

	Stories of Guy of Warwick
	




How Guy Fought with the Giant Ameraunt



Through many heathen lands Guy traveled on his way to
Palestine.  He was often weary and hungry, his face was
tanned by the sun and the wind, his feet were cut and
bleeding with the hard stones on the road; he had many
dangers to meet, many difficulties to overcome, but
still he went on, never faltering or pausing.



At last one day as he walked he came upon an old man
sitting by the wayside.  His hair was white and his
beard was long, but his face was very grand and noble,
and Guy felt sure that he must be some great lord. 
Although he was old he seemed a bold man and a strong,
but now he sat
by the wayside weeping and moaning, 'Alas that I was
born!'Goodman,' said Guy, 'why dost thou make such sorrow and
mourning?'


'Pilgrim,' replied the man, 'I will tell thee, since
thou askest.  But I fear me thou canst little mend the
matter.  I am Earl Jonas of Durras.  In the castle near
by lives a giant  called Ameraunt.  While I was in a
far country fighting the Saracens, he stole away my
daughter, who is famed in all lands for her beauty and
goodness.  I have fifteen strong sons, and they all
vowed to save their sister from the giant.  But one by
one he has seized and conquered them, and shut them up
in his dread castle.  I know not now whether they be
dead or alive, so I sit and mourn.  For who shall
deliver my daughter and my sons from the fearful giant? 
Guy of Warwick alone could conquer him.  But I have
sought far and wide for him in vain.  Even in England
they know not where he is to be found.  Then the old
man let his head fall forward
on his breast, and cried again, 'Alas that I was born!'


'Earl,' said Guy, 'grieve not so.  I have ever been
accounted a doughty man.  Give me sword and armour and
I will fight the giant, and please Heaven, will set
free thy daughter and thy sons.'


Earl Jonas gazed at Guy in astonishment.  He looked him
up and down, and saw that he was tall and strong, but
very thin; his hair was long and wild, and he seemed
more like a man of the wilderness than a soldier.



'I thank thee, Sir Pilgrim,' he said at last, 'for thy
good-will, but thou knowest not this heathen giant.  He
is so gaunt and grim, that if he did but look at thee
with his fierce eye, thy heart would fail thee and thou
wouldst flee.'


'Do not fear, Sir Earl,' replied Guy, 'many an one hath
looked upon me in wrath, yet have I never fled from any
in battle.  God, who has so great power, will give me
grace and might to slay the giant, for this is a
righteous cause.'


Then Earl Jonas fell upon his knees and kissed Guy's
hand.  'What is thy name,' he asked, 'that I many know
who it is has so great courage?'


My name is Young,' said Guy, not wishing to be known.



Then Earl Jonas led Guy to his house, and offered him
beautiful robes to wear.  But Guy refused them.  'Give
me meat and drink,' he said, 'weapons and good armour. 
That is all I ask.'


So Earl Jonas ordered his servants to bring forth his
most splendid armour.  The hauberk, as the coat of mail
was called, had once belonged to a great king.  It was
wrought of steel so fine and bright that it shone like
silver.  The helmet had belonged to another great king,
and was inlaid with gold, and set with jewels.  The
sword had been the weapon of a famous hero called
Hector, the shield was rich with gold and colours, and
as Guy stepped out ready to fight, each man there asked
his fellow who this might be, for never
surely had more splendid knight been seen.



Mounting upon a horse, Guy rode to the castle of the
giant Ameraunt.  'Come forth and fight,' he called.



Ameraunt looked forth from his castle walls.  'Who art
thou,' he cried, 'who art thus bold?  Dost thou desire
that thy carcase shall feed the crows?  Look and see
how many bones whiten in the sun around these
battlements.'


But Guy was not afraid.  'Come forth,' he cried again.



'That will I,' replied the giant, 'and make short work
of thee and thy insolence.'


The castle gates flew open, and Ameraunt stalked out. 
In one hand he held an enormous club, in the other he
carried the keys of the castle.



'It is no man, but the Evil One himself,' thought Guy,
as he watched him come.



Then the fight began, and fierce and terrible it was.



One blow from the giant's club fell upon
Guy's helmet with such force that the jewels in it were
scattered upon the grass.  Another battered his shield
so that it was almost broken in two.  A third clove his
saddle bow, wounding his horse so that it staggered and
fell.  God of all might,' cried Guy, springing up
again, shield me from death this day.'


Stroke after stroke fell.  Sparks flew as Guy's sword
clashed with Ameraunts might, steel-shod club; and as
he fought the giant grew ever more and more wrathful,
until at last, with a most fearful blow, he brought Guy
to his knees.  Never before in any fight had this
happened to Guy.  But in a moment he was up again, and
soon he in his turn brought the giant to his knees. 
But he, too, sprang up again, and the fight went on as
fiercely as before.



It was midsummer, and the sun was hot.  Ameraunt was
weary and thirsty.  'Hold, noble Knight,' he cried at
last, 'never have I met man like unto thee.  Forty
giants have I slain, and not one of them could
stand against me as thou dost.  Hear now, thou
Christian man, for the love of thy God and for charity
let me drink a little, or from very thirst my heart
will break.  Let me drink now, and if thou art athirst
later thou too shalt drink.'


Sir,' said Guy, 'thou sayest well.  
Go, drink.'


So the giant kneeled upon the ground, and, putting his
lips to the stream which flowed near, drank.  So deep a
draught did he take that it seemed as if he would drink
the river dry.



While Ameraunt drank Guy stood stone still.  He could
easily have killed the giant as he knelt, but he would
not take so mean an advantage.



At length Ameraunt rose, refreshed.  'Sir Knight, he
cried, 'yield thee now or I trow thou shalt soon be a
dead man.  Thou wert very simple to let me drink, for
now I am as fresh as ever I was.'


'Yield will I never,' replied Guy, and once more the
fight began.  Guy's helmet, shield,
up again he set upon Ameraunt with new vigour.  Swing
his sword mightily, he cut off the giant's right arm. 
Howling with rage and pain, Ameraunt tried to continue
the fight with his left, but his strength began to ebb. 
At last he slipped and fell, and with one blow Guy cut
off his head.



Through all the long summer's day the fight had lasted,
and the red sun was making the hills glow with crimson
and purple as Guy, weary and wounded, bent to take the
keys of the castle which lay by the dead giant's side.



Then slowly he limped to the castle entrance.  The key
grated in the lock, and the gates flew open.  Guy
entered the gloomy place, and, one by one, unlocked the
doors.



Cell after cell was thrown open.  Out of them came many
noble knights, brave men, and fair ladies.  The were
pale and worn with suffering and hunger, and so long
had they lain in darkness that they could not at first
bear the sunshine, but hid their faces.



[image: [Illustration]]


IT SEEMED AS IF HE WOULD DRINK THE RIVER DRY.


Last of all, in the deepest and darkest dungeon, Guy
found the Earl's beautiful daughter and her fifteen
brave brothers.  He led them to their father, who,
weeping for joy, fell upon his knees, offering Guy
great rewards, even to half of his possessions.



But Guy would take nothing, and putting off his
splendid armour, he dressed himself once more in his
pilgrim's robe, and with his staff in his hand set out
again upon his journey.




How Guy Fought with the Giant Colbrand



For some time after Guy went away Phyllis was very
sorrowful.  'Alas!' she cried, 'this is punishment for
my pride.  Had I never sent Guy away to seek adventures
he would not leave me now.'  Thus she wept and mourned,
and was so sad that she longed to die.  At times she
even thought of killing herself.  She would draw out
Guy's great sword which he had left behind, and think
how easy it would be to run it through her heart.  But
she remembered that the good fairies had promised to
send her a little son, and so she made up her mind to
live until he came.  When the good fairies brought the
baby she called him Reinbroun, and he
was so pretty and so dear that Phyllis was comforted.



Then, because her lord was far away, and could not
attend to his great lands nor to the ruling of his many
servants, Phyllis did so for him.  She ruled and
ordered her household well; she made new roads and
rebuilt bridges which had been broken down.  She
journeyed through all the land, seeing that wrong was
made right and evildoers punished.  She fed the poor,
tended the sick, and comforted those in sorrow, and,
besides all this, she built great churches and abbeys.



So year after year passed, but still Guy did not
return.  All day Phyllis was busy and had no time for
grief, but when evening came she would go to pace up
and down a path (which to this day is called 'Fair
Phyllis's Walk') where she and Guy had often walked
together.  Now as she wandered there alone, the hot,
slow tears would come, and she would feel miserable and
forsaken.



At last, after many years full of adventures
and travel, Guy reached England once more.  He was now
an old man.  His beard was long, his hair had grown
white, and in the weather-beaten pilgrim none could
recognize the gallant knight and earl, Guy of Warwick.



When Guy landed in England he found the whole country
in sore dread.  For Anlaf, King of Denmark, had invaded
England with a great army.  With fire and sword he had
wasted the land, sparing neither tower nor town, man,
woman, nor child, but destroying all that came in his
path.  Fight how they might, the English could not
drive out the Danes.



Now they were in deep despair, for the enemy lay before
the King's city of Winchester.  With them was a
terrible giant called Colbrand, and Anlaf had sent a
message to King Athelstane, as the King who now reigned
over all England was called, demanding that he should
either find a champion to fight with Colbrand or
deliver over his kingdom.



So the King had sent messengers north,
south, east, and west, but in all the land no knight
could be found who was brave enough to face the awful
giant.  And now within the great church of Winchester
the King with his priests and people knelt, praying God
to send a champion.



'Where, then, is Heraud?' asked Guy of the man who told
him this tale.  'Where is Heraud, who never yet forsook
man in need?'


'Alas! He has gone far beyond the seas,' replied the
man, 'and so has Guy of Warwick.  We know not where
they are.'


Then Guy took his staff and turned his steps toward
Winchester.  Coming there, he found the King sitting
among his wise men.  'I bid you,' he was saying to
them, 'give me some counsel how I may defend my country
against the Danes.  Is there any knight among you who
will fight this giant?  Half my kingdom he shall have,
and that gladly, if he conquer.'


But all the wise men, knights and nobles, stood silent
and looked upon the ground.



'Oh woe is me!' then cried the King, 'that I rule over
such cowards.  To what have my English come that I may
not find one knight among them bold enough to do battle
for his King and country?  Oh that Guy of Warwick were
here!



Then through the bright crowd of steel-clad nobles
there came a tall old man, dressed in a worn, dark,
pilgrims robe, with bare feet and head, and a staff in
his hand.



'My Lord King,' he said, 'I will fight for thee.'


'Thou,' said the King in astonishment, 'thou seemest
more fit to pray than to fight for us.'


'Believe me, my Lord King,' said Guy, for of course it
was he, 'this hand has often held a sword, and never
yet have I been worsted in fight.'


Then since there is none other,' said the King, 'fight,
and God strengthen thee.'


Now Guy was very tall, and no armour could be found
anywhere to fit him. 'Send
to the Countess of Warwick,' said Guy at last.  'Ask
her to lend the Earl's weapons and armour for the
saving of England.'


That is well thought of,' said the King.



So a swift messenger was sent to Warwick Castle, and he
presently returned with Guys armour.  He at once put it
on, and the people marveled that it should fit him so
well, for none knew, or guessed, that the pilgrim was
Guy himself.



Guy then went out to meet the giant, and all the people
crowded to the walls of Winchester to watch their
champion fight.



Colbrand came forth.  He was so huge that no horse
could carry him, and he wore a whole wagon-load of
weapons.  His armour was pitch-black except his shield,
which was blood-red and had a white owl painted upon
it.  He was a fearsome sight to look upon, and as he
strode along shaking his spear every one trembled for
Guy.
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'THOU', SAID THE KING,'THOU SEEMEST MORE FIT TO PRAY THAN TO FIGHT FOR US.'


It was a terrible and unequal fight.  Tall though Guy
was, he could reach no higher
than the giants shoulder with his spear, but yet he
wounded him again and again.



'I have never fought with any like thee,' cried
Colbrand.  'Yield, and I will ask King Anlaf to make
thee a general in the Danish army.  Castle and tower
shalt thou have, and everything that thou canst desire,
if thou but do as I counsel thee.'


'Better death than that,' replied Guy, and still fought
on.  At last, taking his battleaxe in both hands, he
gave Colbrand such a blow that his sword dropped to the
ground.  As the giant reeled under the stroke, Guy
raised his battle-axe once more.



'His good axe he reared on high
With both hands full mightily;
He smote him in the neck so well,
That the head flew that very deal.
The giant dead on the earth lay;
The Danes made great sorrow that day.'


Seeing their great champion fall, the Danes fled to
their ships.  England was saved.



Then out of the city came all the people
with the priests and King in great procession, and
singing hymns of praise as they went, they led Guy
back.



The King brought Guy to his palace and offered him
splendid robes and great rewards, even to the half of
the kingdom.  But Guy would have none of them.  'Give
me my pilgrim's dress again, he said.  And, in spite of
all the King could say, he put off his fine armour and
dressed himself again in his dark pilgrim's robe.



'Tell me at least thy name,' said the King, 'so that
the minstrels may sing of thy great deeds, and that in
years to come the people may remember and bless thee.'


'Bless God, not me,' replied Guy.  'He it was gave me
strength and power against the giant.'


'Then if thou wilt not that the people know,' said the
King, 'tell thy name to me alon.'


'So be it,' said Guy.  'Walk with me half a mile out of
the city, thou and I alone.  Then will I tell thee my
name.'


So the King in his royal robes, and the pilgrim in his
dull, dark gown, passed together out of the city gate. 
When they had gone half a mile, Guy stood still. 
'Sire,' he said, 'thou wouldst know my name.  I am Guy
of Warwick, thine own knight.  Once thou didst love me
well, now I am as thou dost see me.'


At first the King could hardly believe that this poor
man was really the great Earl of Warwick, but when he
became sure of it he threw his arms round Guy and
kissed him.  'Dear friend, we have long mourned for
thee as dead,' he cried.  'Now thou wilt come with me
and help me to rule, and I will honour thee above all
men.'


But Guy would not go back.  He made the King promise to
tell no man who he was.  This he did for the sake of
the oath which he had sworn, that he would never again
fight for glory but only for a righteous cause.  Then
once more they kissed, and each turned his own way, the
King going sadly back to Winchester.



As he entered the gates the people crowded round him,
eager to know who the pilgrim was.  But King Athelstane
held up his hand.  'Peace,' he said, 'I indeed know,
but I may not tell you.  Go to your homes, thank God
for your deliverance, and pray for him who overcame the
giant.'
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Guy and the Fight with the Dun Cow



On the way back to England Guy had many adventures and did many great deeds, 
so that his fame spread far and wide.  At last he arrived safely at Warwick. 
  There was much rejoicing.  His father and mother were indeed glad to see 
him, and Brunhilda was so happy that she cried.



As soon as Guy had seen his father and mother, he went to the castle.  He 
took the white horse, the two white hounds, and the white falcon with him as 
presents to Phyllis.



She was delighted with them all, and said that she would never ride any 
other horse.  'But,' she said, 'I heard that there was a princess too.  
Where is she?'


'Oh,' said Guy, 'I told her that I did not
love her and could not marry her, so she stayed at home with her father, the 
Emperor of Germany.'


'Didst thou not want to marry her?' asked Phyllis.  'It would be a very 
splendid thing to marry the Princess Blanche of Germany,'


'No,' said Guy, 'she may be Princess of Germany, but thou art my queen.  I 
would rather marry thee.'


For a little time Guy and Phyllis were very happy together.  Then one day 
Guy said that he must go away again.



'Oh, must thou indeed?' said Phyllis, feeling very sad.



'Yes,' said Guy, 'now that I have been out in the world, I know what great 
deeds men do.  I would not dare yet to ask Earl Rohand to let me marry his 
daughter.'


And although Phyllis loved Guy very much, her pride was even greater than 
her love, so she said to him, 'Go, it makes my heart feel warm and glad when 
I hear of thy great deeds.  I feel proud when I hear every one wondering at 
them and praising
thee for them, for I know that they are all done for my sake.'


Then she helped him to buckle on his sword and spurs.  Her eyes were full of 
tears, but her hand did not shake, nor did her voice tremble as she said 
good-bye.



Earl Rohand was sorry when he heard that Guy was going away again.  He had 
no sons, and he had grown to love Guy as if he had been his own, instead of 
his steward's child.  He tried hard to presuade him not to go.  But it was 
of no use, and once more Guy rode away.



When he came to the sea, he found that there was a great storm raging.  The 
waves were dashing high, and the wind, which was fierce, was blowing from 
the sea.



In those days there were no steamers, but only rowing-boats and 
sailing-ships.  So Guy had to wait until the sea calmed down and the wind 
blew in the right direction to carry him to France, where he wished to go in 
search of adventure.



While he was waiting by the sea, he heard that a terrible dun-coloured cow 
had appeared in Warwickshire.



In those days a great part of England was covered with woods.  Dreadful wild 
beasts lived in these woods, so that it was often dangerous to pass through 
them alone or unarmed.  This huge and terrible Cow came out of one of these 
forests.  It trampled down the corn, and destroyed whole villages.  It 
killed and devoured both cattle and people, so that  every one fled away in 
terror to the towns, and the whole country round was deserted.



It was truly a fearsome beast.  People who had seen it said that it was 
twelve feet high and eighteen feet long.  Its horns, which were thicker than 
an elephant's tusks, curled and twisted.  Its eyes gleamed with fire and 
flashed like lightning, and its bellow was like the roar of thunder.



The king of that part of the country soon heard how this dreadful beast was 
killing his poor people and destroying the land.
He therefore sent messengers through all his kingdom to say that whoever 
would kill the Dun Cow should be made a knight and should receive a great 
deal of land and money as reward.  But no one brave enough could be found.  
Knights who were not afraid to fight in tournaments and battles feared this 
terrible Dun Cow.



'If only Guy of Warwick were here,' said the people, 'he would soon kill the 
awful beast.  But he has gone away to France and we shall all be devoured.'


Guy, however, had not yet set out for France, and at length the King's 
messengers came to the place where he was waiting by the sea until the storm 
should blow over.  As soon as he heard about the Dun Cow, he mounted his 
horse, and without telling any one what he was going to do, he rode straight 
back to Warwickshire.



When he came near to the place where the Dun Cow was, he found all the land 
laid waste.  The fields were covered with the bones of animals which it had 
killed
and eaten.  The cottages were empty, for those of the people who had not 
been killed had fled.



When Guy was a long way off, he heard a loud bellow.  He followed the sound 
until he came near to it.  Then he dismounted and put his horse in a safe 
place.



He took his sword, his battle-axe, and his bow and arrows, and went the rest 
of the way on foot.



Presently he saw the Dun Cow standing in the middle of a large field, 
greedily devouring some animal which it had just killed.



Guy crept on very carefully, making no noise.  He hoped to get quite close 
to the Dun Cow before it caught sight of him.  But suddenly it raised its 
head and saw him.



Lashing its huge tail, and uttering an angry bellow, it rushed at Guy with 
lowered head.



The earth seemed to shake as the huge beast came thundering along.  But Guy 
was not afraid.  He stood still.  Quickly
fitting an arrow to his bow, he waited until the Dun Cow was within short 
shooting distance.  As soon as it was near enough, he shot, hitting the 
animal right in the middle of the forehead.



Englishmen have always been famous archers, and Guy was the best shot in all 
England at that time.  But although he sent the arrow straight and hard, it 
could not pierce the tough hide of the Dun Cow.  It glanced off as if from 
polished steel armour, and the great beast came galloping on, unhurt.



When Guy saw it coming, he sprang to one side.  But he was not quick enough, 
and it struck him with its horns, dinting his armour with the blow.



Guy then drew his sword and tried to pierce on of the Dun Cow's eyes.  But 
he could not get near enough.  The terrible twisted horns were so long that 
Guy could not get past them to pierce an eye with his sword.



Guy now knew that there was only one
hope of killing the beast.  He must strike a blow right behind the ear.  
That was the only spot where the Dun Cow's hide was soft.



Springing back, Guy threw down his sword, and seized his battle-axe.



With lowered head, the Dun Cow rushed at him again.  Again Guy waited unil 
it was quite near.  Then with his left hand he seized one of its horns, 
while with his right he firmly grasped his battle-axe.



Giving a loud bellow, the Dun Cow tossed its head.  Up in the air flew Guy, 
but he kept tight hold.



Again and again the Dunn Cow tossed its head, trying in vain to shake Guy 
off.  Clinging fast to the horn, he swung his battle-axe well back and 
brought it crashing down on the Dun Cow's head, just behind the ear.



The huge beast gave one fierce roar of pain and anger, then staggered and 
fell over on its side with the sound as of a house tumbling down.



Guy was dragged to the ground along with the Cow, but he was not hurt.  
Rising, he made quite sure that the beast was really dead, then he went to 
the safe place where he had left his horse.  Mounting it, he rode off to the 
nearest town, which happened to be Coventry, to tell the news.



The people nearly went made with delight when they heard about it.  They 
cheered and blessed Guy as he rode through the streets.  Then every one who 
could walk or ride went out into the country, eager to see with their own 
eyes the great beast, as it lay dead in the field.



During all the hubbub and excitement, Guy, unseen by any, mounted his horse 
again, and started on his way back to the sea.  He liked doing brave deeds, 
but he did not like making a fuss over them.  So he was very glad to get 
away quietly.



But the King soon heard of what had happened, and he sent swift messengers 
after Guy to bring him back again.



When Guy was brought before him, the
King made him kneel down.  Then he drew his sword and striking Guy on the 
shoulder said, 'Rise, Sir Guy of Warwick.'  So Guy was made a knight.



Then the King gave the new knight a pair of golden spurs.  Lady Phyllis came 
to him, and kneeling at his feet, fastened them on for him.



After that the King gave a great feast.  Guy sat at the King's right hand 
and Phyllis sat beside him.  And while every one feasted, a minstrel played 
upon a harp and sang songs in honour of Guy.  He told of all the great 
things the knight had done, and, above all how he had slain the Dun Cow.



The King now gave to Guy the money and lands which he had promised to 
whoever should kill the Dun Cow.  He begged Guy not to go away any more, 
promising that he would ask Lord Rohand to allow him to marry Phyllis.  But 
Guy would not stay.  He had made up his mind to go, and go he would.



So once more he said good-bye to Phyllis,
and rode away to the sea.  As soon as he had gone, the King gave orders 
that, in memory of Guy's great deed, one rib of the Dun Cow should be hung 
up at the gate of the town of Coventry, and another in the Castle of 
Warwick.



This was done.  The rib in Warwick is still preserved.  Should you ever go 
there you must be sure to look at it and remember Guy's great deeds.
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How Guy Went Home, and How He Set Forth Again



After many adventures, Guy at last resolved to go home
again.  So, laden with riches, and followed by a great
train of knights and servants, he at length reached
Warwick.  The people received him with much joy.  The
Earl welcomed him as a son, every one was glad, and
Phyllis most glad of all.  But Guy had one sorrow.  His
own father and mother were dead, and that grieved him
sorely.  But Phyllis comforted him, and in the joy of
being with her once more he forgot all else.



Many long hours Phyllis and Guy sat together talking,
telling each other of all that had happened in the
years which had passed since Guy rode away to seek
adventures.  Phyllis was never weary of 
listening  to these adventures, and of wondering over Guy's
marvelous deeds.  And so, with pleasant talk and
laughter, the summer days slipped past.



At last one day the Earl called Phyllis to him. 
'Daughter,' he said, 'it is now time that thou shouldst
marry.  Lords, knights and nobles have come to ask thy
hand, but thou has refused them all.  Now I grow old,
and I would fain see thy husband before I die.  Choose
now whom thou wilt have.'


'Father,' replied Phyllis, looking down, 'give me three
days.  Then will I choose.'


I wonder why she wanted three days, for she knew quite
well whom she would marry.  But you see Phyllis was a
beautiful lady, and beautiful ladies do many things
which are hard to understand.



When the third day came, the Earl called his daughter
again.  'Thy will, daughter, tell it me,' he said.



'Sir,' she said, blushing and smiling, 'my will I tell
thee blithely.  There is thine own knight Guy.  In the
whole world is there
never a better man.  Him I will marry, and none other.'


'Daughter,' replied the Earl, greatly pleased, 'thou
dost choose well.  I will speak to Sir Guy, and if he
be willing, I shall be right glad.'


Then Phyllis went away laughing softly, for she knew
well that Guy would marry her.



So there was a great and splendid wedding.  Dukes,
earls, and knights came to it with many fair and lovely
ladies; but Phyllis was the fairest of them all, and
not a knight or lord was so handsome as Sir Guy.  For
fifteen days the feasting and merriment lasted.  Then
all the guests went away full of wonderment at the
splendour they had seen.



For some time Guy and Phyllis lived happily together. 
Then one sad day Earl Rohand died.  He left all his
land and vast wealth to Guy, and the King made him Earl
of Warwick, so he became a great and powerful lord as
well as a gallant knight. 
One day Guy had been out hunting, and, returning in the
evening, he climbed to the high turret of his castle,
and looked out over his broad lands.  There field, and
hill, and valley, river and forest, lay before him, all
red in the evening sunshine, and as far as the eye
could reach it was all his own—tower and town, cattle,
homestead, all were his.



Guy leaned upon the stone rampart deep in thought.  The
red sun went down, the sky grew dark, and one by one
the twinkling stars shone out.  Still Guy stood there
thinking.  So quiet it was, so peaceful, and unlike the
life he had been used to lead, that it seemed almost a
dream.



Then, as in a dream within a dream, his past life all
came back to him.  He heard the clatter and jingle of
horse and armour, the ring of sword on shield, the
cries of rage, of pain, of exultation.  He saw the
field covered with splintered spears, broken armour,
bloodstained, torn banners; he saw the fallen foe,
wounds and death.  Then it seemed as if he woke, and
looking out again
over the peaceful country, he remembered that that was
all past for him, and that life now flowed stilly on in
love and gentleness.  Suddenly he fell upon his knees. 
'O God,' he cried, 'I thank Thee that Thou has brought
me to such honour, peace, and love.'


In those far-off days, when the world was not so old,
men were more simple, and God seemed nearer to them
than now.  But Guy in all his life had never thought of
God.  He had loved Phyllis only, and had done great
deed that he might bring honour and fame to her.  He
had fought many battles, he had killed many men, but
never once had he thought of the pain and trouble he
had brought on others, but only of the glory to
himself.  He had indeed nearly always fought for the
weak against the strong, but that was because it
brought him greater glory.  Now, kneeling upon the cold
stone, with his face pressed into his hands, it seemed
to him as if his whole past life had been wicked.  'I
have done everything for the love of a beautiful face,'he moaned.  'I
have never done one action because it was right.'



	"Alas, he said, that I was born,


	Body and soul I am forlorn,


	Of bliss I am all bare;


	For never in all my life before


	For Him the crown of thorn that bore


	Good deed did I neer;


	But war and woe have I wrought,


	And many a man to ground have brought,


	That rues me now full sore."







So he knelt and mourned.  All around it was still, and
over his head was the deep blue sky with its twinkling
stars.  There was none to hear or pity his misery.



Then at last he stood up.  Baring his head he threw his
sword.  Holding it in both hands high above him, he
turned his face up to the sky.  'Lord God,' he cried,
'here is my sword.  It is Thine for ever.  I swear here
and now that it shall never again be drawn save in a
good cause.  Never again shall I shed blood for the
sake of glory only.' 
As Guy stood there, holding out this sword, Phyllis
came softly up the stone steps.  When she reached the
top, and saw his pale face turned up to the sky, and
his drawn sword held out, she stood still, afraid.



There was silence for a few minutes, then Guy looked
down and saw her standing there.



What is it?' whispered Phyllis, more afraid than ever
at the strange look in Guy's eyes.



Then, taking her by the hand, Guy told Phyllis all his
thoughts.  'For many years, he said, 'I have never
ceased from wars and from shedding man's blood.  Surely
God must be angry with me.  So I have vowed never again
to draw sword except in a just cause.  And now I will
put off my fine clothes, my jewels, and my chains of
gold, and, dressed in pilgrim garments, I will journey
barefoot to the Holy Land, and there, and the Sepulchre
of our Lord, do penance for my sins.'


When Phyllis heard these words she sat
quite still.  She had been happy when she came up on
the stone stair.  It was dark, but she was not afraid,
for Guy, she knew, was at the top, and she had run
lightly up, singing as she came.  Now she was utterly
miserable.  All life seemed dark.  She shivered at the
thought that she would have to go up and down these
stairs, and through all the great empty rooms, alone,
and than, however she might wander and search, there
would be no Guy anywhere.  Then, leaning her head
against his shoulder, she let the hot tears chase each
other down her white cheeks.



Guy tried to comfort her, but she would not be
comforted.  Do not go away,' she moaned.  'Oh! Stay
with me, stay with me.  We will give all our money to
the poor; we will guild great churches and monasteries. 
If thou hast done anything wicked that will make up for
it, only do not go away.'


Buy Guy shook his head.  'I must go,' he said, 'there
is no other way,'


So the great Earl of Warwick put off
his fine clothes and dressed himself in pilgrim robes. 
Of all his jewels and gold he took only a ring which
Phyllis had given him.  Then with a staff in his hand
he set out on his long journey.  Slowly, sadly, with
bent head he walked away, leaving behind him his lovely
wife, whom he had fought for and loved these many long
years.  He would not look back—not once—lest his
heart should fail him, and he should return.



And Phyllis, left alone in her beautiful castle, sobbed
as if her heart would break.


