident, and | came down after dinner. The boys were
urgent round me to fight, though my stomach was not
up for it; and being very slow of wit (which is not
chargeable on me), | looked from one to other of them,
seeking any cure for it. Not that | was afraid of fighting,
for now | had been three years at Blundell's, and
foughten, all that time, a fight at least once every week,
till the boys began to know me; only that the load on
my heart was not sprightly as of the hay-field. It is a
very sad thing to dwell on; but even now, in my time
of wisdom, | doubt it is a fond thing to imagine, and
a motherly to insist upon, that boys can do without
fighting. Unless they be very good boys, and afraid of
one another.

"Nay," | said, with my back against the wrought -
iron stay of the gate, which was socketed into Cop's
house-front; " | will not fight thee now, Robin Snell,
but wait till | come back again."

"Take coward's blow, Jack Ridd, then," cried half
adozen little boys, shoving Bob Snell forward to do it;
because they all knew well enough, having striven with
me ere now, and proved me to be their master,—they
knew, | say, that without great change, | would never
accept that contumely. But | took little heed of them,
looking in dull wonderment at John Fry, and Smiler,
and the blunderbuss, and Peggy. John Fry was
scratching his head, | could see, and getting blue
in the face, by the light from Cop's parlour-window,
and going to and fro upon Smiler, as if he were hard
set with it. And all the time he was looking briskly
from my eyes to the fist | was clenching, and me-
thought he tried to wink at me in a covert manner;
and then Peggy whisked her tail.
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"Shall I fight, John?" | said at last; "I would an you
had not come, John."

"Christ's will be done; | zim thee had better faight,
Jan," he answered, in a whisper, through the gridiron
of the gate; "there be a dale of faighting avore thee.
Best wai to begin guide taime laike. Wull the geatman
latt mein, to zee as thee hast vair plai, lad?"

He looked doubtfully down at the colour of his cow-
skin boots, and the mire upon the horses, for the sloughs
were exceeding mucky. Peggy, indeed, my sorrel pony,
being lighter of weight, was not crusted much over the
shoulders; but Smiler (our youngest sledder) had been
well in over his withers, and none would have deemed
him a piebald, save of red mire and black mire. The
great blunderbuss, moreover, was choked with a dollop
of slough-cake; and John Fry's sad-coloured Sunday
hat was indued with a plume of marish-weed. All this
| saw while he was dismounting, heavily and wearily,
lifting his leg from the saddle-cloth, as if with a sore
crick in his back.

By this time the question of fighting was gone quite
out of our own discretion; for sundry of the elder boys,
grave and reverend signors, who had taken no small
pleasure in teaching our hands to fight, to ward, to
parry, to feign and counter, to lunge in the manner of
sword-play, and the weaker child to drop on one knee,
when no cunning of fence might baffle the onset—these
great masters of the art, whowould far liefer sse uslittle
ones practise it, than themselves engage, six or seven
of them came running down the rounded causeway,
having heard that there had arisen "a snug little mill"
at the gate. Now whether that word hath origin in a

Sledder. Horse used in the ded, a vehicle without wheels, used
for dragging farm-stuff, etc.
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Greek term meaning a conflict, as the best-read boys
asseverated, or whether it is nothing more than a figure
of similitude, from the beating arms of a mill, such as |
have seen in counties where are no waterbrooks, but
folk made bread with wind—it is not for a man devoid
of scholarship to determine. Enough that they who
made the ring intituled the scene a "mill," while we
who must be thumped inside it tried to rejoice in their
pleasantry, till it turned upon the stomach.

Moreover, | felt upon me now a certain responsibility,
a dutiful need to maintain, in the presence of John Fry,
the manliness of the Ridd family, and the honour of
Exmoor. Hitherto none had worsted me, although in
the three years of my schooling | had fought more than
threescore battles, and bedewed with blood every plant
of grass towards the middle of the Ironing-box. And
this success | owed at first to no skill of my own, until
| came to know better; for up to twenty or thirty fights,
| struck as nature guided me, no wiser than a father-
long-legs in the heat of alanthorn; but | had conquered,
partly through my native strength and the Exmoor
toughness in me, and still more that | could not see
when | had gotten my bellyful. But now | was like to
have that and more; for my heart was down, to begin
with; and then Robert Snell was a bigger boy than |
had ever encountered, and as thick in the skull, and
hard in the brain, as even | could claim to be.

| had never told my mother a word about these
frequent strivings, because she was soft-hearted; neither
had | told my father, because he might have beaten me.
Therefore, beholding me still an innocent-looking child,
with fair curls on my forehead, and no store of bad
language, John Fry thought this was the very first fight
that ever had befallen me; and so when they let him in
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at the gate "with a message to the head-master/' as
one of the monitors told Cop, and Peggy and Smiler
were tied to the railings, till | should be through my
business, John comes up to me with the tears in his
eyes, and says, "Doon't thee goo for to do it, Jan;
doon't thee do it, for gude now." But | told him that
now it was much too late to cry off; so he said, "The
Lord be with thee, Jan, and turn thy thumb-knuckle
inwards."

It is not a very large piece of ground in the angle of
the causeways, but quite big enough to fight upon,
especially for Christians who love to be cheek by jowl
at it. The great boys stood in a circle around, being
gifted with strong privilege, and the little boys had
leave to lie flat, and look through the legs of the great
boys. But while we were yet preparing, and the candles
hissed in the fog-cloud, old Phoebe, of more than four-
score years, whose room was over the hall-porch, came
hobbling out, as she always did, to mar the joy of the
conflict. No one ever heeded her, neither did she expect
it; but the evil was that two senior boys must always
lose the first round of the fight, by having to lead her
home again.

| marvel how Robin Snell felt. Very likely he thought
nothing of it, always having been a boy of an hectoring
and unruly sort. But | felt my heart go up and down,
as the boys came round to strip me; and greatly fearing
to be beaten, | blew hot upon my knuckles. Then pulled
| off my little cut jerkin, and laid it down on my head
cap, and over that my waistcoat; and a boy was proud
to take care of them, Thomas Hooper was his name, and
| remember how he looked at me. My mother had made
that little cut jerkin, in the quiet winter evenings, and
taken pride to loop it up in a fashionable way, and | was
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loth to soil it with blood, and good filberds were in the
pocket. Then up to me came Robin Snell (Mayor of
Exeter thrice since that), and he stood very square, and
looked at me, and | lacked not long to look at him.
Round his waist he had a kerchief, busking up his
small-clothes, and on his feet light pumpkin shoes, and
all his upper raiment off. And he danced about, in a
way that made my head swim on my shoulders, and he
stood some inches over me. But I, being muddled with
much doubt about John Fry and his errand, was only
stripped of my jerkin and waistcoat, and not comfortable
to begin.

"Come now, shake hands," cried a big boy, jumping
in joy of the spectacle, a third-former nearly six feet
high; "shake hands, you little devils. Keep your pluck
up, and show good sport, and Lord love the better man

you."

Robin took me by the hand, and gazed at me disdain-
fully, and then smote me painfully in the face, ere |
could get my fence up.

"Whutt be 'bout, lad?" cried John Fry; "hutt un
again, Jan, wull '€? Well done then, our Jan boy."

For | had replied to Robin now with all the weight
and cadence of penthemimeral caesura (a thing, the
name of which | know, but could never make head nor
tail of it), and the strife began in a serious style, and the
boys looking on were not cheated. Although | could not
collect their shouts when the blows were ringing upon me,
it was no great loss; for John Fry told me afterwards
that their oaths went up like a furnace fire. But to these
we paid no heed or hap, being in the thick of swinging,

Filberds. Hazel-nuts. .
Penthemimeral cessura. In hexameters, the caesura coming
after the fifth half-foot, a strong caesura.
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and devoid of judgment. All | know is, | came to my
corner, when the round was over, with very hard pumps
in my chest, and a great desire to fall away.

"Time is up," cried head-monitor, ere ever | got
my breath again; and when | fain would have lingered
awhile on the knee of the boy that held me. John Fry
had come up, and the boys were laughing because he
wanted a stable lanthorn, and threatened to tell my
mother.

"Timeis up," cried another boy, more headlong than
head-monitor. "1 f we count three before the come of
thee, thwacked thou art, and must go to the women."
| felt it hard upon me. He began to count, one, two,
three—but before the "three" was out of his mouth,
| was facing my foe, with both hands up and my breath
going rough and hot, and resolved to wait the turn of
it. For | had found seat on the knee of a boy, sage and
skilled to tutor me, who knew how much the end very
often differs from the beginning. A rare ripe scholar he
was; and now he hath routed up the Germans in the
matter of criticism. Sure the clever boys and men have
most love towards the stupid ones.

"Finish him off, Bob," cried a big boy, and that |
noticed especially, because | thought it unkind of him,
after eating of my toffee as he had that afternoon;
"finish him off, neck and crop; he deserves it for sticking
up to a man like you."

But | was not so to be finished off, though feeling in
my knuckles now as if it were a blueness and a sense of
chilblain. Nothing held except my legs, and they were
good to help me. So this bout, or round, if you please,
was foughten warily by me, with gentle recollection of
what my tutor, the clever boy, had told me, and some
resolve to earn his praise before | came back to his knee
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again. And never, | think, inall my life, sounded sweeter
words in my ears (except when my love loved me) than
when my second and backer, who had made himself
part of my doings now, and would have wept to see me
beaten, said—

"Famously done, Jack, famously! Only keep your
wind up, Jack, and you'll go right through him!"

Meanwhile John Fry was prowling about, asking the
boys what they thought of it, and whether | was like
to be killed, because of my mother's trouble. But finding
now that | had foughten three-score fights already, he
came up to me woefully, in the quickness of my breath-
ing, while | sat on the knee of my second, with a piece
of spongious coralline to ease me of my bloodshed, and
he says in my ears, as if he was clapping spurs into
a horse—

" Never thee knack under, Jan, or never coom naigh
Hexmoor no more."

With that it was all up with me. A simmering buzzed
in my heavy brain, and a light came through my eye-
places. At once | set both fists again, and my heart
stuck to me like cobbler's wax. Either Robin Snell
should kill me, or I would conquer Robin Snell. So |
went in again with my courage up; and Bob came
smiling for victory, and | hated him for smiling. He let
at me with his left hand, and | gave him my right
between his eyes, and he blinked, and was not pleased
with it. | feared him not, and spared him not, neither
spared myself. My breath came again, and my heart
stood cool, and my eyes struck fire no longer. Only |
knew that | would die, sooner than shame my birth-
place. How the rest of it was | know not; only that |
had the end of it, and helped to put Robin in bed.

From Lorna Doone, by R. D. BLACKMORE.
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THE VOLTE COUPE

| WAS of a serious mind to take the advice. To prove
this | called for my wrap-rascal and cane, and for a
fellow with a flambeau to light me. But just then the
party arrived from the assembly. | was tempted, and
| sat down again in a corner of the room, resolved to
keep a check upon myself but to stay awhile.

The rector was the first in, humming a song, and
spied me.

"Ho!" he cried, "will you drink, Richard? Or do |
drink with you?"

He was already purple with wine.

"God save me from you and your kind!" | replied.

"'Sblood! what a devil's nest of fireworks!" he
exclaimed, as he went off down the room, still humming,
to where the rest were gathered. And they were soon
between bottle and stopper, and quips a-coursing.
There was the captain of the Thunderer, Collinson by
name, Lord Comyn and two brother officers, Will
Fotheringay, my cousin Philip, openly pleased to be
found in such a company, and some dozen other toad-
eaters who had followed my Lord a-chair and afoot

The Volte Coup. The fencing terms made use of here apply to
the small-sword, the expert use of which demands a keen eye
and quickness of wristwork rather than that brute strength
necessary to back-sword play. The offensve movement is the
"thrust, the defensive the "parry." It isin the latter that the
art of fencing lies; there are four distinct movements involved
in parrying—parry carte, parry tierce, semicircle and seconde.
The term volte coupe is no longer in usg; it is probably descriptive
of a parry followed by a sudden straightening of wrist and arm,
a drawing up of the left foot to the right—and the opponent,
unless an expert swordsman, comes on to the sword.
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from the ball, and would have tracked him to perdition
had he chosen to go; and lastly Tom Swain, leering
and hiccoughing at the jokes, in such a beastly state
of drunkenness as | had rarely seen him. His Lordship
recognised me and smiled, and was pushing his chair back,
when something Collinson said seemed to restrain him.

| believe | was the butt of more than one jest for my
aloofness, though | could not hear distinctly for the
noise they made. | commanded some French cognac,
and kept my eye on the rector, and the sight of him was
making me dangerous. | forgot the advice | had re-
ceived, and remembered only the months he had goaded
me. And | was even beginning to speculate how | could
best pick a quarrel with him on any issue but politics,
when an unexpected incident diverted me. Of a sudden
the tall, ungainly form of Percy Singleton filled the
doorway, wrapped in a greatcoat. He swept the room
at a glance, and then strode rapidly toward the corner
where | sat.

" | had thought to find you here," he said, and dropped
into a chair beside me. | offered him wine, but he refused.

"Now," he went on, "what has Patty done?"

"What have | done that | should be publicly in-
sulted?" | cried.

"Insulted!" says he, "and did she insult you? She
said nothing of that."

"What brings you here, then?" | demanded.

"Not to talk, Richard," he said quietly, "'tis no time
to-night. | came to fetch you home. Patty sent me."

Patty sent him! Why had Patty sent him? But this
| did not ask, for | felt the devil within me.

"We mustfirstfinishthis bottle," said I, offhand, " and
then | have alittle something to be done which | have
set my heart upon. After that | will gowithyou."
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"Richard, Richard, will you never learn prudence?
What is it you speak of ?"

| drew my sword and laid it upon the table.

"I mean to spit that eel of a rector,” said I, "or he
will bear a slap in the face. And you must see fair play."

Singleton seized my coat, at the same time grasping
the hilt of my sword with the other hand. But neither
my words nor my action had gone unnoticed by the
other end of the room. The company there fell silent
awhile, and then we heard Captain Collinson talking in
even, drawling tones.

" 'Tis strange," said he, "what hot sparks a man meets
in these colonies. They should be stamped out. His
Majesty pampers these d—d Americans, is too lenient
by far. Gentlemen, this is how | would indulge them!"
He raised a closed fist and brought it down on the board.

He spoke to Tories, but he forgot that Tories were
Americans. In those days only the meanest of the
King's party would listen to such without protest from
an Englishman. But some of the meaner sort were
there: Philip and Tom laughed, and Mr. Allen and my
Lord's sycophants, Fotheringay and some others of sense
shook their heads one to another, comprehending that
Captain Collinson was somewhat gone in wine. For,
indeed, he had not strayed far from the sideboard at
the assembly. Comyn made a motion to rise.

"It is already past three bells, sir, and a hunt to-
morrow," he said.

"From bottle to saddle, and from saddle to bottle,
my Lord. We must have our pleasure ashore, and sleep
at sea,” and the captain tipped his flask with a leer.
He turned his eye uncertainly first on me, then on my
Lord. "We are lately from Boston, gentlemen, that
charnel-house of treason, and before we leave, my Lord,
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I must tell them how Mr. Robinson of the customs
served that dog Otis, in the British Coffee House. God's
word, 'twas as good as aplay."

I know not how many got to their feet at that, for
the story of the cowardly beating of Mr. Otis by Robin-
son and the army officers had swept over the colonies,
burning like a flame all true-hearted men, Tory and
Whig alike. | wrested my sword from Singleton's hold,
and in a trice | had reached the captain over chairs
and table, tearing myself from Fotheringay on the way.
| struck a blow that measured a man on the floor. Then
| drew back, amazed.

| had hit Lord Comyn instead! The captain stood a
yard beyond me.

The thing had been so deftly done by the rector of St.
Anne's—Comyn jostled at the proper moment between
me and Collinson—that none save me guessed beyond
an accident; least of all my Lord Comyn himself. He was
up again directly and his sword drawn, addressing me.

"Bear witness, my Lord, that | have no desire to fight
with you," said I, with what coolness | could muster.
"But there is one here | would give much for a chance
to run through.”

And | made a step toward Mr. Allen with such a
purpose in my face and movements that he could not
mistake. | saw the blood go from his face; yet he was
no coward to physical violence. But he (or 1?) was saved
by the Satan's luck that followed him, for my Lord
stepped in between us with a bow, his cheek red where
| had struck him.

"1tismy quarrel now, Mr. Carvel," he cried.

"Asyou please, my Lord," said L

"1t boots not who crosses with him," Captain Collin-
son put in. " His Lordship uses the sword better than any
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here. But it boots not so that he is opposed by a loyal
servant of the King."

| wheeled on him for this.

" | would have you know that loyalty does not consist
in outrage and murder, sir," | answered, "nor in the
ridiculing of them. And brutes cannot be loyal save
through Interest.”

He was angered, as | had desired. | had hopes then
of shouldering the quarrel on to him, for | had near as
soon drawn against my own brother as against Comyn.
| protest | loved him then as one with whom | had
been reared.

"Let me ded with this young gamecock, Comyn,"
cried the captain, with an oath. "He seams to think
his importance sufficient.”

But Comyn would brook no interference. He swore
that no man should strike him with impunity, and in
this | could not but allow he was right.

"Y ou shall hear from me, Mr. Carvel," he said.

"Nay," | answered, "and fighting is to be done, sir,
let us be through with it at once. A large room upstairs
is at our disposal, and there is a hunt to-morrow which
one of us may like to attend.”

_ _Thgre was a laugh at this, in which his Lordship
joined.

"1 would to God, Mr. Carvel," he said, "that | had
no quarrel with you!"

" Amen to that, my Lord," | replied, "there are others
here | would rather fight." And | gave ameaning look at
Mr. Allen. | was of two minds to announce the scurvy
trick he had played, but saw that | would lose rather
than gain by the attempt. Up to that time the wretch
had not spoken a word; now he pushed himself
forward, though well clear of me.
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"1 think it my duty as Mr. Carvel's tutor, gentlemen,
to protest against this matter proceeding,” he said, a
sneer creeping into his voice. "Nor can | be present at
it. Mr. Carvel is young, and, besides, he is not himself
withliquor. And, in the choice of politics, he knows not
which leg he stands upon. My L ord and gentlemen, your
most humble and devoted."

He made a bow and, before the retort on my lips
could be spoken, left the tavern. My cousin Philip left
with him. Tom Swain had fallen asleep in his chair.

Captain Collinson and Mr. Furness, of the Thunderer,
offered to serve his Lordship, which made me bethink
that | too would have need of someone. Twas then |
remembered Singleton, who had passed from my mind.

He was standing close behind me, and nodded simply
when | asked him. And Will Fotheringay came forward.

"I will act, Richard, if you allow me,” he said. "I
would have you know | am in no wise hostile to you, my
Lord, and | am of the King's party. But | admire Mr.
Carvel, and | may say | am not wholly out of sympathy
with that which prompted his act."

It was a noble speech, and changed Will in my eyes;
and | thanked himwith warmth. He of all that company
had the courage to oppose his Lordship!

Mr. Claude was called in, and, as is the custom in
such cases, was told that some of us would play awhile
above. He was asked for his private room. The good
man had his suspicions, but could not refuse a party of
such distinction, and sent a drawer thither with wine
and cards. Presently we followed, leaving the pack of
toadies in sad disappointment below.

We gathered about the table and made shift at loo

Loo. A card game in which the knave of clubs was the highest
card.
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until the fellow had retired, when the seconds proceeded
to clear the room of furniture, and Lord Comyn and |
stripped off our coats and waistcoats. | had lost my
anger, but felt no fear, only a kind of pity that blood
should be shed between two so united in spirit as we.
Yes, my dears, | thought of Dorothy. If | died, she
would hear that it was like a man—Iike a Carvel. But
the thought of my old grandfather tightened my heart.
Then the clock on the inn stairs struck two, and the
noise of hard laughter floated up to us from below.

And Comyn,—of what was he thinking? Of some fair
home set upon the downs across the sea, of some heroic
English mother who had kept her tears until he was
gone? Her image rose in dumb entreaty, invoked by the
lad before me. What a picture was he in his spotless
shirt with the ruffles, his handsome boyish face all that
was good and honest!

| had scarce felt his Lordship's wrist than | knew | had
to deal with a pupil of Angelo. At first his attacks were
all simple, without feint or trickery, as were mine.
Collinson cursed and cried out that it was buffoonery,
and called on my Lord not to let me off so easily; swore
that | fenced like a mercer, that he could have stuck me
like a pin-cushion twenty and twenty times. Often have
| seen two animals thrust into a pit with nothing but
goodwill between them, and those without force them
into anger and a deadly battle. And so it was, uncon-
sciously, between Comyn and me. | forgot presently
that | was not dealing with Captain Collinson, and my
feelings went into my sword. Comyn began to press me,
nor did | give back. And then, before it came over me
that we had to do with life and death, he was upon me
with a volte coupe, feinting in high carte, and thrusting
in low tierce, his point passing through a fold in my

D
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shirt And | were not alive to write these words had |
not leaped out of his measure.

"Bravo, Richard!" cried Fotheringay.

"Well made, gad'slife!” from Mr. Furness.

We engaged again, our faces hot. Now | knew that if
| did not carry the matter against him | should be killed
out of hand, and Heaven knows | was not used to play
a passive part. | began to go carefully, but fiercely; tried
one attack after another that my grandfather and
Captain Daniel had taught me,—flanconnades, beats
and lunges. Comyn held me even, and in truth | had
much to do to defend myself. Once | thought | had
him in the sword-arm, after a circular parry, but he
was too quick for me. We were sweating freely by now,
and by reason of the buzzing in my ears | could scarce
hear the applause of the seconds.

What unlucky chance it was | know not that impelled
Comyn to essay again the trick by which he had come
SO near to spitting me; but try it he did, this time in
prime and seconde. | had come by nature to that intuition
which a true swordsman must have, gleaned from the
eyes of his adversary. Long ago Captain Daniel had
taught me the remedy for this coupe, | parried, circled,
and straightened, my body in swift motion and my
point at Comyn's heart, when Heaven brought me
recollection in the space of a second. My sword rang
clattering on the floor.

His Lordship understood, but too late. Despairing his
life, he made one wild lunge at me that had never gone
home had | held to my hilt. But the rattle of the blade
had scarce reached my ears when there came a sharp
pain at my throat, and the room faded before me.
| heard the clock striking the half-hour.

Flanconnades. Thrusts aimed at the side of the opponent.
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| was blessed with a sturdy health such as few men
enjoy, and came to myself sooner than had been looked
for, with a dash of cold water. And the first face |
beheld was that of Colonel Washington. | heard him
speaking in a voice that was calm, yet urgent and
commanding.

"I pray you, gentlemen, give back. He is coming
to, and must have air. Fetch some linen!"

"Now God be praised!" | heard Captain Daniel cry.

With that his Lordship began to tear his own shirt
into strips, and, the captain bringing a bowl and
napkin, the colonel himself washed the wound and
bound it deftly, Singleton and Captain Daniel assist-
ing. When Mr. Washington had finished, he turned
to Comyn, who stood, anxious and dishevelled, at
my feet.

"You may be thankful that you missed the artery,
my Lord," he said.

"With all my heart, Colonel Washington!" cried his
Lordship. "I owe my life to his generosity."

"What's that, sir?"

"Mr. Carvel dropped his sword, rather than run me
through."

“1'll warrant!" Captain Daniel put in; "'Od's heart!
The lad has skill to point the eye of a button. | taught
him myself."

Colonel Washington stood up and laid his hand on
the captain's arm.

"He is Jack Carvel over again," | heard him say, in
alow voice.

| tried to struggle to my feet, to speak, but he
restrained me. And sending for his servants, he
ordered them to have his baggage removed from the
Roebuck, which was the best bed in the house. At
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this moment the door opened, and Mr. Swain came
in hurriedly.

"l pray you, gentlemen,” he cried, "and he is fit to
be moved, you will let me take him to Marlboro' Street.
| have a chariot at the door."

From Richard Carvel, by WINSTON
CHURCHILL,



THE DEATH AND PASSI NG OF ARTHUR

A N D then the kinglet search all the towns for his knights
that were slain, and interred them; and salved them with
soft salves that so sore were wounded. Then much people
drew unto King Arthur. And then they said that Sir
Mordred warred upon King Arthur with wrong. And
then King Arthur drew him with his host down by the
seaside, westward toward Salisbury; and there was a
day assigned betwixt King Arthur and Sir Mordred,
that they should meet upon a down beside Salisbury,
and not far from the seaside; and this day was assigned
on a Monday after Trinity Sunday, whereof King
Arthur was passing glad, that he might be avenged
upon Sir Mordred. Then Sir Mordred araised much
people about London, for they of Kent, Southsex, and
Surrey, Estsex, and of Southfolk, and of Northfolk, held
the most part with Sir Mordred; and many a full noble
knight drew unto Sir Mordred and to the king: but they
loved Sir Launcelot drew unto Sir Mordred. So upon
Trinity Sunday at night, King Arthur dreamed a won-
derful dream, and that was this: that him seemed he
sat upon a chaflet in a chair, and the chair was fast to
a wheel, and thereupon sat King Arthur in the richest
cloth of gold that might be made; and the king thought
there was under him, far from him, an hideous deep
black water, and therein were all manner of serpents,
and worms, and wild beasts, foul and horrible; and
suddenly the king thought the wheel turned up so down,
101
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and he fell among the serpents, and every beast took
him by a limb; and then the king cried as he lay in his
bed and slept: Help. And then knights, squires, and yeo-
men, awaked the king; and then he was so amazed that
he wist not where he was; and then he fell on slumbering
again, not sleeping nor thoroughly waking. So the king
seemed verily that there came Sir Gawaine unto him
with a number of fair ladies with him. And when King
Arthur saw him, then he said: Welcome, my sister's
son; | weened thou hadst been dead, and now | see thee
on live, much am | beholding unto almighty Jesu.
O fair nephew and my sister's son, what be these ladies
that hither be come with you? Sir, said Sir Gawaine, all
these be ladies for whom | have foughten when | was
man living, and all these are those that | did battle for
in righteous quarrel; and God hath given them that
grace at their great prayer, by cause | did battle for
them, that they should bring me hither unto you: thus
much hath God given me leave, for to warn you of your
death; for an ye fight as to-morn with Sir Mordred, as
ye both have assigned, doubt ye not ye must be slain,
and the most part of your people on both parties. And
for the great grace and goodness that almighty Jesu
hath unto you, and for pity of you, and many more
other good men there shall be slain, God hath sent me
to you of his special grace, to give you warning that in
no wise do ye battle as to-morn, but that ye take a
treaty for a month day; and proffer you largely, so as
to-morn to be put in adelay. For within a month shall
come Sir Launcelot with all his noble knights, and
rescue you worshipfully, and slay Sir Mordred, and all
that ever will hold with him. Then Sir Gawaine and all
the ladies vanished. And anon the king called upon his
/ weened. | thought.
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knights, squires and yeomen, and charged them wightly
to fetch his noble lords and wise bishops unto him. And
when they were come, the king told them his a vision,
what Sir Gawaine had told him, and warned him that
if he fought on the morn he should be slain. Then the
king commanded Sir Lucan the Butler, and his brother
Sir Bedivere, with two bishops with them, and charged
them in any wise, an they might, Take a treaty for a
month day with Sir Mordred, and spare not, proffer
him lands and goods as much as ye think best. So then
they departed, and came to Sir Mordred, where he had a
grim host of an hundred thousand men. And there they
entreated Sir Mordred long time; and at the last Sir
Mordred was agreed for to have Cornwall and Kent, by
Arthur's days: after, all England, after the days of
King Arthur.

Then were they condescended that King Arthur and
Sir Mordred should meet betwixt both their hosts, and
every each of them should bring fourteen persons; and
they came with this word unto Arthur. Then said he:
| am glad that this is done: and so he went into the
field. And when Arthur should depart, he warned all
his host that an they see any sword drawn: Look ye
come on fiercely, and slay that traitor, Sir Mordred, for
| in no wise trust him. In likewise Sir Mordred warned
his host that: An ye see any sword drawn, look that
ye come on fiercely, and so slay all that ever before
you standeth, for in no wise | will not trust for this
treaty, for | know well my father will be avenged on
me. And so they met as their appointment was, and so
they were agreed and accorded thoroughly; and wine
was fetched, and they drank. Right soon came an adder
out of a little heath bush, and it stung a knight on the
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foot. And when theknight felt himstung, he looked down
and saw the adder, and then he drew his sword to slay
the adder, and thought of none other harm. And when
the host on both parties saw that sword drawn, then
they blew beamous, trumpets, and horns, and shouted
grimly. And so both hosts dressed them together. And
KingArthur took his horse, and said: Alas this unhappy
day! and so rode to his party. And Sir Mordred in like-
wise. And never was there seen a more dolefuller battle
in no Christian land; for there was but rushing and
riding, foining and striking, and many a grim word was
there spoken either to other, and many a deadly stroke.
But ever King Arthur rode throughout the battle of
Sir Mordred many times, and did full nobly as a noble
king should, and at all times he fainted never; and Sir
Mordred that day put him in devoir, and in great peril.
And thus they fought all the long day, and never stinted
till the noble knights were laid to the cold earth; and
ever they fought still till it was near night, and by that
time was there an hundred thousand laid dead upon
the down. Then was Arthur wood wroth out of measure,
when he saw his people so slam from him. Then the
king looked about him, and then was he ware, of all
his host and of all his good knights, were left no more on
live but two knights; that one was Sir Lucan the Butler,
and his brother Sir Bedivere, and they were full sore
wounded. Jesu mercy, said the king, where are all my
noble knights become? Alas that ever | should see this
doleful day, for now, said Arthur, | am come to mine
end. But would to God that | wist where were that
traitor Sir Mordred, that hath caused all this mischief.
Then was King Arthur ware where Sir Mordred leaned
upon his sword among a great heap of dead men. Now
Beamous. A sort of trumpet.
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give me my spear, said Arthur unto Sir Lucan, for
yonder | have espied the traitor that all this woe hath
wrought. Sir, let him be, said Sir Lucan, for he is
unhappy; and if ye pass this unhappy day ye shall be
right well revenged upon him. Good lord, remember ye
of your night's dream, and what the spirit of Sir Gawaine
told you this night, yet God of his great goodness hath
preserved you hitherto. Therefore, for God's sake, my
lord, leave off by this, for blessed be God ye have won
the field, for here we be three on live, and with Sir
Mordred is none on live; and if ye leave off now this
wicked day of destiny is past. Tide me death, betide me
life, saith the king, now | see him yonder alone he shall
never escape mine hands, for at a better avail | shall
never have him. God speed you well, said Sir Bedivere.
Then the king gat his spear in both his hands, and ran
toward Sir Mordred, crying: Traitor, now is thy death-
day come. And when Sir Mordred heard Sir Arthur, he
ran until him with his sword drawn in his hand. And
there King Arthur smote Sir Mordred under the shield,
with afoin of his spear, throughout the body, more than
a fathom. And when Sir Mordred felt that he had his
death wound he thrust himself with the might that he
had up to the bur of King Arthur's spear. And right so
he smote his father Arthur, with his sword holden in
both his hands, on the side of the head, that the sword
pierced the helmet and the brain-pan, and therewithal
Sir Mordred fell stark dead to the earth; and the noble
Arthur fell in a swoon to the earth, and there he swooned
ofttimes. And Sir Lucan the Butler and Sir Bedivere
ofttimes heave him up. And so weakly they led him
betwixt them both, to a little chapel not far from the
seaside. And when the king was there he thought him
well eased. Then heard they people cry in the field.

*D
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Now go thou, Sir Lucan, said the king, and do me to
wit what betokens that noise in the field. So Sir Lucan
departed, for he was grievously wounded in many
places. And so as he yede, he saw and hearkened by the
moonlight, how that pillers and robbers were come into
the field, to pill and to rob many a full noble knight of
brooches, and beads, of many a good ring, and of many
arich jewel; and who that were not dead all out, there
they slew them for their harness and their riches. When
Sir Lucan understood this work, he came to the king as
soon as he might, and told him all what he had heard
and seen. Therefore by my rede, said Sir Lucan, it is
best that we bring you to some town. | would it were
so, said the king.

But | may not stand, mine head works so. Ah Sir
Launcelot, said King Arthur, this day have | sore
missed thee: alas, that ever | was against thee, for now
have | my death whereof Sir Gawaine me warned in
my dream. Then Sir Lucan took up the king the one
part, and Sir Bedivere the other part, and in the lifting
the king swooned; and Sir Lucan fell in a swoon with
the lift, that the part of his guts fell out of his body,
and therewith the noble knight's heart brast. And when
the king awoke, he beheld Sir Lucan, how he lay foam-
ing at the mouth, and part of his guts lay at his feet.
Alas, said the king, this is to me a full heavy sight, to
e this noble duke so die for my sake, for he would
have holpen me, that had more need of help than I.
Alas, he would not complain him, his heart was so set
to help me: now Jesu have mercy upon his soul! Then
Sir Bedivere wept for the death of his brother. Leave
this mourning and weeping, said the king, for all this
will not avail me, for wit thou well an | might live
myself, the death of Sir Lucan would grieve me ever-
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more; but my time hieth fast, said the king. Therefore,
said Arthur unto Sir Bedivere, take thou Excalibur,
my good sword, and go with it to yonder water side,
and when thou comest there | charge thee throw my
sword in that water, and come again and tell me what
thou there seest. My lord, said Bedivere, your com-
mandment shall be done, and lightly bring you word
again. So Sir Bedivere departed, and by the way he
beheld that noble sword, that the pommel and the haft
was all of precious stones; and then he said to himself:
If | throw this rich sword in the water, thereof shall
never come good, but harm and loss. And then Sir
Bedivere hid Excalibur under a tree. And so, as soon
as he might, he came again unto the king, and said he
had