

	The Story of Roland
	




The After Word



Such is the story of Roland as gathered from the songs
and poems of the middle ages.



When Charlemagne returned, sad, and worn with many
cares, to his own chosen home at Aix, a fair damsel met
him on the threshold of his palace. It was Alda,
Oliver's sister, the betrothed wife of Roland.



"Where now is Roland the hero, the worthiest of the
barons of France?" asked she.



Scarcely could the king make answer, so great was the
sorrow which lay at his heart. "Sister, fair friend,"
said he gently, "that noble knight whom we both loved
so well can nevermore come to thee, nor will his strong
arm ever again defend us."



Faded then the color from the faithful maiden's cheeks.
She cried not, nor uttered a sound. She tottered, and
fell to the stone pavement at Charlemagne's feet. God
is kind: he takes the broken-hearted home. The maidens
in the palace raised her up tenderly, and bore her into
the quiet little chapel, where they watched over her
body, and prayed for her soul, until 
the break of day;
and then, with many sad tears and bitter lamentations,
they buried her close by the altar, and full great
honor did the king pay to her.



As for Ganelon the traitor, he was brought before the
council of peers, loaded with irons and chained like a
felon. "Lord barons," said the king, "here is Ganelon,
whom I pray you will judge as beseemeth you just. He
has traitorously taken from me twenty thousand of my
host, and my nephew, whom ye shall never see, and
Oliver the brave and the courteous; and he has betrayed
the twelve peers for gold."



And the song goes on to tell how, through the advice of
Thierry of Anju, Ganelon was sentenced to be torn in
pieces by horses,—a just punishment for one so base and
vile. Rut Charlemagne's heart was overburdened with
sorrow and care; and naught could bring again the
hopeful days of the past. "O God!" said he in despair,
"so painful is my life!" And he wept with his eyes, and
pulled his snow-white beard.



Here ends the song which Turold sang. But another poem
tells us that, not long after this, the great king
died, and that at the moment of his death all the bells
in the kingdom tolled, of their own accord, a solemn
dirge. He was buried in Aix-la-Chapelle, in a tomb,
which, according to one account, 
was very rich and 
well
made. And on his tomb were painted all the battles
which he had fought and won. But on that side which
faced toward the Pyrenees Mountains, where he had been
outwitted and defeated by the Moors, there was not any
thing painted; for he had not yet avenged himself for
the latest injuries which he had there received.



As for Ogier the Dane, it is related by one of the
older song-writers, from whom I have already borrowed
much, that he lived a long time in Hainault and
Brabant, doing good, and hating evil, and protecting
the poor and friendless. Wherever he went, the people
called down Heaven's choicest blessings upon him; and
when he died, full of years and honors, he was buried
in the abbey at Meaux. But another and later poem tells
us a very different story. It relates, that, before the
death of Charlemagne, Ogier, with a thousand French
knights, and assisted by his brother Guyon of Denmark,
led a crusade into the Holy Land. On every hand the
Saracens were subdued, and at length Ogier was crowned
King of Judæa. But not long did he enjoy his kingdom.
He was ill at ease and unhappy, so far from the court
of Charlemagne, and he determined to return to France.
One night he embarked secretly and sailed across the
sea. The sky was clear, the wind was fair, and the
vessel sped swiftly onward, but not in the way which
its master desired. A mountain of magnetic iron drew it
toward an unknown shore, where it 
was dashed to pieces
upon the rocks. With difficulty Ogier escaped from the
wreck. The country in which he found himself was a
strange land, not like any he had ever before seen.
While he stood, uncertain which way to go, a beautiful
horse, stronger and fairer even than Broiefort, came
across the sands, and knelt before him, as if asking
him to mount. Nothing fearing, Ogier leaped upon his
back. With a neigh of delight, the horse, who was none
other than Papillon, the fairy-steed of Morgan the Fay,
bounded forward. Over rocks and hills, through
forests, and among steep precipices, he ran with
lightning speed, and paused not until he arrived at a
wondrous palace built in the midst of a most beautiful
landscape. There were gardens and orchards and lakes
and waterfalls and fountains, and every thing that
could charm the senses of the hero. It was the island
Vale of Avalon—




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


	Nor ever wind blows loudly; but it lies


	Deep-meadowed, happy, fair with orchard lawns,


	And bowery hollows crowned with summer sea."
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OGIER AND THE HORSE PAPILLON.


There he was kindly welcomed by Morgan the Fay, the
queen of that land. A crown of roses was placed upon
his head, and he lost all remembrance of his former
life. There, through long years of happiness, he had
the companionship of King Arthur and his 
knights, and
of all the great heroes that have ever lived on earth;
and he was freed from death and every mortal care. But
once on a time he bethought him that he would return to
France and visit his friend Charlemagne again. The
fairy queen consented, and the sea-goblins carried him
back. But every thing was changed. Paris was no longer
the city he had once known. He made his way to the
palace, and inquired for Charlemagne. Men laughed at
him, and told him that Charlemagne had been dead two
hundred years, and that Hugues Capet was king of
France. The good Dane felt now that the world had no
joys for him; and not long afterward he was carried
back again to the sweet Vale of Avalon, where he still
lives with the blissful company of heroes.



And in various countries of Europe men tell marvellous
tales of the re-appearance of Charlemagne. It was said
by some that the great king returned to life at the
time of the Crusades, and, with the same martial vigor
as of old, led his hosts to mortal combat with the
Saracens. Some say that he has been seen in the
mountains of Untersberg, in company with Frederick
Barbarossa, waiting for the time when he shall return
to his kingdom. Others believe, that in Desenberg he
bides the coming of the millennial day. A German poet
says, "Charlemagne the great king lives still 
with his
heroes. It is in Desenberg that he rests from his
conquests. The mountain dwarfs guard his dwelling.
There, in the broad halls, the heroes repose,
overpowered with sleep, bound by an unseen hand. Around
them are their glittering arms, ready to be donned for
the battle. They breathe softly; they dream of war and
victory. And at a marble table in the middle of the
hall Charlemagne sits: his head reclines upon his
breast; his countenance beams with the fire of youth;
his hair and beard fall in long white waves to the
ground. Long time has he waited there with his
comrades. Oftentimes the dawning of their new life
seems at hand, and a hum of joy runs through the halls.
Then all the warriors rise to their feet: they seize
their lances and
their swords; but suddenly their joy is quenched, and
again their eyes are closed in slumber. Only the king
remains awake for a while; and he cries out, until the
sound is echoed through the mountains, 'Ye dwarfs who
guard my dwelling, what year is this?' The dwarfs
answer; and the shadows settle again upon his features.
'Sleep on, comrades,' he says, 'the hour has not yet
come.' With a dull sound, each warrior falls prone
upon the earth: they sleep, and await the hour when the
spell shall be broken. The king, with his long white
beard, and his flowing hair, and his countenance
glowing with youth, sits again at the marble table."



How the Army Crossed the Alps



It was near the time of the solemn festival of Easter,—the 
time when Nature seems to rise from the grave, and
the Earth puts on anew her garb of youth and beauty.
King Charlemagne was at St. Omer; for there the good
Archbishop Turpin was making ready to celebrate the
great feast with more than ordinary grandeur. Thither,
too, had gone the members of the king's household, and
a great number of lords and ladies, the noblest in
France. There were the queen, the fair Fastrada, and
Charlemagne's two sons Charlot and Louis, and his
sisters Bertha and Alice, and his daughters Belissent
and Emma. 
And there also were many of the peers of the
realm,—Duke Namon, and Ganelon, and Malagis the
wizard, and Alcuin the English schoolmaster, and
Gerineldo the king's scribe, and Roland, and Ogier the
Dane. And with many fond anticipations all awaited the
coming of the festal day, and the new season of active
duty and labor which it would usher in.



But there came fleet messengers to St. Omer, bearing to
Charlemagne news as unlooked-for as it was
disagreeable. The ambassadors whom he had sent last
autumn to claim the homage and the tribute due from
Duke Godfrey of Denmark had come home with shaved faces
and tonsured heads. Barely had they escaped with their
lives from the traitorous Dane. And they had brought
this word from Godfrey. "Tell your king," said he,
"that the lord of Denmark is no man's thrall, and that
never will he do homage, or pay aught of tribute, to
any foreign tyrant."



Great was the wrath of Charlemagne, and he declared at
once that Ogier the Dane, and his three comrades,
should be put to death; for, according to the terms
made with Godfrey, the young men were now for-hostaged,
and their lives were justly forfeited. And in spite of
the sage advice of Duke Namon, and the prayers of the
queen herself, the king caused the four hostages to be
thrown into the dungeon of St. Omer; and he threatened
that, as soon as Eastertide was past, they should be
brought out, and hanged in the sight of all the people.
Then word was sent to Paris and to Aix, and to all the
chiefs and lords in France, calling every one who was
able to bear arms to rally around the king's standard,
and be ready on a moment's notice to move against the
traitorous Duke of Denmark. And when, at length, Easter
morning broke, and the sun rose clear and bright in a
cloudless sky, its rays fell upon the armor and banners
of a mighty host encamped at St. Omer, and 
expecting on
the morrow to begin the march to the North.



But a new surprise awaited Charlemagne. Scarcely had
the good archbishop pronounced a blessing upon the
devout multitude assembled at the Easter service, when
two messengers came in hot haste, and demanded to speak
with the king. They had come from Rome, and they bore
letters from Pope Leo. Sad was the news which these
letters brought, but it was news which would fire the
heart of every Christian knight. The Saracens had
landed in Italy, and had taken Rome by assault. "The
pope and the cardinals and the legates have fled," said
the letters; "the churches are torn down; the holy
relics are lost; and the Christians are put to the
sword. Wherefore the Holy Father charges you as a
Christian king to march at once to the help of the
Church."



It needed no word of Charlemagne to arouse the ardor of
his warriors. Every other undertaking must be laid
aside, so long as Rome and the Church were in danger.
The design of marching against the Danes was given up
for a time; and the heralds proclaimed that on the
morrow, at break of day, the army, instead of advancing
northward, would move southward toward Italy.



"What shall we do with Ogier and the other Danish
hostages?" asked Ganelon, smiling, and hoping that the
king would carry out his threats, and have the young
men put to death.



"It is no fit time to deal with them now," answered 
the
king. "Let the three who are of lower rank lie in
prison where they are. But as for Ogier, the prince, do
you take charge of him, and bring him with you to Rome.
See that he does not escape; and, when we have driven
the Pagans out of the city, we shall have him hanged as
a traitor in the sight of the whole host."



The morning after Easter dawned, and the great army
waited for the signal to march. The bugles sounded, and
the long line of steel-clad knights and warriors began
to move. Charlemagne rode in the front ranks, ready,
like a true knight, to brave every difficulty, and to
be the first in every post of danger. Never did a
better king wear spur. Roland, as was his wont on such
occasions, rode by the side of Duke Namon, carrying
that knight's shield and the heavier parts of his
armor; and, as became a trusty squire, he thought not
of his own pleasure, but of the comfort of him whom he
served. Nor did he consider his own safety or his own
honor to be matters of concern, so long as Duke Namon
was his lord. But Ogier the Dane rode in the rear of
the host, with Ganelon's squires; and, being a
prisoner, he was not allowed to carry any arms, or to
move out of sight of the young men who guarded him.



Great was the haste with which the army moved, and very
impatient were the warriors; for the whole of France
lay between them and fair Italy, and they knew that
weeks of weary marching must be endured, ere they could
meet their Pagan foe in battle, and drive him 
out of
the Christians' land. Many days they rode among the
rich fields, and between the blooming orchards, of the
Seine valley; many days they toiled over unbroken
forest roads, and among marshes and bogs, and across
untrodden moorlands. They climbed steep hills, and swam
broad rivers, and endured the rain and the wind and the
fierce heat of the noonday sun, and sometimes even the
pangs of hunger and thirst. But they carried brave
hearts within them; and they comforted themselves with
the thought that all their suffering was for the glory
of God and the honor of the king, for their country's
safety and the security of their homes. And every day,
as they advanced, the army increased in numbers and in
strength: for the news had been carried all over the
land, that the Saracens had taken Rome, and that
Charlemagne with his host was hastening to the rescue;
and knights and noblemen from every city and town and
countryside came to join his standard, sometimes alone
and singly, and sometimes with a great retinue of
fighting men and servitors. And when at last they had
passed the boundaries of France, and only the great
mountains lay between them and Italy, Charlemagne could
look behind him, and see an army of a hundred thousand
men. And now messengers came to him again, urging him
to hasten with all speed to the succor of the pope.



But the Alps Mountains lifted themselves up in his
pathway, and their snowy crags frowned threateningly
upon him; their steep, rocky sides arose like walls
before him, and seemed to forbid his going farther; and
there appeared to be no way of reaching Italy, save by
a long and circuitous route through the southern
passes. In the hope that he might find some shorter and
easier passage, Charlemagne now sent out scouts and
mountaineers to explore every valley and gorge, and
every seeming mountain pass. But all came back with the
same story: there was not even so much as a path up
which the mountain goats could clamber, much less a
road broad enough for an army with horses and baggage
to traverse. The king was in despair, and he called
together his counsellors and wise men to consider what
should be done. Duke Namon urged that they should march
around by way of the southern passes; for, although a
full month would thus be lost, yet there was no other
safe and well-known land-route to Italy. Ganelon
advised that they should turn back, and, marching to
Marseilles, embark from thence on ships, and undertake
to reach Rome by way of the sea.



Then the dwarf Malagis came before Charlemagne, bearing
in his hand a book, from which he read many spells and
weird enchantments. Upon the ground he drew with his
wand a magic ring, and he laid therein the hammer of
Thor and the sword of Mahmet. Then, in a loud,
commanding voice, he called upon the sprites, the
trolls, and the goblins, with whom he was familiar, to
come at once into his presence. And the lightning
flashed, and the thunder rolled, and smoke and fire
burst forth from the mountain peaks, and the rocks and
great 
ice-fields were loosened among the crags, and
came tumbling down into the valley. And dwarfs and
elves, and many an uncanny thing, danced and shouted in
the mountain caves; and grinning ogres peeped out from
the deep clefts and gorges; and the very air seemed
full of ghostlike creatures. Then the wizard called by
name a wise but wicked goblin, known among the Saracens
as Ashtaroth; and the goblin came at once, riding in a
whirlwind, and feeling very angry because he was
obliged to obey.



"Tell me now," said Malagis, "and tell me truly,
whether there is here so much as a pathway by which
Charlemagne may lead his army through the mountains."



The goblin was silent for a moment; and a dark cloud
rested upon his face, and his look was terrible. But
the wizard, in no wise daunted, returned his glance,
and in the tones of a master bade him clear up that
clouded look, and answer the question he had asked.
Then Ashtaroth curbed his anger, and spoke.



"On what errand would the French king cross the Alps?"
he asked. "Seeks he not to harm my friends the
Saracens?"



"That is, indeed, his errand," answered Malagis.



"Then, why should I do aught to help him?" asked the
goblin. "Why do you call me from my rest, and bid me
betray my friends?"



"That is not for thee to ask," said Malagis. "I have
called thee as a master calls his slave. Tell me 
now,
and tell me truly, is there here any pass across the
mountains into Italy?"



"There is such a pass," answered the goblin gravely;
"but it is hidden to eyes like mine. I cannot guide you
to it, nor can any of my kind show you how to find it.
It is a pathway which only the pure can tread."



"Tell me one thing more," said Malagis. "Tell me one
thing, and I will let thee go. "How prosper thy friends
the Saracens at Rome?"



"They have taken all but the Capitol," was the answer.
"They have slain many Christians, and burned many
buildings. The pope and the cardinals have fled to
Spoleto. If Charlemagne reach not Italy within a month,
ill will it fare with his friends."



Then Malagis, satisfied with what he had heard, unwound
the spell of his enchantments; and amid a cloud of fire
and smoke the goblin flew back again into the
mountains.



And now the good Turpin came forward, with crosier in
his hand, and a bishop's mitre on his head, and a long
white robe thrown over his shoulders, scarcely hiding
the steel armor which he wore beneath.  And he lifted
up his eyes to heaven, and prayed. And the sound of his
voice arose among the cliffs, and resounded among the
rocks, and was echoed from valley to valley, and
re-echoed among the peaks and crags, and carried over
the mountain tops, even to the blue sky above. And the
king and those who stood about him fancied that they
heard sweet strains of music issuing from the 
mountain
caves; and the most bewitching sounds arose among the
rocks and gorges; and the air was filled with a
heavenly perfume and the songs of singing-birds; and a
holy calm settled over mountain and valley, and fell
like a blessing upon the earth. Then the Alps no longer
seemed obstacles in their way. The steep cliffs, which
had been like mighty walls barring their progress,
seemed now mere gentle slopes, rising little by little
toward heaven, and affording a pleasant and easy
highway to the fair fields Italy beyond.



While Charlemagne and his peers gazed in rapt delight
upon this vision, there came down from the mountain
crags a beautiful creature such as none of them had
ever before seen. It was a noble stag, white as the
drifted snow, his head crowned with wide-branching
antlers, from every point of which bright sunbeams
seemed to flash.
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THE WHITE STAG.


"Behold our leader and our hope!" cried Turpin. "Behold
the sure-footed guide which the Wonder-king has sent to
lead us through narrow ways, and over dangers steeps,
to the smiling valleys and fields of Italy! Be only
strong and trustful and believing, and a safe way shall
open for us, even where there seemed to be no way."



Then the vision faded slowly away from the sight of the
peers; and the mountain walls rose up before them as
grim and steep as ever; and the snow-crowned crags
looked down upon them even more angrily than before,
and there seemed no road nor pathway which the foot 
of
man could follow. But the wondrous white stag, which
had filled their minds with a new-born hope, still
stood in plain sight on the lowermost slopes of the
mountain.



The king, without once taking his eyes from the
Heaven-sent creature, mounted his war steed, and
sounded the bugle which hung at his girdle; and the
great army, confiding in the wisdom of their leader,
began to move. The white stag went first, steadily
following a narrow pathway, which led upward by many
steep ascents, seemingly to the very clouds; and behind
him rode Charlemagne, keeping ever in view his radiant,
hopeful guide, and followed by the long line of knights
and warriors, who, cheered by his earnest faith, never
once feared the end. Higher and higher they climbed,
and more and more difficult became the way. On one side
of them arose a steep wall, shutting out from their
sight more than half of the sky: on the other side,
dark gorges and yawning gulfs descended, threatening to
bury the whole army in their bottomless depths. And by
and by they came to the region of snow and ice, where
the Storm-king holds his court, and reigns in
everlasting solitude. And, looking back, they could see
sweet France, lying spread out as a map before them,
its pleasant fields and its busy towns seeming only as
specks in the dim distance. But when they looked
forward, hoping there to see a like map of fair Italy,
only the rocks and the ice, and the narrow pathway, and
the desolate mountain crags, met their sight. And 
they
would have become disheartened by the difficulties
before them, and have turned back in utter despair, had
not the bright form of their guide, and the cheerful
countenance of Charlemagne, inspired them with
ever-renewed hope. For seven days they toiled among the
dangerous steeps: and on the eighth a glorious vision
burst upon their view—the smiling plains of Italy lay
before them. At this sight a great shout of joy went up
from the throats of the toil-worn heroes, and the good
archbishop returned thanks to Heaven for their
deliverance from peril. And, a few hours later, the
whole army emerged into the pleasant valleys of
Piedmont, and encamped not far from Aosta.



Very wonderful indeed had been this passage over the
Alps; and, what was more wonderful still, not a man,
nor a beast, nor any part of the baggage, had been
lost. After he had rested and dined, the king called
before him his minstrels and jongleurs, and bade them
sing their merriest songs, and play their gayest tunes
on the harp, the viol, and the guitar. And the heart of
the king was softened by the sweet strains of music,
and by the feelings of thankfulness which filled his
soul; and he felt no longer any malice toward those who
had done him wrong, nor any hatred toward his enemies.
Then one among the minstrels, an old man who had been a
bard among the Saxons, and who knew all the lore of the
North-folk, turned his harp, and sang a song of the old
Pagan days, and of the bold, free life of the Danish
sea-kings.



When the minstrel ceased, the king, who had been
strangely touched by the lively melody, looked around
upon his peers and asked,—



"Is there not with us a young Danish prince, one Ogier,
the son of the rebel Godfrey? Methinks that he, too,
can make fine music on the harp."



"My lord," answered Duke Namon, "the young man, as you
doubtless remember, is for-hostaged; and he is now a
prisoner in charge of the Duke Ganelon."



"Let him be brought hither," said the king.



A few minutes later, Ogier, erect and proud, and as
fearless as a young lion, was led into the presence of
Charlemagne and the peers; and by his side walked his
brother-in-arms, young Roland. He took the harp from
the minstrel's hands; and, as his fingers swept lightly
over the strings, he sang a song that he had learned in
his father's court in Denmark. And all who heard him
agreed that they had never listened to sweeter music.



"Young man," said the king, "thou singest well. I would
fain reward thee, and hence I grant thee a reprieve. I
give thee thy life until we again return to France."



Then Roland, as the nephew of the king, boldly begged
that he would grant a full pardon to Ogier. But he
would not. Never, said he, should feelings of pity turn
him aside from the path of justice. Should he spare the
life of one person for-hostaged, the value of hostages
as pledges of good faith would no longer be regarded.
Then Duke Namon asked the king, that, 
as a personal
favor, he would allow Ogier to remain with him during
the rest of the march: he wished him to care for his
nephew, a noble knight who was in his train, and was
sick. To this request the king readily assented, and
Ogier was re-instated in the service of his former
loved master. And Roland and the other squires with
Duke Namon, welcomed him most heartily to his old place
of honor among them.


In the Wood of Ardennes



In the wood of Ardennes, far from the common haunts of
men, there was a meadow, shut in on all sides by tall
trees and a thick growth of underwood. There the ground
was covered with a rich carpet of the tenderest green
grass, speckled with daisies and buttercups, and
broidered with wild roses and lilies-of-the-valley;
and the air was sweet with the fragrance of the
spring-blossoms, and musical with the joyous notes of
the song birds. It was a place fitted for rest and
pleasant thought, where the harsh sounds of warlike
strife and busy labor could never intrude.



On one side of this meadow, half hidden in a grove of
drooping willows, was a fountain, walled in with pure
white marble and once very beautiful, but now sadly
neglected and falling into decay. Men say that the wise
wizard Merlin built this fountain in the days of good
King Arthur, hoping that Tristram and the fair Isolde
would drink of its waters; for whosoever tasted of them
was filled at once with a strange feeling of hate
toward the one whom he had loved before, and he 
loathed
the things which formerly had seemed most fair to him.
Not far from this spot was another fountain, built, it
was said, in the golden times, when the gods walked and
talked with men. The pool into which its waters fell
was of wonderful depth, and yet so clear that the
smallest pebble could be plainly seen at the bottom.
Men said that the wood nymphs used often to come here
to bathe, and that the naiäds delighted to sit on its
banks, and admire their own beauty reflected from
below. And some wise wizard of old had given to the
waters of this spring qualities as strange as those
which distinguished the fountain of Merlin; for
whosoever drank of them was forthwith filled with the
maddest love and admiration for the first human being
whom he chanced thereafter to meet.



To this happy meadow Angelica came, after flying unseen
from the tournament at Merlin's Stair; and here she
waited the coming of her brother Argalia. All day long
she busied herself, plucking the flowers in the meadow,
or listening to the melody of the birds, or watching
the plashing of the water in the fountains; and she
wondered why Argalia so long delayed his coming. Alas!
her princely brother would never meet her at
trysting-place again. As I have told you, he had fled
from the tilting place with the speed of the wind,
intending to meet his sister in the wood of Ardennes,
and with her to go back without delay to their old home
in Cathay. But the mid-day sun shone hot and fierce
upon his head, and, thinking that no one would be able
to overtake him, he stopped in the shadow of a
spreading oak to rest. The shade was so cool and
tempting, and the twitter of the song birds was so
pleasing, and the bees hummed so drowsily among the
leaves, that he was persuaded to dismount. He tethered
his steed to an overhanging bough: he took off his
helmet, and loosened his war coat, and, stretching
himself carelessly upon the grass, was soon fast
asleep.



While Argalia thus slept in the shade of the oak,
Reinold of Montalban, mounted on the fleet-footed
Bayard, passed by. And, although he saw the knight of
Cathay slumbering soundly, he cared not to waken him,
but hastened onward, intent on catching one more
glimpse of the charming Angelica. Soon afterward the
fierce Ferrau, fuming with fury, and full of foul
thoughts, rode up. He spied the sleeping prince under
the tree: his eyes gleamed with a wicked light, and his
face grew dark as any thunder cloud. No true knight
would have harmed a sleeping foe: he would have
awakened him, and given him time to arm himself. But
the Pagan cared naught for knightly honor. Without
dismounting from his steed, he raised his gleaming
sword above the uncovered head of Argalia; and, when
the weapon fell, the gallant Prince of Cathay slept the
sleep that knows not waking. Ferrau returned his blade
to its scabbard, and was about to ride on again, when
he saw the helmet of Argalia lying upon the grass where
that hapless knight had thrown it. It was a casque of
great beauty and rare workmanship, bound 
round with
brass, and inlaid with gold and many a rich gem stone.
The Moor turned it over, and lifted it on the point of
his lance. The jewels gleamed in the sunlight, and
shone with a beauty which was very tempting to him.
Save the helmet of Roland, which he coveted above every
thing else in the world, Ferrau had never seen aught
that pleased him so well. He unlaced his own
black-painted casque, and tried the jewelled helmet on
his head. It was a perfect fit, and he did not remove
it. He threw the other, with the raven plume still
waving from its crest, upon the ground by the side of
the murdered prince; and then, setting spurs to his
steed, he galloped hastily onward toward the wood of
Ardennes.



Very soon afterward Roland, having followed as fast as
Brigliadoro would carry him, came up, and saw the
ill-fated Argalia stretched upon the grass, and the
well-known helmet and raven plume of Ferrau lying by
his side.



"Ah, me!" said he. "What felony is this? This deed was
never done in fair fight. Beastly treachery has done
it. And thou, gallant Prince of Cathay, even though
thou wert a Pagan, thou shalt not be unavenged."



Without pausing another moment, he gave rein to
Brigliadoro, and galloped swiftly in pursuit of the
base-hearted Moor.



In the mean while Angelica had become tired of
wandering about the meadow in search of flowers. She
had grown tired of the birds' songs, and tired of
admiring 
herself in the clear mirror of the pool: so
she drank a deep draught of water from the fountain of
the nymphs and lay down upon a bed of roses and soft
moss to sleep. While she slept, Reinold of Montalban
rode into the meadow. He was very weary and very
thirsty; and he stopped at the fountain of Merlin, and
refreshed himself from its clear waters, little
thinking what strange quality they possessed. Then,
leading Bayard by the reins, he walked across the
meadow toward the other fountain. There he saw the
Princess of Cathay fast asleep among the roses. But in
his eyes she was no longer beautiful. No toothless
crone would have seemed so hideously ugly. He could not
bear to look at her. With the deepest disgust he turned
away, and remounted his good steed; and then, as fast
as the fleet-footed Bayard could carry him, he hastened
out of the wood of Ardennes, and back to the court of
the king.



[image: [Illustration]]


THE FOUNTAIN OF MERLIN.


Scarcely had the hero of Montalban turned his horse's
head, when Angelica awoke. She saw him riding away from
her, and she thought him the handsomest knight she had
ever seen. She called to him; but the sound of her
voice only deepened the disgust which he felt, and he
rode all the more rapidly away. Soon afterward she was
startled by a noise on the other side of the meadow.
She heard the sound of angry words, and then the rattle
and clash of arms, as if two knights were engaged in
deadly combat. Thinking that one of them might be her
brother, she ran to that part of the glade whence the
sounds came. There she saw Roland and 
Ferrau, with
lances in rest, in the very act of riding against each
other. But great was her dismay and horror when she saw
above the black armor of Ferrau the jewelled helmet of
Argalia. Well did she understand the meaning of it
all; well did she know that her brother would never
come to meet her in the old trysting-place in the wood
of Ardennes. Terrified and in great distress, she put
her magic ring again between her lips, and quick as
thought she was back in her father's palace in the
sunrise land of Cathay.






Roland had overtaken Ferrau upon the very border of the
forest meadow; and he had at once charged the Moor with
cowardly and unknightly behavior in slaying Argalia
while he slept. 



"The Prince of Cathay was no
Christian," said he; "yet he was a true knight,
courteous and bold. Turn now, and defend thyself, or
take the punishment due to a thief and a murderer!"



The two warriors rushed toward each other with the fury
of tigers and the force of two mountain whirlwinds. The
lances of both were shivered in pieces, and so great
was the shock, that both reeled in their saddles.
Roland was the first to recover himself. Quickly he
dismounted from his steed, and drew his good sword
Durandal.



"Come on, thou stranger to every knightly virtue!" he
cried,—"come on, and thou shalt taste the edge of
Durandal, the terror of all wrong-doers."



But Ferrau had suddenly remembered that his liege lord,
Marsilius of Spain, was in need of his help. He turned
not back, nor looked around, nor seemed to hear the
taunting challenge which Roland hurled after him. He
set spurs to his night-black steed, and galloped away
to the southward. Roland mounted Brigliadoro, and gave
chase. But the Moor's black horse was the swifter of
the two, and he and his rider were soon lost to sight.
Then the hero changed his course, and slowly and
thoughtfully rode back toward Paris.



Roland's Arms



Roland had now come to the years of manhood. Among all
the knights and warriors in Charlemagne's court he was
accounted the best. Save only Ogier the Dane, he
excelled them all in every deed and feat of arms, in
knightly courtesy, in respect for authority, in kind
consideration for the poor and friendless. And
everyone, except Prince Charlot and Ganelon of
Mayence, praised and loved him; for he was indeed a
knight without fear and without reproach.



Great care was taken by Charlemagne to provide armor
for his nephew, fitting for one who was destined to be
a hero. From the far south a helmet was brought,—a
wondrous casque most
wondrously wrought. Men said that it was the handiwork
of Vulcan, the lame blacksmith of the golden age,—the
age when the gods still lived, and mingled with
mankind. It was made of steel, inlaid with gold and
pearls, and bound around with brass. It was engraved,
inside and outside, with strange mottoes and
battle-scenes, and legends of knightly valor. Above its
crest waved an 
ostrich-plume, and in front sat a golden
eagle. Only two such helmets did Vulcan make,—one for
Trojan Hector, the godlike hero of that ancient day;
and the other for the noblest knight of later times.



The war coat which Roland wore had been brought from
the far North, and was such as the men of France had
never before seen. They said that it was the work of
Wayland, the master-smith of the Teuton folk. So
curiously had it been wrought, and so rare was the
temper of its steel, that no thrust of lance, nor
stroke of sword, could harm him whom it incased. The
metal of which it was made had been digged from the
earth by the cunning dwarf-folk, who lived in the hill
caves of the North while yet the race of men-folk was
young. It had been smelted in the mountain furnaces of
the giants. Twelve months had Wayland worked day and
night at his forge, beating it into shape, and
tempering it, as he only knew how. And, when he had
finished it, he had given it to Beowulf, the
Anglo-Saxon hero, the slayer of the monster Grendel and
of the fire-breathing dragon of the North. When or how
it had been brought to France, I know not. But, when
Roland first donned it, it is said that men whispered
among themselves, and said, "What need has he of such
rare armor? Better give it to some one whose body is
not already proof against harm." For it was believed
that Roland bore a charmed life, and that like Achilles
of old, and like Siegfried, no weapon could touch or
harm him save in a single small spot of his body,—some
said 
midway between his shoulders; others said on the
bottoms of his feet.



The arms which our hero bore were in every way equal to
the armor which protected him. His shield was of three
plates of steel, copper, and gold, bound together with
bolts of brass; and on it were emblazoned the
quarterings of red and white,—the armorial bearings by
which he was distinguished. His favorite lance was a
mountain ash, weighty and tough, a very beam in length,
and so heavy, that none but Roland, or Ogier the Dane,
could poise it. The golden spurs which he wore as the
sign of his knighthood had been given him by Morgan the
Fay, the fairy queen of Avalon; and I have been told
that they were the same that had been worn by the famed
King Arthur when he and his knights of the round table
lived amongst men.



But the sword which Roland carried at his side was the
noblest piece of all. The world had never seen a more
wonderful blade than Durandal. Not Siegfried's
Balmung, nor King Arthur's Excalibur, nor Charlemagne's
Joyeuse, nor Ogier's Short, could be compared with it
in beauty and true worth. It was the sword which
Hector, the mighty prince of Troy, had wielded so
valiantly in battle with the Greeks. From Vulcan's
forge it had come, where the lame smith god had
tempered it in the flames of Tartarus. Neither wood,
nor stone, nor any metal, could turn its razor edge: no
war coat, nor helmet of steel, could withstand its
stroke. On one of its bright blue sides were many
mystic letters 
carved,—words which the Trojans knew,
but which had long ago been forgotten, and which none
but soothsayers could now make out. Malagis the dwarf
read them: "LET HONOR BE TO HIM WHO MOST DESERVETH IT."
On the other side were the words which I have elsewhere
quoted,—"I AM DURANDAL, WHICH TROJAN HECTOR WORE,"—written 
in Latin. It is said by some, that once, when
Charlemagne was in the valley of Mauriveine, an
angel—or more likely a fairy—gave this sword to him,
and told him to gird it on a young knight who had never
known fear or reproach. Others say, that, after the
death of Hector at the hands of the wrathful Achilles,
this wondrous blade had been taken and kept by fair
Penthiselea, Queen of Persia; and that from her it had
been handed down, age after age, from one generation to
another, to be wielded by the worthiest of Persia's
Pagan princes; and that at last Charlemagne had wrested
it from the unbelievers, and kept it to endow his loved
nephew. Let it be as it may, we know that the king gave
it to Roland when he invested him with knighthood, and
that Roland proved himself well worthy of the gift.



Next to the sword Durandal, the thing which Roland
prized the most was an ivory horn which he wore hung
from his neck by a golden chain. This horn had been
made from the tooth of a sea-horse, or, what is more
likely, the tusk of a unicorn; and it was set thick
with pearls and priceless gem-stones, and inlaid with
silver and gold. Old stories are not quite clear as to
how or 
where Roland got this wondrous horn; but I have
heard that it, too, was a gift from the king.
Charlemagne had long prized it as a rare treasure, not
only on account of its great beauty and its
workmanship, but also because of the wonderful music
which was said to issue from it when blown by any one
who was strong enough to sound it. Yet nobody in
Charlemagne's time had ever heard it. The stoutest
knights who came to Paris or to Aix were challenged to
blow upon it, and the king promised to give the
beautiful instrument to him who could first make the
slightest sound come out of it. And, although some had
split their lungs in trying, no one had ever succeeded
in making a single note. On an idle day in winter, the
king by chance bethought him of challenging Roland to
blow.



"Dear nephew," said he, "you have never yet been beaten
in tourney or in fight, nor have you ever failed in any
thing you have undertaken. I have here something that
will test your strength. It is the horn of my
grandfather, the great Charles the Hammer. In his days,
when men were stronger and seemingly more valiant than
now, the most wondrous sounds were made to come out of
it. I have heard it said that these sounds had all the
sweetness of angels' songs coupled with the deafening
din of the thunder's crash. And, indeed, some
slanderers once whispered that it was the sound of this
horn, rather than his own valor or that of his fighting
men, that won for Charles the Hammer that grand victory
over the Saracens at Poitiers which has 
made his name
so famous. But men have grown wondrous weak of lungs,
and not a knight in all France can blow the horn now."



Roland took the ivory bugle in his hands, and admired
its rare beauty. Then he put it to his mouth and blew.
A sound more wonderful than any man then living had
ever heard came forth, and filled the hall and the
great palace, and rolled out through the gates into the
streets and over the country, and was carried from city
to castle, and from castle to countryside, and through
the forests, and over the mountains, until the whole
land, for leagues and leagues around, echoed and
re-echoed with the wondrous vibrations. Never were folk
more astonished than those who heard this sound. Men,
women, and children stood in utter amazement, holding
their hands to their ears, afraid to listen, and yet
wishing to hear. Some thought that the heavens were
falling, and that the end of the world had come. Others
wondered what kind of thunder this was, which, with all
its deafening clangor, was sweeter than music. The
king, with hasty gestures, begged Roland to stop
blowing; but, after he had ceased, the sound continued
for a long time to reverberate among the castle towers,
and from hill to hill, and from earth to sky, like the
distant rolling of the thunder after a summer storm has
passed over our heads.



"The horn is yours," said the king, delighted and
amazed. "You have fairly won the horn of Charles the
Hammer, and no one can ever gainsay your right 
to it.
But I give it to you only on condition that you shall
never blow it, save in battle and in time of the utmost
need."



That same evening, as Charlemagne and his household sat
in the well-warmed hall of the palace, and beguiled the
hours with music and mirth, a minstrel sang to them the
Song of the Lorrainers; 
 and he told them of the gallant
sons of Hervi, of Garin, and Bego of Belin, who, he
said, was the last knight who carried the ivory bugle
of Charles the Hammer.


THE STORY



Charles the Hammer was dead, and his young son Pepin
was king of France. Bego of Belin was his dearest
friend, and to him he had given all Gascony in fief.
You would have far to go to find the peer of the
valiant Bego. None of King Pepin's nobles dared gainsay
him. Rude in speech and rough in war, though he was, he
was a true knight, gentle and loving to his friends,
very tender to his wife and children, kind to his
vassals, just and upright in all his doings. The very
flower of knighthood was Bego.



Bitter feuds had there been between the family of Bego
and that of Fromont of Bordeaux. Long time had these
quarrels continued, and on both sides much blood had
been spilled. But now there had been peace between them
for ten years and more, and the old hatred was being
forgotten.



One day Bego sat in his lordly castle at Belin; and
beside him was his wife, the fair Beatrice. In all
France there was not a happier man. From the windows
the duke looked out upon his broad lands and the rich
farms of his tenants. As far as a bird could fly in a
day, all was his; and his vassals and serving-men were
numbered by the tens of thousands. "What more," thought
Bego, "could the heart of man wish or pray for?" His
two young sons came bounding into the hall,—Gerin, the
elder born, fair-haired and tall, brave and gentle as
his father; and Hernaudin, the younger, a child of six
summers, his mother's pet, and the joy of the
household. With them were six other lads, sons of
noblemen; and all together laughed and played, and had
their boyish pleasure.



When the duke saw them, he remembered his own boyhood
days and the companions who had shared his sports, and
he sighed. The fair Beatrice heard him, and she said,
"My lord, what ails you, that you are so thoughtful
to-day? Why should rich duke like you sigh, and seem
sad? Great plenty of gold and silver have you in your
coffers; you have enough of the vair and the gray, 
of hawks on their perches, of mules and palfreys and war
steeds; you have overcome all your foes, and none dare
rise up against you. All within six days' journey are
your vassals. What more would you desire to make you
happy?"



"Sweet lady," answered Bego, "you have spoken truly. I
am rich, as the world goes; but my wealth is not
happiness. True wealth is not of money, of the vair and
the gray, of mules, or of horses. It is of kinsfolk
and friends. The heart of a man is worth more than all
the gold of a country. Had it not been for my friends,
I would have been put to shame long ago. The king has
given me this fief, far from my boyhood's home, where I
see but few of my old comrades and helpers. I have not
seen my brother Garin, the Lorrainer, these seven
years, and my heart yearns to behold him. Now,
methinks, I will go to him, and I will see his son, the
child Girbert, whom I have never seen."



The Lady Beatrice said not a word, but the tears began
to well up sadly in her eyes.



"In the wood of Puelle," said Bego, after a pause,
"there is said to be a wild boar, the largest and
fiercest ever seen. He outruns the fleetest horses. No
man can slay him. Methinks, that if it please God, and
I live, I will hunt in that wood, and I will carry the
head of the great beast to my brother the Lorrainer."



Then Beatrice, forcing back her tears, spoke. "Sir,"
said she, "what is it thou sayest? The wood of Puelle
is in the land of Count Baldwin, and thou knowest that
he was slain by thee in those unhappy wars long time
ago; but I have been told that he left a son, who has
sworn to avenge him. The wood is also in the march of
Fromont the chief, and he owes thee a great grudge. He
would be too glad to do thee harm. I pray thee do 
not
undertake this hunt. My heart tells me,—I will not hide
the truth from thee,—my heart tells me, that if thou
goest thither thou shalt never come back alive."



But the duke laughed at her fears; and the more she
tried to dissuade him, the more he set his mind on
seeing his brother the Lorrainer, and on carrying to
him the head of the great wild boar of Puelle. Neither
prayers nor tears could turn him from his purpose. All
the gold in the world, he said, would not tempt him to
give up the adventure.



So on the morrow morning, before the sun had fairly
risen, Bego made ready to go. As this was no warlike
enterprise, he dressed himself in the richest garb of
knightly hero,—with mantle of ermine, and spurs of
gold. With him he took three dozen huntsmen, all
skilled in the lore of the woods, and ten packs of
hunting hounds. He had, also, ten horses loaded with
gold and silver and costly presents, and more than a
score of squires and serving-men. Tenderly he bade fair
Beatrice and his two young sons good-by. Ah, what
grief! Never was he to see them more.
Going by way of Orleans, Bego stopped a day with his
sister, the lovely Helois. Three days he tarried at
Paris, the honored guest of the king and queen. Then
pushing on to Valenciennes, which was on the borders
of the great forest, he took up lodging with a rich
burgher called Berenger the gray.



"Thou hast many foes in these parts," said the burgher,
"and thou wouldst do well to ware of them."



Bego only laughed at the warning. "Didst thou ever know
a Gascon to shun danger?" he asked. "I have heard of
the famed wild boar of Puelle, and I mean to hunt him
in this wood. Neither friends nor foes shall hinder
me."



On the morrow Berenger led the duke and his party into
the wood, and showed them the lair of the beast. Out
rushed the monster upon his foes; then swiftly he fled,
crashing through brush and brake, keeping well out of
the reach of the huntsmen, turning every now and then
to rend some too venturesome hound. For fifteen
leagues across the country he led the chase. One by one
the huntsmen lost sight of him. Toward evening a cold
rain came up; and they turned, and rode back toward
Valenciennes. They had not seen the duke since noon.
They supposed that he had gone back with Berenger. But
Bego was still riding through the forest in close
pursuit of the wild boar. Only three hounds kept him
company. The beast was well-nigh wearied out, and the
duke knew that he could not go much farther. He rode up
close behind him; and the fierce animal, his mouth
foaming with rage, turned furiously upon him. But the
knight, with a well-aimed thrust of his sword, pierced
the great beast through the heart.



By this time, night was falling. The duke knew that he
was very far from any town or castle, but he hoped that
some of his men might be within call. He took his horn,
and blew it twice full loudly. But his 
huntsmen were
now riding into Valenciennes; nor did they think that
they had left their master behind them in the wood.
With his flint the duke kindled a fire beneath an aspen
tree, and made ready to spend the night near the place
where the slain wild boar lay.



The forester who kept the wood heard the sound of
Bego's horn, and saw the light of the fire gleaming
through the trees. Cautiously he drew nearer. He was
surprised to see a knight so richly clad, with his
silken hose and his golden spurs, his ivory horn
hanging from his neck by a blue ribbon. He noticed the
great sword that hung at Bego's side. It was the
fairest and fearfullest weapon he had ever seen. He
hastened as fast as he could ride to Lens, where Duke
Fromont dwelt; but he spoke not a word to Fromont. He
took the steward of the castle aside, and told him of
what he had seen in the wood.



"He is no common huntsman," said the forester; "and you
should see how richly clad he is. No king was ever
arrayed more gorgeously while hunting. And his horse—I 
never saw a better."



"But what is all this to me?" asked the steward. "If he
is trespassing in the forest, it is your duty to bring
him before the duke."



"Ah! it is hard for you to understand," answered the
forester. "Methinks that if our master had the boar,
the sword, and the horn, he would let me keep the
clothing, and you the horse, and would trouble us with
but few questions."



"Thou art indeed wise," answered the steward. And he at
once called six men, whom he knew he could trust to any
evil deed, and told them to go with the forester.



"And, if you find any man trespassing in Duke Fromont's
wood, spare him not," he added.



In the morning the ruffians came to the place where
Duke Bego had spent the night. They found him sitting
not far from the great beast which he had slain, while
his horse stood before him, and neighed with
impatience, and struck his hoofs upon the ground. They
asked him who gave him leave to hunt in the wood of
Puelle.



"I ask no man's leave to hunt where it pleases me," he
answered.



They told him then that the lordship of the wood was
with Fromont, and that he must go with them, as their
prisoner, to Lens.



"Very well," said Bego. "I will go with you. If I have
done aught of wrong to Fromont the old, I am willing to
make it right with him. My brother Garin, the
Lorrainer, and King Pepin, will go my surety."



Then, looking around upon the villainous faces of the
men who had come to make prisoner of him, he bethought
himself for a moment.



"No, no!" he cried. "Never will I yield me to six such
rascals. Before I die, I will sell myself full dear.
Yesterday six and thirty knights were with me, and
master huntsmen, skilled in all the lore of the wood.
Noble men were they all; for not one of them but held
in fief some town or castle or rich countryside. They
will join me ere long."



"He speaks thus, either to excuse himself or to
frighten us," said one of the men; and he went boldly
forward, and tried to snatch the horn from Bego's neck.
The duke raised his fist, and knocked him senseless to
the ground.



"Never shall ye take horn from count's neck!" he cried.
Then all set upon him at once, hoping that by their
numbers they might overpower him. But Bego drew his
sword, and struck valiantly to the right and to the
left of him. Three of the villains were slain outright;
and the rest took to their heels and fled, glad to
escape such fury.



And now all might have been well with Duke Bego. But a
churl, armed with a bow, and arrows of steel, was
hidden among the trees. When he saw his fellows put to
flight, he drew a great steel bolt, and aimed it at the
duke. Swiftly sped the arrow toward the noble target;
too truly was it aimed. The duke's sword fell from his
hands: the master-vein of his heart had been cut in
twain. He lifted his hands toward heaven, and prayed:—



"Almighty Father, who always wert and art, have pity on
my soul.—Ah, Beatrice! thou sweet, gentle wife, never
more shalt thou see me under heaven.—Fair brother
Garin of Lorraine, never shall I be with 
thee to serve
thee.—My two noble boys, if I had lived, you should
have been the worthiest of knights: now, may Heaven
defend you!"



After a while the churl and the three villains came
near him, and found him dead. It was no common huntsman
whom they had killed, but a good knight,—the loyalest
and the best that ever God's sun shone upon. They took
the sword and the horn and the good steed; they loaded
the boar upon a horse; and all returned to Lens. But
they left Bego in the forest, and with him his three
dogs, who sat around him, and howled most mournfully,
as if they knew they had lost their best friend.



The men carried the great boar into the castle of Lens,
and threw it down upon the kitchen hearth. A wonderful
beast he was: his sharp, curved tusks stuck out full a
foot from his mouth. The serving-men and the squires
crowded around to see the huge animal; then, as the
news was told through the castle, many fair ladies and
knights, and the priests from the chapel, came in to
view the sight. Old Duke Fromont heard the uproar, and
came in slippers and gown to ask what it all meant.



"Whence came this boar, this ivory horn, this sword?"
he inquired. "This horn never belonged to a mere
huntsman. It looks like the wondrous horn that King
Charles the Hammer had in the days of my father. There
is but one knight now living that can blow it; and he
is far away in Gascony. Tell me where you got these
things."



Then the forester told him all that had happened in the
wood, coloring the story, of course, so as to excuse
himself from wrong doing.



"And left ye the slain man in the wood?" asked the old
duke. "A more shameful sin I have never known than to
leave him there for the wolves to eat. Go ye back at
once, and fetch him hither. To-night he shall be
watched in the chapel, and to-morrow he shall be buried
with all due honor. Men should have pity of one
another."



The body of the noble Duke Bego was brought, and laid
upon a table in the great hall. His dogs were still
with him, howling pitifully, and licking his face.
Knights and noblemen came in to see him.



"A gentle man this was," said they; "for even his dogs
loved him."



"Shame on the rascals who slew him!" said others. "No
freeman would have touched so noble a knight."



Old Duke Fromont came in. He started back at sight of
him who lay there lifeless. Well he knew Duke Bego, by
a scar that he himself had given him at the battle of
St. Quentin ten years before. He fell fainting into the
arms of his knights. Then afterward he upbraided his
men for their dastardly deed, and bewailed their wicked
folly.



"This is no poaching huntsman whom you have slain,"
said he, "but a most worthy knight,—the kindest, the
best taught, that ever wore spurs. And ye have dragged
me this day into such a war that I shall not be 
out of it so long as I live. I shall see my lands overrun and
wasted, my great castles thrown down and destroyed,
and my people distressed and slain; and as for myself I
shall have to die—and all this for a fault which is
none of mine, and for a deed which I have neither
wished nor sanctioned."



"And the words of Duke Fromont were true," added the
story-teller as he brought his story to an end. "The
death of Bego of Belin was fearfully avenged by his
brother the Lorrainer and by his young sons Gerin and
Hernaud. Never was realm so impoverished as was
Fromont's dukedom. The Lorrainers and the Gascons
overran and laid waste the whole country. A pilgrim
might go six days' journey without finding bread, or
meat, or wine. The crucifixes lay prone upon the
ground; the grass grew upon the altars; and no man
stopped to plead with his neighbor. Where had been
fields and houses, and fair towns and lordly castles,
now there was nought but woods and underbrush and
thorns. And old Duke Fromont, thus ruined through no
fault of his own, bewailed his misfortunes, and said
to his friends, 'I have not land enough to rest upon
alive, or to lie upon dead.' "


The Battle



Hard pressed was Charlemagne by his Pagan foes. Great,
indeed, was the peril of the French. The enemy, under
Marsilius and Agramant of Africa, hemmed them in on
every side: they shut them up within the city walls,
and battered at the city gates. All France was in
distress: all Christendom seemed in danger. Where now
were the heroes upon whose valor and strength the hosts
of Charlemagne were wont to rely? The faithful Roland
was a helpless prisoner still in the mountain keep of
old Atlantes. Oliver was sick from a grievous wound,
and unable to leave his chamber. Ogier the Dane had
fallen into disgrace, and dared not come into the
presence of the king. Reinold of Montalban still
tarried in Britain. Of all the mighty peers of the
realm, Duke Namon alone was with the king; yet age had
dimmed the old counsellor's eye, and unnerved his
hand, and he was no longer a hero in battle as he had
been in the earlier days.



And every day the French host looked with eagerness and
hope for the coming of Roland or Reinold; 
but no
tidings were heard of them. And some went boldly to the
king, and prayed him to pardon Ogier his offences, and
call him to their aid. But the king would not. And, to
make the matter worse, fresh hordes of Saracens came
daily to strengthen the besiegers. Rodomont, the
lion-hearted king of Algiers, and Dardinel, the
gentlest born of all the Moorish heroes, crossed the
sea, and joined their forces to those of Marsilius and
Agramant; and the Saracen lines pressed closer and
still more closely upon the outposts of the French.



Just at the time when all hope seemed lost, a herald
made his way into the city, bearing glad news. Had
Roland come at last? No; but Reinold, with eight
thousand Scotch and English fighting-men, horse and
foot, was but a day's journey away. Hope sprang anew in
the hearts of the besieged, and their drooping spirits
rallied. The next night, by means of bridge and boats,
Reinold and his little army silently crossed the river,
and early in the morning they attacked the besieging
Moors. Reinold, on his famed horse Bayard, led the
charge, leaving his brave Scots fully a bow-shot length
behind. At very sight of the well-known hero, the
Moorish lines began to waver; the lances quivered in
the hands of the Pagan knights; their feet trembled in
the stirrups; they were ready to retreat. Never had
warrior been seen who rode with a prouder grace, or
fought with greater skill. Well worthy was Reinold to
be called a son of Mars. Many were the valiant feats of
arms that he performed that day, and many were the 
foes
who fell before him. At last, having splintered his
good lance, he drew his sword Flamberge, and rode like
a destroying hurricane into the Pagan ranks. Right and
left the Saracens parted before him. Their arms seemed
made of brittle glass, so easily were they shattered by
the descending blade. Their bucklers of oak and tanned
hides, their quilted vests and twisted turbans, seemed
but as thinnest drapery under the lightning-strokes of
Flamberge. And the swarm of Pagans who flocked to the
field fell in his way like the yellow corn before the
sickle of the reaper.



The battle thickened. The Moorish hosts for miles
around seemed aroused, and rushing to the combat. The
trumpets bellowed forth their deep, sonorous
battle-call. The drums beat to arms. On every side were
heard the twang of the bow, the whiz of the sling, the
crash of lances, dire shrieks, and dismal groans, and
loud laments, and all the terrible din of battle. From
the more distant parts of the field fresh recruits came
and filled up the gaps which Reinold and his Scotchmen
had made; and it seemed as though the number of the foe
grew greater rather than less. The meadows which but
yesterday had been so green and fair were red now with
human blood; and where the violets and buttercups had
bloomed before, now heaps of slain men and slaughtered
steeds were seen.



While this fearful battle was raging outside of the
walls, Rodomont, the fierce Algerian chief, rode around
to the other side of the city. Single-handed he broke
through the unguarded gates. From one street to
another, like a raging lion, he roamed. On every hand
he slew, he burned: he spared no one. Charlemagne, who
was intent on aiding Reinold in front, knew nothing of
this foe who had come in from the rear. Two thousand
Englishmen had cut their way through the Moorish lines,
and the gates were opened to receive and welcome them.
The king was about to order a sally to be made; his
warriors were in line, waiting his word of command,
when suddenly a squire, all pale with dread, and
panting for breath, rushed into his presence.



"Alas, alas!" he cried, scarcely able to say more, "the
foe is within the walls! Turn, look around, and see the
red flames and the curling smoke, and hear the cries of
the terror-stricken townsfolk!"



Charlemagne waited not a moment. With his bravest
knights he turned, and hastened to meet and drive back
this unexpected foe. But he found ruin and desolation
everywhere. The palaces were burned; the churches were
in flames; women and children were hurrying to and fro,
seeking places of safety. The king, supposing that a
large force of the Moors had broken through the walls,
rallied his men around him, and made his way toward the
citadel; for he gave up all else as lost, and thought
to make a last stand in that strongly walled fortress.
But Rodomont, drunk with blood and victory, and
despising all mankind, with a sword in one hand and a
torch in the other, was already there. He had followed
the terror-stricken people to 
the very gates of the
castle; and these he was shaking and smiting, as if he
would force an entrance. From the roof above him the
warders threw down every sort of missile they could lay
hold of, hoping to crush their terrible foe. But
Rodomont, fearless and unharmed, and like a demon
glittering bright in his armor, still hewed furiously
at the gate. At this moment the king and his knights
hove upon the scene. Great was their surprise to learn
that all this panic and destruction had been the work
of a single man. All together they dashed upon the
Pagan. Eight lances struck at once against the armor of
Rodomont, but all glanced off harmless. The Algerian
chief bore a charmed life, and easier would it be to
pierce an anvil with a needle than to have smitten him
with any weapon. At the call of Charlemagne other
knights rushed upon the Pagan. They barricaded all
outlets, and sought to take him prisoner. But Rodomont
walked straight through their midst, and seemed not to
think that any danger threatened him. With long steps
and slow, he made his way toward the river; but he was
hindered and galled on every side by a mob of knights
and daring men-at-arms. Now and then he turned upon his
foes, and fought them like a lion at bay. At length he
reached the river-bank, and cast himself, all armed as
he was, into the foaming water. Across the stream,
without any seeming effort, he swam, as if borne up by
corks and wafted by the wind. He climbed upon the
farther shore, and, without looking back at his
baffled foes, strode leisurely away.



Meanwhile the battle outside of the walls continued
with ever-increasing fury. The carnage lulled not, nor
slackened, but wilder grew, and worse. Many times the
Moors began to waver; and they would have given way
before the terrible onsets of Reinold and his
Scotchmen, had they not been rallied by their gallant
young chief, King Dardinel. This chief bore a shield
upon which were red and white quarterings, the same as
those emblazoned on Roland's arms; and very rare was
his skill in combat, and very great his valor. And when
Reinold saw that the fate of the battle depended upon
him, he cried out, "This is an evil plant, which it
were well to uproot ere it becomes too great and
strong." Then, spurring his horse toward the young
chieftain, he caned out, "Poor child, whose buckler is
that thou bearest? It is a dangerous thing for one like
thee to carry. Come, show us how thou canst defend the
chosen colors of our own chief Roland! Doubtless thou
hast gotten them by fraud, and thou shalt lose them by
force."



Dardinel was not at all dismayed by the threatening
tone and manners of the Montalban hero. "More honor
than dishonor shall be mine from these quarterings of
red and white," he answered. "You shall see, that,
though I am a child, I know well how to defend that
which I bear. I trust in God, and I shall not disgrace
my father's teaching."



When he had spoken, the boy raised his sword, and
rushed manfully to the conflict. But his weapon fell
harmlessly upon Reinold's helmet; and before he could
turn about or defend himself, that knight dealt him so
furious a blow in the breast, that he reeled in his
saddle, and fell lifeless to the ground. As the violet
uprooted by the plough lies fading in the scorching
sunshine, or as the poppy droops its head and in its
beauty dies, so perished this young flower of Moorish
chivalry. And with him died the hopes of all his
followers.



The Saracens, dismayed and beaten, now began a wild
retreat, and had not Marsilius of Spain wisely led them
into a fortified camp which he had made ready, some
miles away, few, if any of them, would ever have
escaped from France. That night the French host
encamped upon the battlefield; and watchfires high and
bright were built all around that bloody plain. And the
remnant of the Moors lay uneasily behind their hastily
built earthworks, and planned how they might steal away
and escape under the friendly mantle of darkness.



How Reinold Fared to Cathay



You are curious to know how it happened that Reinold of
Montalban had been entrapped in the castle of
Forgetfulness to be liberated just in time to carry aid
to the distressed Albraccans? I will tell you.



When the Princess Angelica returned to her father's
dwelling, after that fateful day in the wood of
Ardennes, she could not forget the noble form and
bearing of the hero of Montalban, as he had appeared
to her when she last saw him by the fountain of Merlin.
So she ordered that Malagis the wizard should be freed
from his dungeon beneath the sea, and brought into her
presence. The little old man, very glad to see the
light of day once more, bowed reverently to the
princess, and humbly waited for her to speak.



"Knowest thou the French knight who is called Reinold
of Montalban?" asked she.	



"I do, most worthy lady," was the wizard's answer. "He
is my cousin and my dearest friend."



"Listen, then," said the princess. "If thou wilt
promise to bring this noble knight, by fair means or 
by
foul, to Cathay, thou shalt have thy freedom, thy book,
and thy wizard's ring."



The old man bowed low, and promised. He would have
hazarded his soul for those things. He took his book
and his ring, and without a day's delay hastened to
return to France.


	
"Where hast thou been, wise cousin?" asked Reinold, as
the dwarf bowed himself into his chamber.



"Only across the sea," was the answer.



"And what didst thou find across the sea?"



"A very great treasure, but it is guarded by a dragon
so fierce and wakeful that I dared not go near it. Men
say that this treasure has lain there for ages, waiting
the coming of a hero brave enough to face the dragon,
and strong enough to slay him. Methought that my
cousin, Reinold of Montalban, might be that hero."



Very cunning were the wizard's words, and it was not
hard for him to persuade Reinold to go in quest of the
treasure. A ship with sails all set, impatient for the
wind, awaited the knight as he rode down to the
seashore. He stepped aboard, leading the horse Bayard
behind him. A light breeze sprang up: the sails filled,
and the ship sped gayly on its way across the sea.
There was no one on board save Reinold and his steed;
but the wizard had assured him that the ship needed
neither pilot nor oarsman, and that it would sail
straight to the shore where the treasure lay under the
watchful eyes of the dragon. Two days the little vessel
sped over the waves like a thing of life; nor did
Reinold 
once doubt that the end of the voyage would be
as the wizard had said. On the third day he came to a
long, low shore and a goodly island, which seemed to be
one large garden adorned and beautified with every
thing that is pleasant to the sight. Close by the shore
was a wondrous castle, the fairest that Reinold had
ever seen. It was built of marble so white and clear
that the walls seemed like great mirrors in which were
painted the garden, the sea, and the sky. As the boat
touched the shore, three ladies, handsome as fairies,
came out of the castle, and greeted the knight.



"Welcome, brave hero!" said they. "Welcome to Joyous
Castle! Welcome in the name of our queen, Angelica of
Cathay!"



Reinold heard the name of the fair princess with
loathing. He remembered her only as she had seemed to
him after he had drunk from the mystic waters of
Merlin's fountain. He thought of an old witch, haggard
and toothless and crippled, blear-eyed and gray,
mumbling her weird spells, and muttering curses. Such
to him was Angelica of Cathay. How he hated and loathed
her! He turned him about in the ship, and would not
look at the fairy palace and the gardens, which were
said to be hers. The breeze again filled the sails, and
the little bark left the shore, and the marble towers
of Joyous Castle were soon out of sight. And a great
storm arose on the sea, and the waves ran mountain
high, and the ship was at the mercy of the winds. A
dark night came on, and Reinold was in fearful peril
but he stood calmly at the helm, and cared not at all
for the danger. In the morning the vessel ran upon a
wild, rock-bound shore, and was dashed in pieces by
the waves; but the hero and his horse escaped with
great difficulty by swimming to the land.



The country in which Reinold now found himself was
covered with a dark forest, where the owls hooted
dismally, and the wolves howled, and the goblins of the
wood held high carnival. As he made his way through the
dense underbrush, and among the dead and decaying
trees, he espied a low-built, gloomy castle standing in
the middle of a marsh. He rode up to the gate, and
called out loudly to the warder to open and let him in.
For a time there was no answer; and, indeed, no sign or
sound of life did he hear. Then, suddenly, there was a
rattling of chains and a ringing of iron bars; and the
gate flew open, and four giants rushed out upon the
knight. Before he could draw his sword, or in the least
defend himself, he was dragged from his horse, and
bound with iron chains, and carried into the
courtyard.



"Why this rudeness to a stranger and a knight?" he
asked as soon as he was given time to speak.



The giants answered him not a word, but left him lying
helpless and alone on the stone floor. After a while,
an old woman came in to jeer and laugh at his mishaps.



"A fine morsel thou wilt be for the dragon," said she.
"It is not often that he has a real Christian knight
for 
his dinner, and thou wilt indeed make him gentle
and gladsome."



Reinold asked the woman what she meant, and was told
that on the morrow he was to be given to a terrible
dragon who had overrun and ravaged all that country,
and who could be appeased only by human blood.


	
"I fear him not," said the knight, "if they will but
unbind me, and give me my good Flamberge."



All night long Reinold lay bound in the cold and
desolate courtyard, while Bayard galloped hither and
thither in the forest, seeking vainly for his master.
Early in the morning the four giants came again; and,
after unbinding Reinold, they threw him, with his arms
and armor, into a deep-walled pit where the dragon was
wont to come for his daily meals. The knight, glad to
find that his limbs were free, and that his good sword
Flamberge was in his hand, waited fearlessly for the
coming of the monster.
Not long, however, had he to wait. The horrid beast,
his teeth gnashing with rage, and his nostrils flaming
with poisonous fumes, rushed into the area, expecting
to find, as usual, an easy prey. But Reinold attacked
him bravely with his good sword, and made him pause in
his hasty onset. Fierce and terrible was the fight that
followed. The sharp claws of the beast tore off the
knight's armor piece by piece. His head was laid bare;
his hauberk and breastplate were broken; the strokes of
his sword fell harmless on the iron scales which
protected the creature's sides. Hard would it have gone
with the knight, had not good 
fortune favored him. Six
feet above his head a beam projected into the pit. He
felt his strength failing him; the great jaws of the
beast were about to close upon him. He called up all
his energy, and with one mighty effort leaped upon the
beam. He was safe. The dragon raged and fumed and
threatened, but could not reach him. Yet how, after
all, would the good knight escape? The walls rose, high
and smooth, still many feet above him. There was no way
to get out of the pit, save by passing the dread
monster below.



[image: [Illustration]]


IN THE DRAGON'S DEN.


While the knight sat half-despairing on the friendly
beam, he heard a whirring of wings above him; and a
fairy, which he at first mistook for a bird, alighted
by his side.



"Most worthy knight," said she, "fortune comes always
to the help of the brave. Now here are a ball of wax
and a strong net, which you may use as your good sense
may direct. But you must never forget that this aid has
been sent you by the Princess Angelica of Cathay."



With these words the fairy flew away, and was seen no
more. But Reinold wondered whether she were not really
the princess herself in disguise. It was easy for him
to understand what to do with the presents she had
brought. He threw the cake of wax to the raging dragon
below. Eagerly the beast seized it between his jaws,
and, lo! as Reinold had foreseen, his teeth were glued fast
together. Then, as the creature madly sought to remove
the wax with his claws, it was easy 
for the knight to
cast the net over him, and draw it tightly about his
limbs and body. Helpless now, the great beast rolled
upon the ground, an easy victim to Reinold's trenchant
blade.



It was no hard matter for Reinold to find his way out
of the pit, and into the wood again. There the good
horse Bayard waited for him, and greeted his coming
with a shrill neigh of pleasure. He looked around for
the gloomy castle where he had spent so many miserable
hours, but it was nowhere to be seen. He rubbed his
eyes, and fancied, that, after all, he might have been
only dreaming; for his armor was whole as ever, and his
good blade Flamberge was clear and bright, and no whit
tarnished with foul dragon's blood. He mounted his
steed, and rode slowly and thoughtfully out of the
forest. But just beyond, he came to the River of
Forgetfulness and the bridge which spans it; and there,
like Roland, he drank of the cup which the maiden
offered him, and was led helplessly away to the
care-forgetting castle of Old Oblivion.



How Charlemagne Fought against Ogier



Shall I tell you of the sad war which Charlemagne waged
for so long a time against one of the noblest of his
vassals? Sorrowful, indeed, were those days, and much
shame did the peers suffer on account of the
proud-faced king.



Ogier the Dane had married Belicene, the daughter of
the Lord of St. Omer; and he had one son named
Baldwinet. Tall and comely grew the lad, and proud of
look; and Ogier loved him more than all things else.
One day the king's son Charlot played at chess with
Baldwinet; and, much to the surprise of the prince, the
young lad checkmated him. Very furious grew Charlot. He
seized the golden chessboard, and struck Baldwinet so
fiercely that he stretched him dead on the marble
floor. When Ogier heard of the bloody deed, he hastened
to the hall where his son still lay, he lifted the cold
and bloody body in his arms, and kissed the fair white
face. The knights who stood around, sorrowful and
horror-stricken, wept at the sight. Then Ogier 
sprang
angrily to his feet again: he seized a huge club, and
sought Charlot from chamber to chamber to kill him. But
Charlemagne, too blind to the faults of his wicked and
foolish son, had hidden him in a secret closet. Ogier
sought the king, and asked that due punishment should
be meted out to the black-hearted prince. But the king
mocked him and banished him from the Court.



"Take thyself hence," said he angrily; "and, if
to-morrow's sun sees thee in France, thou shalt find
thyself in the darkest dungeon in our kingdom."



Ogier, despairing of justice, and filled with sorrow
and rage, mounted his good steed Broiefort, and rode
away from the king's court. He went straight to his
castle of Garlandon,—a fief which he held of the king
in Southern France. But, when Charlemagne heard that
the bereaved and sorrow-stricken knight was still
within his domains, he called his host together and
laid siege to Garlandon. Then Ogier, not wishing to
fight against the king, secretly quitted the castle,
taking with him neither palfrey nor sumter horse, but
only his brave steed Broiefort. He crossed the snowy
Alps, and came at length to the city of Pavia, and
presented himself before Didier, the King of the
Lombards.



"Fair king," said he, "I am a man who has been exiled,
hunted, from sweet France. Charlemagne has driven me
out of his kingdom; and he has left me neither town nor
castle, not even so much land as I could lie upon. It
was all because I demanded justice 
for the death of the
young lad Baldwinet, whom I loved so well. And now I
come to you, and beg your aid; for I may have need of
it. And I will serve you with sword and lance so well
that you shall love me."



"What is thy name?" asked Didier.



"My name is Ogier, and men call me 'the Dane.' "



At this word Didier leaped to his feet, and right
warmly he welcomed the Dane. And he gave to Ogier as
fiefs two famous strongholds,—Castle-Fort on the Rhone,
which had never been entered by a foe, and Mount
Quevrel on the Rock.



The next spring, King Charlemagne held an Easter feast
at Paris. Never since the days of Alexander the Greek,
of Lucian of Acre, or of Clovis, who was next after
Cæsar, had a king held a feast so grand. There sat at
his table seventeen kings, thirty bishops, and full a
thousand knights. And, while they feasted, some one
with slight discretion spoke the name of Ogier.



"The traitor!" cried the king, striking his knife upon
the table. "He is the guest of Didier of Lombardy, but
he shall not long be so. Who now is there among you,
brave knights, who will go beyond the mountains, and
bid Didier send me this rebel as a captive?"



Not one of the knights made answer, for those who did
not love Ogier feared him. Yet at last Namon the Wise
arose. Very old and frail was he, and his hair and
beard were white as snow.



"Sir king," said he, "since no younger man offers to
go, I will bear your message; for it is the first duty
of every knight to serve his lord."



But the king would not let him go. Then Namon turned to
his son Bertram, who sat by his side, and bade him
undertake the errand.



"It is well," said the king. "Bertram shall go."



And Bertram, although very loath to do so, departed at
once. Had it not been for his father's wishes, he would
not have gone.



When the young knight reached Pavia, he went at once to
the king's palace. Didier was sitting at his table in
his feast hall, and Ogier sat beside him. When Bertram
was shown into the hall, the Dane knew him at once as
the son of his old friend, Duke Namon. He knew him by
the checkered helmet which he wore, and the silver
eagle on either side, and the sword-hilt of purest
gold; and he would have given all the treasure in the
world to have been elsewhere. He whispered to Didier,
and begged him to treat the messenger kindly, and not
let his ill-mannered Lombards insult the young man.



Bertram then delivered his message: "If Didier does not
send the Dane back in chains, like a greyhound, then
Charlemagne will come and destroy Pavia, and overrun
and ruin his kingdom of Lombardy and place a better
knight on the throne."



When he had spoken, Ogier arose, and answered: "Didier
owes no vassalry to Charlemagne, save the succor of ten
thousand men for sixty days, in case the 
French king
makes war in Italy. As to myself, Ogier the Dane, I do
not believe that Didier will fail me. If Charlemagne
would overrun and ruin Lombardy, let him come. He shall
find us not asleep."



Then Bertram answered by accusing Ogier of treason to
the king, and of not yet having paid the tribute which
his father Godfrey had owed for the fief of Denmark.
Very angry grew Ogier; and in a great passion he seized
a knife and flung it at the young knight. Happily, the
weapon missed its mark, only cutting the fringe of
Bertram's hauberk. Then better thoughts came to the
Dane, and he remembered the kind counsels and the
generous help he had so often received from Namon the
gentle duke. And so he answered the rash messenger
mildly, as a worthy knight, as a wise and well-taught
man.



"For the sake of thy father, Namon the
flowery-bearded," said he, "the spear of Ogier shall
never be levelled against thee. Charlemagne has driven
me from sweet France: he has disherited me, and made
me an outlaw. And all this has been for no wickedness
of my own, but only because I dared open my mouth when
Charlot slew Baldwinet, the son whom I loved so well."



The next morning Didier called his barons together, and
they talked over the message which Charlemagne had
sent. And they bade Bertram carry this word back to the
French king: "We have pledged our friendship and aid to
Ogier the Dane, and we will not deliver him over to his
enemies. If Charlemagne would decide this 
matter by a
trial of arms, let him meet us in May, in a pitched
battle under Ajossa."



When Bertram returned to France, and delivered his
message, Charlemagne began at once to make ready for
war. He called together an army of fifty thousand
warriors. But the peers Roland and Oliver and Reinold
joined not the standard of the king: they would take no
part in this unrighteous war. The king's host crossed
the mountains, and camped in the meadows before St.
Ajossa. There, as Charlemagne sat before his tent, he
saw a great company of folk coming down the hills on
his right. It was Gerard of Viana, with ten thousand
crossbow-men. He looked to the left, and saw another
ten thousand warriors coming up through the meadows,
their hauberks and shields flaming in the sunlight, and
their banners fluttering toward the sky.



"What host of strangers is this?" asked Charlemagne.



"It is Baldwin of Flanders, and his far-famed Flemish
spearmen," answered Duke Namon.



The two armies were drawn up in battle-array before St.
Ajossa. Terrible was the shock with which they met in
combat; fierce and long was the fight. At length,
however, the Lombards were beaten, and King Didier
sought safety in flight. Everywhere the French were
victorious; for they were the braver knights, and
better trained. Ogier, on the back of his faithful
Broiefort, fled from the lost field with fifteen
thousand foes close following behind him. But the good
horse 
distanced his pursuers, and carried his master
safely out of danger. The hunted Dane hastened now to
reach the shelter of his own stronghold, Castle-Fort on
the Rhone, which Didier the Lombard had given him.



One day, overcome by fatigue and long wakefulness, he
stopped in a mountain glen, and lay down behind a huge
rock to rest. He lifted the helmet from his head, and
placed it on
the grass beside him; and such was his weariness, that,
ere he was aware, he had fallen asleep. While he slept,
a company of Frenchmen came up with him, and, had it
not been for Broiefort, he would have fared but ill at
their hands. The good horse, seeing that danger was
near, neighed loudly and struck the ground with his
hoofs; but Ogier still slept. Then the noble beast
seized his master by the collar of his hauberk, and
shook him until he awoke. The Dane had barely time to
mount the faithful steed and gallop out of the glen.
That afternoon, as he hurried onward, closely followed
by his foes, he came to a little castle, standing in
the edge of the wood by the side of a wide morass.
There was no town nor any farmlands near; and the
place, even if not deserted, seemed very poorly
guarded. The gate was wide open; and, as no sentinel or
warder was there to challenge or prevent him, Ogier
rode boldly in. The courtyard was empty; and neither
lord nor servitor could be seen, although the Dane
thought he heard loud voices, and sounds of life, in
the low-built halls. He had no time, however, for
ceremony;  for his pursuers were already in sight. He
quickly dismounted, and drew up the bridge, and shut
and barred the gates behind him. Then, without
hesitation, he went into the dining hall, where he
found the owner of the castle and all his family
sitting at the table.



"Kind sir," said he to the man, "I am a knight, who,
for no fault of my own, am banished from my own
country, and hunted from place to place like a felon.
If thou wilt give me shelter, I will richly repay
thee."



But the man rose up in a furious passion, and tried to
drive Ogier from the hall.



"If thou art so lacking in courtesy as to thrust a
stranger thus rudely from thy house," said the Dane,
"thou must not complain if I take forcible possession
of all that thou hast." And he drew his sword, and
drove the man and his family out through the postern
gate, which he closed and bolted behind them. Then he
searched every part of the castle, from the deep
cellars to the highest tower, to see whether the place
were well victualled. And he found great plenty of salt
meat, and bread and wine, and dainties of every sort.
The table was loaded with rich food, cakes, and red
wine, and cranes, and geese, and every kind of wild
game. There were provisions enough for a small
garrison.



Not long was it until Charlemagne, with ten thousand
warriors, came up, and laid siege to the castle. He
pitched his tent right before the gate, and placed
armed men on every side,—a thousand squires, a thousand
spearmen, a thousand crossbow-men. The walls were not
very high; but the ditch was wide and deep, and there
seemed no way of crossing. At length, by the king's
orders, the besiegers cut down the willows of the marsh
and the brushwood in the forest, and threw them into
the moat to fill it up. And ten great ladders were
placed against the walls. But Ogier defended himself
right manfully, and kept his enemies at bay until
nightfall, when they returned to their tents, vowing
that he should not escape them on the morrow. It was a
fearful night. The rain fell in torrents, the
lightnings flashed, the thunder rolled, and there was
such a tempest as has seldom been known. But
Charlemagne set two thousand men on guard, and
watchfires were built for seven leagues around.



Ogier's heart sank within him. "Never in my life," said
he to himself, "have I done good to any one who did not
in the end seek my destruction." He did not think of
the great-hearted Roland, who all this time held
himself aloof from the king.



When the earliest dawn of that long night began to
appear, the Dane went to the stables to find
Broiefort. The noble creature knew his master; he
neighed softly, and scratched his foot for joy.



"Horse," said Ogier lovingly, "there was never a steed
so good, so proud, in every way so worthy, as thou.
Thou hast done me good service in many a quest: canst
thou help me once more? In all the 
world there is not
one man who holds me dear; and, if thou shouldst fail
me, I would be undone."



The good horse raised his head as if he understood his
master: he neighed again, and struck uneasily with his
foot. The knight put on the saddle, and threw the
golden reins upon the proud charger's neck; and, just
as the cocks were crowing, he opened the castle gate
and looked out. All was quiet in Charlemagne's camp,
and the watchers seemed to be asleep. Softly did Ogier
let down the bridge; he vaulted into the saddle; he
breathed a short prayer to Heaven, and dashed boldly
away. The camp was aroused: the men rushed to arms.
Many of them saw Ogier galloping away; but they pitied
his plight, and would not harm him. Others, who were
his kinsmen, or who had fought by his side in many a
hard-won fray, secretly blessed him as he passed. And,
ere Charlemagne could rally his squires and
crossbow-men, the gallant Dane was well on his way to
Castle-Fort.



Right hearty was the welcome which Ogier received when
he rode into his own castle. And the three hundred
warriors who were there at once made every thing ready
for a siege. On one side of Castle-Fort there was a
marsh so soft and deep that no man could ride across
it; and on the other was the swift-running Rhone,
washing the foot of the tower. Within the walls there
was a spring and a little brook so wide and so deep
that dames and damsels, burgesses and knights, might
bathe in it; and ere it poured its waters into the
river, it turned three mills, which stopped not the
whole year round.



Soon Charlemagne's army arrived, and laid close siege
to Castle-Fort. And the king summoned Malrin, the
engineer, and promised him a thousand marks of gold,
and twenty war steeds, if he would batter down the
stronghold. And forthwith Malrin called together three
hundred and eighteen skilled carpenters, and more than
four thousand workmen; and they built before the gate
an engine seven stories high, whereon a thousand one
hundred and seventy bowmen could stand. And day and
night they shot great bolts of steel, and iron-shod
arrows, into the fort; while Malrin, from the uppermost
story, threw Greek fire upon the roofs of the houses,
and kindled flames such that neither water nor wine,
but only cold earth and soft clay, could quench.



Ogier and his men were at length driven into the tower,
and they stabled their horses in the deep dungeons
underneath. But still the bolts and arrows and stones,
and the dreadful Greek fire, poured down upon them. The
tower was of stone, cemented with mortar mixed with
dragon's blood; and no missile nor storm of fire could
harm it. Yet one by one the valiant defenders were
picked off by Malrin's sharp-sighted bowmen, until at
length Ogier was left all alone. He was now without
squire or page or serving-man. He must needs grind his
own corn, draw water from his own well, heat it on the
fire which he himself had kindled, 
sift his own flour,
knead the dough, heat the oven, bake his own bread. He
was his own cook, his own butler, his own groom. Yet he
knew full well, that one man never held a castle long
against his foes.



What Ogier next did, says the poet who told this tale,
no other man ever did. He cut down the small oaks and
the branchy trees which grew in the courtyard, and
shaped them into wooden men; he dressed them with
hauberks and helmets, and girded swords upon them, and
hung shields on their necks, and put battle-axes in
their hands; and then he fixed them on the battlements,
so that the French would think that the fort was still
well garrisoned. 
Charlemagne was amazed. He wondered
how so many men could subsist in the tower, and how
they could live amid the storm of iron and fire which
was hurled down upon them. He began to think that some
unseen power was fighting for Ogier.
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OGIER'S GARRISON.


But ere long the gallant Dane became sorely pressed
with famine. His face grew pale with fasting: he wasted
away until he looked like a giant skeleton. In his
extremity he again mounted his good Broiefort, and
early one morning dashed recklessly out of the gate. A
thousand base-minded squires pursued him; but Broiefort
swam the rapid River Cercle, and left them far behind.
When Charlemagne learned that Ogier had again escaped
him, he was very angry. He warned the knights who were
with him, that they should on no 
account favor the
rebellious Dane, on pain of being punished as traitors.
And then he returned with his host to Paris.



Meanwhile, Ogier hastened on his way toward Denmark,
for there he felt that he would find friends. One day
he stopped by the roadside to rest; and, feeling weary
and worn out, he ungirt his sword Short, and lay down
beneath a tree to sleep. While he slept, it so happened
that Archbishop Turpin, with a following of knights and
squires, passed that way. They saw the warrior lying in
peaceful slumber upon the grass, and they remarked the
nobleness of his horse and the beauty of his armor.
And, when they drew nearer, all knew that it was Ogier.
The good archbishop was sorely troubled. He would fain
not harm his brother-in-arms; yet, if he did not take
him prisoner, Charlemagne would drive him from the
kingdom. So, after much ado, they took Ogier's horse
and sword, and overpowered and bound the Dane himself.



"My once kind friend," said Ogier to the archbishop,
"thou doest me too great an injury. If thou wouldst
befriend me, kill me at once, rather than give me up to
the king."



But Turpin bade him be of good cheer. He assured him
that he would take him to Reims, and put him in his own
dungeon, and see that no harm came to him.



When Charlemagne heard that the Dane had been taken at
last, and that he was in prison at Reims, he was very
glad, and he began making ready to have him 
hanged like
a common thief. But Archbishop Turpin came before him
with a retinue of knights, bishops, and abbots, and
begged that he would spare the life of the unhappy
Dane. And Gerard of Rousillon and full sixty dukes and
barons joined them in this petition, and threatened,
that, if Charlemagne slew Ogier, they would declare war
against him. And Turpin promised, that, in case the
knight's life were spared, he would keep him in his own
dungeon, where he should never see his hands or his
feet, and where he should have for his daily allowance
not more than a quartern of bread and one cup of water
and wine mixed.



"Only give him his life," said the archbishop, "and he
shall never cause you trouble again."



At last the king relented, and good Turpin returned in
great joy to Rheims. He had a silver cup made, which
held a whole gallon of wine; and a bushel of flour he
made into two loaves, so that seven knights could not
eat a quartern. And Ogier fared most royally in the
archbishop's dungeon, for he wanted neither comfort nor
amusement. Yet he was often sad and downhearted, and he
grieved greatly for his friends. And in his loneliness,
shut out from the sunlight and the companionship of
those whom he loved, his long hair and beard became
white as the snow.



But by and by there came a change in Ogier's fortunes.
France was being threatened with invasion by Brehus, a
Saracen chief of great valor and distinction; and
Charlemagne had
marshalled his host, and was 
making ready to repel the
invaders. The French were waiting the king's orders to
march; and all the peers, save Ogier, were in their
places.
Then Turpin went into the presence of the king, and
said,—



"My lord, we can scarcely expect Heaven's
blessing to rest on this enterprise while one of the
peers is absent. There are twelve of us, but here are
only eleven."



At the same time three hundred squires, all sons of the
noblest men in the kingdom, began to cry out, "Ogier!
Ogier!"
And Duke Namon boldly advised the king to pardon the
good Dane, and set him free.



"But he is dead," said the king.



"Not so," answered Namon. "He is alive and well, in the
archbishop's dungeon."



"If that is true," said the king, "thou shalt take him
out, and we will make him all due amends."



When word was brought to Ogier that the king was
willing to pardon him in order that he might lead his
fighting-men against the Saracens, he seemed but little
gladdened by the
news.



"Never," said he, "will I don breastplate or shield, or
lift the lance, until Charlot, who slew my gentle son,
shall be given over into my hands."



Charlemagne was in distress. He knew that, unless Ogier
were with them, the peers would not advance against the
Saracen but would rather defy his authority. And yet
his love for the foolish Charlot was as great as ever.
At last, however, by Duke Namon's advice, he 
yielded,
and sent word to Ogier that he should do with Charlot
as he wished. The Dane was brought out of his prison,
and dressed in his own armor, which the good
archbishop had carefully kept for him. He was tall and
straight, and his look was proud as that of a lion.
When he had donned his arms, he looked anxiously around
him.



"Where, now, is my horse Broiefort," asked he,—"the
good friend who stood by me when all others failed?"



The archbishop could not tell; but a monk who stood
near remembered having seen the steed drawing a heavy
cartload of stones at Meaux. "When Ogier was thrown
into prison," said he, "the abbot of Meaux took charge
of his horse. The old man was very proud of his steed,
and very impatient to try him; and so, when he was
ready to leave Reims, he mounted him, intending to
ride home on his back. But the horse, who had been used
to the giant weight of Ogier and his armor, hardly knew
that any one was on his back, so small and light is the
good abbot. He started off at a great speed, running up
hill and down at a rate which frightened the abbot
almost out of his senses; and, as he passed the convent
of Jouaire, he threw the good man off, right before the
eyes of the abbess and her nuns. This accident so
angered and mortified the abbot, that he has kept the
horse hard at work ever since, hauling stones for the
new chapel which he is building."



Messengers were at once sent to Meaux, who 
returned soon after with the horse. But he was not the
noble-looking steed that he had once been. He was thin
and poor; and his sides had been galled by the shafts;
and his eyes had no longer any look of human
intelligence about them. Yet he remembered his old
master: he whinnied softly, and struck the ground with
his hoofs, and then lay down before him for very
humbleness. Ogier rubbed the horse's bare flanks with
his rich embroidered cloak, and wept as if his heart
would burst. And the squires covered the steed with
rich trappings of cloth-of-gold and of ermine; and they
put a golden bit in his mouth, and reins of silk upon
his neck. And the whole company departed for Laon,
where the king awaited them.



When Ogier came into the presence of Charlemagne, he
asked that the king should fulfill his promise by
giving up Charlot for punishment. But the father's
heart of Charlemagne made him hesitate. Then Turpin and
Duke Namon, and all the peers, besought the king to
yield, not only for his own honor's sake, but for the
sake of the people and of Christendom. And so he sent
for Charlot to come and deliver himself up to Ogier.
Trembling with fear, the wicked young prince obeyed. He
cast himself with crossed hands upon the ground, and
with bitter tears he besought Ogier's pardon. Duke
Namon, too, and the other peers, begged Ogier to be
merciful. But the Dane bade them hold their peace. He
drew from its scabbard, the rich-lettered brand Short,
and flourished it angrily about Charlot's 
head. The
king, in great horror and distress, fled to the
chapel, and knelt with covered head before the altar.
Then Ogier gently lifted Charlot from the ground, and
pardoned him for the great wrong which he had done him,
and bade him go in peace. And after this, he went into
the chapel, where the king still knelt; and the two
embraced each other in the presence of the host, and
mutually forgave each other, and pledged anew their
faith, and a lifelong friendship.


A Contest for Durandal



Roland came to the scene of battle only a single day
too late. The victory, as we have seen, had been won
through Reinold's valor. The Pagan hosts, beaten and
disheartened, were flying toward Spain. France was
freed from her great peril. Roland felt mortified and
ashamed, that, while others had been fighting for their
country's honor, he had been delayed in the air-built
castle of the magician Atlantes. Yet Charlemagne and
his peers welcomed him as heartily as if he had come in
the time of need; and a day was set apart for glad
thanksgiving, not only for the great victory which they
had gained over their foes, but also for the safe
return of the hero whom they had mourned as lost. And
it was long ere Marsilius, or Agramant, or any other
Saracen chief, dared lead his hosts again into France.



After this, Roland did many noble deeds of arms for the
honor of France and Christendom. I cannot stop to tell
you now of his gallant feats at Rome when that city was
besieged by Laban and Lukafere, the kings of 
Babylon;
nor of his famous passage-at-arms with the Pagan Sir
Ferumbras; nor how he fought and slew the giant
Ferragus, a monster thirty feet high, and the terror of
the Christian host; nor how he conquered Sir Otuel of
Spain in fair fight, and forced him to submit to
baptism. All these stories, and many more, you may read
in the songs and poems of the old days of chivalry.
While everywhere there were tyranny and wrong-doing,
Roland, with his strong arm and manly voice, sought to
defend the right and uphold justice. The vows which he
had taken upon entering knighthood were ever in his
mind; and he deemed that his life could not be spent
more worthily than in the service of his country, his
king, and his fellow-men.



Once on a time, as he was riding through a mountainous
country near the sea, he found himself belated and
overtaken by the darkness of night, while yet he was
many miles from any dwelling. As he looked around to
find some place of shelter, he was surprised to see a
light streaming from a narrow cleft in the mountain
side. Did it come from the cell of a hermit who had
hidden himself in this lonesome place in order to
escape from the bustle and bloodshed of those cruel
times? Or did it betray the hiding-place of robbers,—of
men whose hands were lifted against their fellow-men,
and who cared nought for knighthood's vows or valorous
deeds? Roland did not stop long to consider. Whatever
kind of dwelling it might be from which 
this light
came, he was determined to enter it and demand a
night's lodging. In front of the entrance to the cave
was a great thicket of thorns and bristly underwood,—so
dense that any one passing that way in the daytime would
not have noticed any break in the rock. It was not
likely that a hermit would thus guard and conceal the
entrance to his cell.



The knight tied Brigliadoro to the branch of an elm,
and stealthily threaded his way through the thicket. It
was not hard to find the narrow door of the cavern, for
the bright light streaming through it showed him
plainly the way to go. A short flight of narrow steps
cut rudely in the stone led downward into a vaulted
chamber, which seemed chiselled out of the solid rock.
The smoke-begrimed ceiling was very high; and through
an opening in the centre, which served at once as
window and chimney, the twinkling stars looked down.
Upon the floor beneath this opening a bright fire
burned, casting a ruddy glow around the room, and
lighting up the doorway, and sending its rays far out
into the darkness beyond. Before this fire sat a
damsel, very young and very fair, clad in a garb which
Roland thought would have been better suited to a
palace or a king's court than to this dismal place.
Her great blue eyes were swollen with much weeping; yet
she was so exceedingly fair, that her very presence
seemed to drive all gloom from the cheerless place.
Seated on the floor, not far away, was an old hag,
withered and gray and toothless, who was mumbling and
scolding and cursing, 
as if in a terrible rage about
something. Roland, seeing that these two were the only
persons in the room, advanced, and kindly saluted them.
Both dame and damsel were greatly surprised at the
sight of a knight in armor standing thus unexpectedly
before them; but they arose quietly, and each, in her
way, welcomed him to their cavern home. The old hag,
like one who is afraid of the day, shrank from the
hero's gaze, and cowering sought the deeper shadows of
the room. But the maiden, with hope beaming in her fair
countenance, looked up with tearful, pleading eyes,
into his face. The knight knew at once how matters
stood in that rude dwelling.



"Tell me," said he kindly to the maiden, "why thou art
imprisoned in this cheerless place. Who is it that is
so void or gentleness and manly feeling as to bury thee
in this mountain dungeon?"



Then, with floods of tears rolling down her cheeks, the
maiden told him her sad story. She told him that she
was the only daughter of the old Saracen king of
Gallicia, and that her name was Isabella; that she had
been secretly betrothed to Zerbino, the son of
Scotland's king; that, without the consent of her
father, she had embarked on shipboard at Bayonne,
intending to follow her lover to his own country; and
that on the first night of the voyage a great storm had
arisen, and had driven the vessel upon the shore, where
it was wrecked among the high, pointed rocks.



"The captain saw well our danger," said she. "He
lowered the galley's skiff, put me in it, and, with two
of his men, embarked among the breakers. Landward over
the raging surf we were driven; and, what was little
short of a miracle, we safely lighted on a shelving
beach. The shore was bleak and barren. No dwelling was
in sight, nor any pathway, but only bare cliffs, and
high, wood-crowned hills. Yet the first thing that I
did was to fall upon my knees, and offer up thanks to
kind Heaven for our deliverance. But, alas! I found
that I had been snatched from the waves, only to fall
into the hands of foes more pitiless than the sea and
the storm. A band of pirates who infest these shores,
and who had seen the wreck from the cliffs above,
rushed down upon us ere we were aware. Vainly did the
good captain and his men try to defend me. The robbers
slew them on the beach, but they harmed me not. I was a
rich prize, they said, and some time I should be sold
for a high price to some wealthy Moorish prince. And
they brought me to this cave, and gave me into the care
of this old dame, who is my jailer. And here for weary
months I have been imprisoned as in a living grave,
scarce hoping ever to be free."



While yet the damsel was speaking, a company of men
came silently down the stairway, and stood in the cave.
They were rude, brutish-looking fellows, some armed
with hunting spears, and some with swords; and they
paused in surprise at sight of the knight seated before
the fire, and eagerly listening to the maiden's story.



"Ah, my good man!" cried the leader of the band, "thou
hast come in the very nick of time. I have long wanted
a good suit of armor; and that which thou wearest will
certainly serve me well."



With a look of scorn upon his face, Roland turned, and
faced the robber crew. "If you win these arms," said he
to the leader, "you shall pay a dear price for them."



Then, disdaining to use his sword against foes so vile,
he seized a burning brand, and hurled it fiercely among
them; and, picking up a heavy table that stood close
by, he dealt such lusty blows about him, that those of
the robbers who were not entirely disabled were glad to
save themselves by a disgraceful flight. He waited not
to see whether they would return; but he took the
maiden Isabella by the hand, and led her out of her
prison.



"I have heard of the Scottish chief Zerbino," said he.
"He follows now the banner of my cousin Reinold of
Montalban; and there are but few braver knights than
he. Come with me, and we will find him."



With this he mounted Brigliadoro and lifted the maiden
to a place behind him. Then the two wended their way
through the forest. As they rode along the silent
paths, the stars moved slowly across the gray sky above
them, and the moon journeyed far to the west, and sank
in the ocean waves; and the red dawn began to appear in
the east. And just as the sun arose they found
themselves standing on the brow of a wooded hill, while
in 
the valley below them was a small village, or
cluster of peasants' houses; and farther away, on the
brow of another hill, was an old, half-ruined castle.



There seemed to be a great excitement in the little
village, if one might judge from the uproar which was
heard. The dogs were barking; the men were shouting,
the women scolding, the children crying; every one was
running hither and thither, as if the world were coming
to an end. On the farther edge of the village a small
company of knights was seen slowly approaching, with
long pennons floating above them.



"Wait here," said Roland to his fair charge, as he
helped her to alight. "I will ride forward, and see
what is going on."



Isabella concealed herself among the thick underwoods,
while Roland gave spurs to Brigliadoro and was soon
galloping through the single street of the village. It
did not take him long to find out the cause of the
commotion which he had observed. The knights with the
pennons were the men of Count Anselm of Mayence, and
they were leading a prisoner to execution. The people
were wild with excitement, and kept shouting, "Death to
the traitor! Off with him!"



Roland rode close up to the procession; and the country
folk, being unused to a knight of so noble a mien,
parted right and left before him, and allowed him to
advance until he was very near to the prisoner. You may
judge of his surprise when he saw that this man was
none other than Zerbino, the Scottish cavalier in
quest of whom he had so lately set out. The young man
was fettered with ugly chains, and bound to the back of
a draught horse; and he sat with drooping head and
downcast eyes, scarcely noticing the jeers and threats
of the rude rabble.



"What is the meaning of this?" cried Roland. "What has
this man done?"



"He is a murderer," answered one of the guards. "Count
Pinabel, son of our master, Anselm of Mayence, was
found dead yesterday in the mountain glen; and this is
the man who slew him."



"It is false!" said Zerbino, not raising his head.



"It is true!" said the man. "For he came last night to
the village inn for lodging, and while he was there the
body of poor Pinabel was carried in. No sooner had this
man come near than the wounds of the slain knight began
to bleed afresh. There is no surer proof of guilt than
that."



"Ay," cried the rabble, "there is no surer proof!"



"Untie the man!" said Roland. And he swept his lance
around him, and knocked a score of the rude fellows
prone into the dust. "Untie him, and let him go!"



Zerbino raised his head, and turned to see his
deliverer. The crowd of angry churls fell back, and
began to disperse. The rude fellows were not more
afraid of the knight's long lance and glittering sword
than of his flashing eye and towering form. Within
three minutes the road was cleared: guards, peasants,
and all were 
flying across the fields, eager to escape
the fury of the hero. Roland and Zerbino were left
alone. It was but the work of a moment to sever the
cords and break the chains with which the prisoner was
bound. Then, full of thankfulness for his unexpected
delivery from death, Zerbino went back to the inn where
he had stopped, and donned the armor which had been
taken from him. He found his steed still feeding in the
stable; and, having mounted him, he rode out of the
village proudly by Roland's side. You may judge of his
surprise when he met the fair Isabella on the hilltop;
and as for her—no happier maiden ever lived than she.
And the three friends left the village behind them and
turned their faces northward, intending to make their
way by the shortest route to Paris.



They had not ridden far, however, when they were
overtaken by a tall and powerful knight, clad in the
richest armor they had ever seen, and bearing a shield
on which were engraven the arms of Trojan Hector. It
was none other than Mandricardo, the Tartar chief to
whom Fortune had given the arms which Roland had at one
time so greatly coveted. Long time had he sought
Roland, for he wished to win from him the doughty blade
Durandal. As he rode up, he scanned the two knights
with curious, searching eyes; but most he gazed at
Roland; for he knew by his bearing that he was no
common knight. At last he spoke.



"Thou art the man I seek," said he. "For ten days I
have followed thee. I have heard of thy deeds, and 
I have sought thee long,—first to see thee, and second to
prove thy might."



"And how knowest thou that I am the man?" asked
Roland.



"By thy port and thy haughty bearing," answered
Mandricardo. 
"I would know thee as a hero among ten
thousand."



"Thou, too, mayst be a valiant cavalier," said Roland;
"for brave desire is not often lodged in weak minds. If
thou wouldst fain see me, I will lay aside my helm that
thou mayst look. Yet thou must know that a man's heart
is not always seen in his face."



He lifted his helmet, and the Tartar looked long at his
noble face.



"Thou hast gratified my first wish," then said
Mandricardo. "The second still remains. Come on, let us
prove whether thy valor is equal to thy good looks!"



Roland looked with surprise at the Tartar; for although
he examined on both sides, and even in the pommel of
his saddle, he could see about him neither sword nor
mace.



"You have no sword," said he courteously. "How will you
save yourself if your lance should fail?"



"Know thou," said the Tartar proudly, "that I am
Mandricardo, and that I bear the arms which great
Hector bore a thousand years ago. To them there is
nothing lacking save the sword Durandal, which I am
told one Roland of France carries. And I have vowed
that never shall mace or falchion be wielded by my 
hand
until I win that doughty blade, and avenge my father
Agrican, whom that same Roland treacherously slew."



"Not so!" cried Roland, growing angry. "Thou liest!
Never slew I any man treacherously. I am Roland, and
this blade is Durandal, the sword thou seekest. Win it,
and thou
shalt have it. See, I hang it on this tree, and he who
conquers in this combat shall have it."



So saying, he hung the sword on the limb of a sapling
close to the highway; and the two knights, turning
their horses, rode off the distance of a bow-shot from
each other. Then, wheeling suddenly, they plied their
spurs, and rushed together with a shock like that of an
earthquake. The lances of both were shivered into a
thousand pieces, only the staff-ends being left in
their hands. With these club-like fragments they then
engaged, beating each other most mercilessly over
shoulders and head. Soon these weapons, too, were
splintered, and the combatants were without arms. They
would have fought with their fists; but wherefore, when
he who strikes suffers more than he who is smitten? As
a last resort, they grappled with each other; and the
Tartar chief strained Roland to his bosom as if he
would squeeze the breath from his body. In his earnest
fury he thoughtlessly dropped the rein of his horse's
bridle. Roland, sitting firm in his saddle, saw his
opportunity, and quickly slipped the bridle from the
horse's head. The steed, frightened, and feeling
himself free, started 
off with a bound: little recking
whether his road were smooth or rough, he galloped
swiftly away over fields, and through the woodland,
carrying his unwilling master with him.



Roland waited a long time for the Tartar's return, and
finally bethought him that he would follow and overtake
him. So he bade Zerbino and Isabella a heartfelt
godspeed on their way to Paris, and set out in search
of his enemy. For three days he sought him, but all in
vain: he could find no traces of either the Tartar or
his horse. On the fourth day he gave up the venture,
and turned his face once more toward Paris and the
court of Charlemagne, from which he had been long time
absent.
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Ogier the Dane



On the day that Roland was fourteen years old, he was
allowed to lay aside his page's dress, and don the garb
of a squire. Very proud was he of this new honor, and
faithfully did he try to merit it. He was now no longer
a boy, whose chief duties were to serve the ladies of
the household, and to wait on his master at table. He
was regarded as a youth perfecting himself in the use
of arms, and making himself ready for the active
business of knighthood. He learned how to handle all
kinds of weapons, and very expert did he become in the
use of the sword and the heavy lance. He practised
himself in every manly art, and learned to endure every
sort of hardship. And there was no one in Charlemagne's
court, nor, indeed, in all France, who could excel him
in the feats of skill and strength in which the young
men of those days prided themselves.



About this time there came to dwell in the household of
Duke Namon a youth, some three years older than Roland,
named Ogier. He was a Dane, and had 
come to France as a
hostage. Very tall he was, and straight as a mountain
pine; and men said that a handsomer youth had never
been seen. His father was Godfrey, king of Denmark,
known everywhere as one of the bravest and most daring
of the Northmen: he lived in a strong-built castle on
the shore of the sea, and had long boasted that he
acknowledged no man as his peer, not even the mighty
Charlemagne of France. Many years had Godfrey ruled
over the rude and danger-loving people of Denmark; and
the swift-sailing dragon ships of the jarls and vikings
who owned him as their master were known and feared in
every sea and on every coast, from Jutland to Cornwall
and Finisterre. And it was whispered that the Danish
king had even hoped to rival Charlemagne in power, and
that he had dreamed of making himself, some day, the
master of all Europe.



And this is the story that men tell of the childhood of
Ogier. When he was but a babe in his mother's arms,
there was heard one day, in his father's castle, the
sweetest music that mortals ever listened to. Nobody
knew whence the bewitching sounds came; for they seemed
to be now here, now there: yet every one was charmed
with the delightful melody, and declared that only
angels could make music so heavenly. Then suddenly
there came into the chamber where Ogier lay six
fairies, whose beauty was so wonderful and awful, that
none but a babe might gaze upon them without fear. And
each of the lovely creatures bore in her hands a
garland of the rarest flowers, and rich gifts of gold
and 
gems. And the first fairy took the child in her
arms, and kissed him, and said,—



"Better than kingly crown, or lands, or rich heritage,
fair babe, I give thee a brave, strong heart. Be
fearless as the eagle, and bold as the lion; be the
bravest knight among men."



Then the second fairy took the child, and dandled him
fondly on her knees, and looked long and lovingly into
his clear gray eyes.



"What is genius without opportunity?" said she. "What
is a brave heart without the ability to do brave deeds?
I give to thee many an opportunity for manly action."



The third fairy laid the dimpled hands of the babe in
her own white palm, and stroked softly his golden hair.



"Strong-hearted boy, for whom so many noble deeds are
waiting, I, too, will give thee a boon. My gift is
skill and strength such as shall never fail thee in
fight, nor allow thee to be beaten by a foe. Success to
thee, fair Ogier!"



The fourth fairy touched tenderly the mouth and the
eyes and the noble brow of the babe.



"Be fair of speech," said she, "be noble in action, be
courteous, be kind: these are the gifts I bring thee.
For what will a strong heart, or a bold undertaking, or
success in every enterprise, avail, unless one has the
respect and the love of one's fellow-men?"



Then the fifth fairy came forward, and clasped Ogier 
in
her arms, and held him a long time quietly, without
speaking a word. At last she said,—



"The gifts which my sisters have given thee will
scarcely bring thee happiness; for, while they add to
thy honor, they may make thee dangerous to others. They
may lead thee into the practice of selfishness, and base
acts of tyranny. That man is little to be envied who
loves not his fellow-men. The boon, therefore, that I
bring thee is the power and the will to esteem others
as frail mortals equally deserving with thyself."



And then the sixth fairy, the youngest and the most
beautiful of all, who was none other than Morgan le
Fay, the Queen of Avalon, caught up the child, and
danced about the room in rapturous joy. And, in tones
more musical than mortals often hear, she sang a sweet
lullaby, a song of fairyland and of the island vale of
Avalon, where the souls of heroes dwell.



And, when she had finished singing, Morgan le Fay
crowned the babe with a wreath of laurel and gold, and
lighted a fairy torch that she held in her hand. "This
torch," said she, "is the measure of thy earthly days;
and it shall not cease to burn until thou hast visited
me in Avalon, and sat at table with King Arthur and the
heroes who dwell there in that eternal summer-land."



Then the fairies gave the babe gently back into his
mother's arms, and they strewed the floor of the
chamber with many a rich gem and lovely flower; and the
odor of roses and the sweetest perfumes filled the air,
and the music of angels' voices was heard above; and
the fairies vanished in a burst of sunbeams, and were
seen no more. And when the queen's maidens came soon
afterward into the chamber, they found the child
smiling in his mother's arms. But she was cold and
lifeless: her spirit had flown away to fairyland.






And Ogier, though left motherless, was carefully tended
and reared, and became, not only the pet of the king's
household, but the hope of all Denmark. The wisest men
were lured from other lands, and employed as teachers
of the young prince; and he was instructed in all the
arts, and in all the learning, of the times. And he
grew to be a strong and handsome youth, tall and
comely, and skillful in every manly exercise. No knight
in all his father's domains could ride so well as he;
none could wield the sword with greater skill, or
handle the lance more easily; and no one was more
courteous, more king to his friends, more terrible to
his foes, than Ogier. And the Danes looked forward with
secret pleasure to the time when he should become their
king. But he had scarcely passed the years of a page
and been made a squire in his father's household, when
there came a great change to him, and his life's
outlook was sadly altered. His father had married a
scheming, heartless woman, who hated Ogier, and who
sought to drive him away from Denmark in order that her
own son, Guyon, might be the heir to the kingdom. And
she daily poisoned the king's mind by persuading him
that Ogier was plotting against him, and planning to
seize 
his kingdom. And King Godfrey, when he saw with
what favor the people looked upon his son, grew
strangely jealous and cold, and treated him harshly and
ofttimes cruelly. But Ogier, nothing daunted by ill
fortune, or by the frowns of his father, or by the
taunts of his evil-minded step-mother, held on his way,
and allowed neither malice nor despair to interfere
with his happiness, or to make him forgetful of his
duties.



At about the time when Ogier was sixteen years old, the
news first came to Charlemagne of the greatness of the
Danish king, and of his project to set up a rival
kingdom in the North. And he vowed that the Danes too,
as all the neighboring nations had already done, should
acknowledge him as their sovereign lord, and pay him
tribute. He sent, therefore, an embassy of a hundred
knights, under Ganelon of Mayence, to demand of King
Godfrey a promise of homage and fealty, as the holder
of a fief from France. King Godfrey received the
messengers kindly, and entertained them in the most
kingly manner for seven days. And, when they had told
him their errand, he led them through the different
apartments of his strong castle, and showed them the
well-built walls, and the variety of weapons, and the
great store of provisions, that he had laid in, in
readiness against a siege. And he said, "Tell
Charlemagne that here are a hundred such castles in
Denmark, and that not one has ever been surprised or
taken by a foe."



Then he caused to pass before them the flower of his
army,—ten thousand knights, clad in complete armor,
and mounted on matchless steeds of war.



"Tell Charlemagne," said he, "that what you have seen
is but a small part of my strength, and that, if he
wishes to fight for the mastership, I am ready to meet
him."



"On what conditions?" asked Ganelon. "You would best
make them liberal, for Charlemagne seldom grants, and
never asks terms."



"On these conditions," answered the king,—"that the
vanquished shall embrace the religion of the victor,
and become his vassal."



"it is well," said Ganelon. "I will carry your answer
to Charlemagne."



Then the king gave rich presents to the messengers, and
sent them back again into their own country.



When Charlemagne heard the boastful message that was
brought to him by Ganelon, he at once called together
an army of fifty thousand men, and marched northward to
chastise the audacious Dane. A great battle was fought,
and King Godfrey was terribly defeated. The ten
thousand knights, of whose bravery he had boasted, were
found to be no match for the better trained and more
skilful warriors of France. The Danish army was routed,
and the king himself was taken prisoner.



"What now sayest thou about the mastership?" asked
Charlemagne in great anger. "What now wilt thou give
for thy life?"



"I will abide by the conditions on which I at first
offered to fight you," answered Godfrey. "I will become
a Christian, and be your vassal; and, if I may hold the
fief of Denmark, I will pay you a yearly tribute of
whatever sum you may demand."



Then Charlemagne, who was ever lenient to a fallen foe,
willingly made peace with the Danish king, and, after
he had been baptized, made him Duke of Denmark. But he
asked, that, in proof of his sincerity, Godfrey should
give up as hostages four of the noblest youths about
his court. This the humbled Dane agreed to do; and by
the advice of his wife he gave his own son, the
matchless Ogier, as one of the four. And not long after
this, Charlemagne and his host returned home.



It chanced that Duke Namon of Bavaria saw the Danish
prince, and was much pleased with his open countenance,
his noble form, and his courtly manner; and he hastened
to get leave of the king to have the young man in his
own household, not as an underling or a servant, but as
a worthy and honored squire. And it was thus that Ogier
and Roland came to dwell beneath the same roof. And
their friendship waxed daily stronger and stronger,
until tin the end they exchanged tokens, and pledged
each other as brothers in arms. Nevertheless, Roland
still remembered Oliver with the same brotherly love as
of yore, and allowed not his affection for Ogier to
make him forget his earlier vows of brotherhood.



Ogier grew daily stronger and more handsome, and 
more
skilful in every feat of arms, and more graceful in
every deed of courtesy. And none of the youths about
the French court, not even Roland, could equal him in
the games wherein their strength and endurance were
tried. But as months and months went by, and his father
allowed him still to be held as a hostage and a
prisoner in a strange land, his heart sometimes burned
with impatience, or sometimes grew sad with a weary
longing for freedom.



In the mean while, Duke Godfrey, the father of Ogier,
was too busy plotting treason against his liege lord
Charlemagne to have much thought for his son; and
indeed, so great was his feeling of jealousy toward
Ogier, that he had no wish to have him ever return to
Denmark. His wife was very anxious that the Danish
crown might be left to her own son, Guyon; and she at
length persuaded her husband to withhold from
Charlemagne the tribute which had been promised; for
she hoped that the French king would become so angered
by this neglect that he would put the hostages to
death.



And now four years had passed, and Charlemagne had not
received a penny of tribute from Godfrey; nor had the
Danish duke come once to his court to do him homage, as
he had agreed. Often the king threatened to punish the
Dane for his neglect. But his wars in Italy and with
the Saracens had claimed all his time, and the affairs
of Denmark were allowed to rest without much attention.
And Godfrey went on strengthening his castles, and
building a fleet, and training his 
fighting men; and he
persuaded himself that he would yet outwit and get the
better of the king. But one day Charlemagne, as he sat
at table with his peers around him, chanced to remember
the slighted tribute, and the homage so long due him
from Duke Godfrey.



"While all my enemies are humbled in the dust," said
he, "this Dane is the only man who dares neglect his
duty. He shall be reminded at once of his broken
promises, and of the debt which he owes us."



And he immediately despatched an embassy of four
trustworthy knights, with a retinue of squires and
servitors, to the court of Denmark to demand that the
tribute so long overdue should be paid without further
delay.


In the Gardens of Falerina



Having defeated the Tartars before Albracca, and driven
them, as they supposed, forever from Cathay, the French
knights began to bethink them again of their own
country, and of the duties which they owed to their
liege lord, King Charlemagne. Reinold, burning with
anger and shame because of the deception which had
brought him hither, turned away at once, and, deaf to
every entreaty of the grateful Cathayans, hastened his
journey back to France. But Roland was not yet willing
to give up the adventure which he had undertaken; and
he resolved to make one further trial to find the
gardens of Falerina, and to win the arms of the
godlike Hector of Troy. So he bade farewell to Angelica
and to her father, King Galafron, and set out on his
quest for the land of the fairies; and the grateful
people of Albracca showered blessings upon his head as
he passed out of their gates. And many of the noblest
lords and ladies of the realm rode with him to the
utmost bounds of their kingdom, where they parted from
him with many heartfelt thanks and many a tearful
godspeed.



"He is a Christian," said they as they rode back to
their homes, "and yet he is the noblest of men."



And Roland rode alone through many strange lands
inhabited by strange Pagan people, who looked upon him
with wonderment as he passed. And so noble was his
countenance, so proud was his form, and so brilliant
was the armor in which he was clad, that the ignorant
folk often mistook him for a god; but he pitied their
lack of knowledge and their error, and told them what
little he knew of Christ and of the holy saints. And
when he asked them to show him the way to Fairyland,
they could only shake their heads, and point toward the
setting sun.



One day, after having crossed a barren hill country,
where not any thing was to be seen save huge bowlders
and lava beds and yawning chasms, he came into a wood
so dark and dank and lonesome, that he felt that this
indeed must be the borderland between the world of
reality and the world of the fairies. Owls hooted in
the dead treetops; gray wolves howled in the thickets;
bats and vampires flew through the air; hideous
creatures skulked among the trees. Had such a thing as
fear known lodgement in Roland's breast, he would have
turned back, and given up forever his quest for
Fairyland. But by and by the wood became less dense,
the trees and grass grew as in a park, and the sun,
which had been hidden behind a cloud, now shone
brightly through the leaves. Birds flitted and sang
among the branches; and the lonesomeness and horrors of
the deeper forest gave place to light and hope.



As Roland rode leisurely along through this wood, he
was suddenly aroused by hearing cries, as of some one
in distress. Looking around, he saw that they were
uttered by a fair lady, bound hand and foot to a tree,
and guarded by an armed knight.



"How, now!" cried Roland, riding nearer. "What is the
meaning of this? How dare you, who seem to be a knight,
thus maltreat the helpless and the beautiful?"



The knight explained that the lady whom he held as his
prisoner was dishonest, untruthful, and treacherous to
her best friends, and that she was only being punished
for her misdemeanors as she deserved.



"Her very name is Deceit," he said; "and, if she were
once liberated, there would be no end to the mischief
she would cause."



But the lady, tears streaming from her eyes, denied
these charges, and begged Roland to set her free. And
our hero, whose ears were always open to the pleadings
of those in distress, without further parley placed
his lance in rest, and challenged the knight to a
trial of arms.



"If after what I have told you," said the knight, "you
wish to befriend such a creature as she, I have not a
word further to say." And, with a motion of disgust, he
turned, and rode quickly away.



Roland very gallantly released the lady from the cords
which bound her; and, as it was still a long way out of
the wood, he helped her to a seat behind him, and
together the two rode onward toward the west. 
The lady
told him that they were now entering the enchanted
regions of Fairyland, and that he must be very cautious
in whatever he undertook to do.
As she was talking they reached the edge of the wood,
where they met another young lady, a beautiful damsel,
riding on a white palfrey gayly attired in trappings of
crimson velvet, with silver bells hanging from the
reins.



"Ah, sir knight!" said she, courtesying very humbly,
"it is indeed lucky that I met you on this spot. Had
you gone ten yards farther, you would have been in
plain sight of the gardens of Falerina, and you would
have been slain by the watchful dragon who sits before
the gate. If you would succeed in your venture, listen
to me. Stay where you are until morning: stir not a
foot farther, or you will be lost. Just at sunrise
every day, the gates are thrown wide open for a time;
and then, and only then, if you are wise, you can enter
the fairy gardens. But beware of the dragon!"



Then she gave him a little book in which was a map of
the enchanted garden and a picture of Falerina's
palace, and directions how to reach it, and how to
enter it. And she told Roland that the fairy queen had
been a long time shut up in one of the chambers of her
palace, trying to forge a magic sword that should be
proof against all kinds of witchery, and sharp enough
to slay even those whose lives were protected by the
unseen powers.



"For," said the damsel, "she has read in the book of
Fate that a hero will come out of the West, and that he
will trample down her fair garden, and take from her
all her witch power."



"And is the sword yet finished?" asked Roland.



"I think it is," answered the damsel. "And, if you can
once seize upon it, you will be safe from all the magic
snares that are set for you. Yet many men have tried to
enter these wonderful gardens, and everyone has
failed."



While they were yet talking, the sun had gone down; and
Roland, thinking it better to take the advice of the
damsel, and not attempt to go farther that night,
dismounted from Brigliadoro, and lay down under the
friendly shelter of a cedar tree to rest. He had no
sooner fallen asleep than the woman whom he had rescued
in the forest, and who was really as false-hearted and
base as the strange knight had represented her to be,
mounted his war steed, and rode away, carrying the
sword Durandal with her.



When Roland awoke in the morning, and saw how he had
been deceived and robbed, he was both angered and
disheartened. He felt that the dangerous adventure
which he had undertaken might, after all, prove to be
a failure. Yet his knightly vows would not allow him to
give up a quest which he had once begun, and he
resolved to go forward as he had at first intended. The
sky began to redden in the east: the sun would soon
rise, and the gates of the garden would be thrown open.
If he would enter those enchanted grounds, if he would
prove himself worthy to wear the armor of 
the godlike
Hector, he must be ready to act without delay. He tore
off the stout branch of an elm to serve him instead of
a sword, and went boldly onward in the way which the
damsel on the palfrey had pointed out. A very few steps
brought him to the top of the hill whence he could look
down into the valley beyond. There a wonderful sight
met his view. Not half a league away was the entrance
to the long-sought-for gardens, closed now by strong
iron gates hanging between columns of brass. In front
of the gates the sleepless dragon paced to and fro,
while high above them soared a mountain eagle. The wall
was built of white marble, and was very high; but
Roland, from his place on the hill, could see the trees
and the fountains and the silvery lake beyond, and
farther away he could discern the glass towers and
turrets of Falerina's castle, shining like silver in
the early morning light.



Roland held the green elm branch before him so as to
hide himself from the ever-watchful eyes of the dragon,
and went slowly forward toward the gates. The sun, now
beginning to rise, gilded the treetops and the far-off
mountain crags and the tall turrets of the fairy
castle, with a golden light. The watchman on the tower
blew a long, silvery call upon his bugle-horn, which
was echoed and re-echoed from hill to valley, and from
river to lake, until it was heard all over that
Fairyland.



"Awake, awake!" he cried. "The daystar comes; the king
of life blesses us again. Open wide the gates, and let
floods of light pour in upon us!"



The great iron gates swung round on their hinges: a
passage-way was opened, wide enough for a score of
knights to ride through abreast; and from the fairy
gardens within there came the sound of music sweeter
than any Roland had ever before heard. But he had no
time to listen to these enchanting sounds; for he knew
that the gates would soon close, and that the present
golden opportunity would never return. The dragon stood
now directly in the gateway, its eyes flashing fire,
its nostrils smoking with sulphur fumes, its hooked
claws digging into the soft earth, its clammy wings
beating the air. To a man of less heroic mettle than
Roland the sight of the beast would have caused
unspeakable terror. But Roland faltered not. He strode
straight onward, holding his shield before his face,
that he might not breathe the poisonous breath of the
monster. In his right hand he held the gnarly elm
branch, which he had hastily stripped of its green
leaves. Very near he drew to the hideous beast; he felt
its hot breath; its fangs were almost upon him. He
leaped forward. With a quick movement he thrust the
branching boughs between the gaping jaws of the
creature with such force that they stuck fast. The
dragon stopped. Its mouth was propped wide open by the
ugly elm branch. In vain it clutched at it with its
crooked claws, and sought to free itself. Roland paused
not a moment. He leaped clear over the back of the
monster. Swiftly he ran toward the gates. He reached
them, and passed through, just as they creaked on their
hinges and closed with a mighty crash behind him. His
foe, the dragon, had gotten free from the elm branch,
but too late to do him any harm; for the massive gates
were between them.



Roland looked around him. On his right was a fair
fountain, pouring water by a hundred silver jets into
a little lake whose surface was dotted with
water-lilies, among which swam dozens of noble white
swans. Out of the lake a little river flowed,
meandering through meadows bright with roses and
violets, and flowers of every name and hue. In the
middle of the stream stood a marble image,—an image of
a river nymph, such as in the golden days haunted
fountain and waterfall and every flowing stream. Above
the brows of the image an inscription was written in
Greek: "SEEKEST THOU THE ENCHANTED PALACE? FOLLOW THE RIVER."
The knight, never doubting, did as the inscription
directed. The stream flowed through scenes more
delightful than any he had ever dreamed of. So sweet
was the music with which the air was filled, so
pleasant were the perfumes, so beautiful were the
birds, the flowers, the waterfalls, the grottos, and
the garden-walks, that, if Roland had not borne well in
mind his knightly vows, he would have been sorely
tempted to live amid these joys forever.



After a long walk, which, however, seemed to him only
too short, he reached the fairy palace of Falerina. It
was a gorgeous and most beautiful structure, built
within and without of glass and precious stones, and
adorned with every thing that is pleasing to the
senses. The doors were wide open, and bevies of fairies
were passing in and out, singing gayly, and making the
palace resound with the music of their sweet voices.
They cast inquiring glances at the strange knight as
they passed; but, as they had never known an enemy in
Fairyland, they thought him only some stranger whom the
queen had invited to her court. Seeing that every one
moved freely from one chamber to another in that vast
palace, without hinderance and without ceremony, Roland
walked boldly in. For some time he strolled carelessly
about, listening to the music, and watching the nimble
dancers in the great halls, or admiring the many
wonderful things with which the palace was stored. At
last, in a lower chamber which opened into the garden,
he found Falerina, the fairy queen. She was sitting
alone, as was her wont in the earlier hours of the day,
while her attendants amused themselves in the garden.
Before her, leaning against the wall, was the magic
sword, the blade which had cost her so many weeks of
anxious labor. She had but lately finished it and
tested it, and now she was quietly admiring her own
good looks as they were reflected from its bright
silvery sides. And very beautiful indeed was she,—so
beautiful, that Roland paused in reverent admiration.
She was dressed in rich white robes from every fold of
which rare jewels gleamed; and upon her head was a
golden crown, flashing with diamonds. She seemed
something more divine than a mere fairy, and 
akin to
the Peris of whom Roland had heard the Saracens speak.



The hero paused but a moment. Before the fairy could
hinder, or call for help, he seized the magic sword,
and raised it threateningly above her head.



"Yield, and I will spare thee!" he cried.



The queen, never having known such thing as fear, sat
still, and said not a word.



"Show me the Trojan Hector's arms," said he, "and thou
shalt live."



"Surely," then answered the queen, "thou art a brave
warrior thus to threaten me in my own dwelling.
Methinks thou art Knight Roland from the West."



"Roland is my name," said he. "And I have come in quest
of Hector's arms. Tell me where I shall find them."



"I shall tell thee nothing," answered the fairy,
folding her arms.



When Roland found that neither threats nor prayers
would persuade her to tell him the secret, he carried
her gently into the garden, and, with cords which
Malagis the wizard had given him, he bound her, hand
and foot, to a beech tree, so that no fairy could ever
unbind her. Then he went out of the palace to follow
his quest as best he might, well knowing now that no
witchery of the fairy queen could harm him. As he was
again following the course of the winding river through
meadows and groves and many a scene of delight, he
bethought him of the book which the damsel 
on the white
palfrey had given him.



He opened it, and looked at the map. There was nothing
said about the place where Hector's arms were hidden.
But he saw that on the south there was a gate which was
always open. Between the gate and the palace was a
large lake; and in the lake, the book said, there was a
siren, whose song charmed all passers-by, and had
caused the death of many a brave knight.



[image: [Illustration]]


THE GARDENS OF FALERINA.


As he was now not very far from the lake, Roland
resolved that he would rid himself of another danger by
seeking the siren, and silencing her voice. As he
strolled across the meadows, he gathered great numbers
of daisies and violets, blue-bells and buttercups, and
filled his helmet and his ears with them. Then he
stopped, and listened if he could hear the birds sing.
He could see their mouths open, their throats swell,
and their plumage ruffle; but he could not hear the
slightest sound.
He felt now that he was proof against the enchanting
song of the siren, for music never lured a deaf man to
his destruction. He went boldly forward to the lake,
and wandered leisurely along the shore, admiring its
mirror-like surface and the clearness and great depth
of the water. Suddenly, near the centre of the pool a
ripple appeared; and then a strange creature, somewhat
like a bird, and somewhat like a fish, arose above the
surface, and began to sing. The siren was not at all
beautiful; but her song was so sweet, that all the
birds were silenced, and came flying down in great
flocks by the shore to listen. The cattle 
and the
wood-beasts hastened in troops and crowds to the
waterside, where they stood fixed and entranced by the
soft, melodious strains. The leaves of the trees
quivered in sympathy with the sounds, and even the
rocks seemed to hearken and to smile. Roland alone was
unmoved, because he heard nothing. Yet as the siren
still sat in the water, and kept on singing, he made a
pretence of yielding to the charms of her bewitching
song. He fell down among the flowers by the lakeside,
and closed his eyes as if in a trance. The siren ended
her song. The birds and the beasts went slowly back to
their places, and all was quiet about the lake. Roland
lay very still. The siren swam close to the shore,
thinking to seize him, as she had seized many another
brave knight, and drag him down into her dismal den at
the bottom of the lake; but Roland arose suddenly, and
grasped her long neck. Fearful were the struggles of
the creature, and loud were the songs that she sung;
for she hoped even yet to bewitch the knight with the
strange power of music. But the hero raised the magic
sword of Falerina above her, and with one stroke
severed her hideous head.



Freed now from this last source of danger, Roland
started out again in search of the arms of Hector. He
followed every garden walk to its end; he sought in
every grove and every grotto: yet he could nowhere find
the wished-for prize. He asked the fairies whom he
sometimes met; but they seemed downhearted and sad, and
shook their heads, saying that they had never 
heard of
Hector, nor of his arms. But an old man, who had lived
in Fairyland for a great many years, told him that the
object of his search had long ago been carried into
another garden, and that he could not hope to find it
without undergoing many hardships and meeting many
dangers of which he now knew nothing.



Toward evening Roland found his way back again to the
enchanted palace of the queen, but all was changed. The
fairies whom he had seen there in the earlier part of
the day had fled, leaving the splendid mansion silent
and desolate. The music had ceased; shadows had taken
the place of sunshine; the flowers had closed their
petals; the birds had flown away. As the knight walked
across the deserted courtyard, the only sound that he
heard was the echo of his own footsteps on the hard
pavement. The silence was more dreadful to him than any
danger that had ever threatened him. The hapless fairy
queen was still bound fast to the beech tree where he
had left her, but she was no longer happy and defiant.
Bitterly she wept, and earnestly did she beg him to
set her free. He asked her again where the arms of the
Trojan hero were hidden.



"By my troth," said she, "I know not. They were long
ago given into the keeping of my sister, Morgan the
Fay. If you would win them, you must make your way to
her castle, and prove by your prowess that you are
worthy of the prize. Then, when Fortune is ready to
award her gifts, be sure that you let not the golden
opportunity slip by unimproved."



The hero loosed the fairy queen from the magic cords
which bound her. He called around her the frightened
attendants, and assured them that he had no wish to
harm either them or their queen. Then he bade the fair
Falerina good-by, and went forth from her gardens in
search of the far-famed dwelling of Morgan the Fay.



A Flight to the Land of Prester John



King Charlemagne sat in his council-hall, and the
noblest peers of the realm stood before him.



"Who now, for the love of our dear nephew," said he,
"will seek for him, and bring him back, that we may see
him happily restored to his right mind?"



And Duke Namon answered, "My lord, such wonder was
never known, that a madman should recover his senses.
And, however much we have loved him, the Roland whom we
once knew is now no more. Only a shadow remains where
there was a man before."



And Reinold of Montalban said, "There are other knights
in your service as loyal, as brave, and as true as ever
our cousin Roland was. Trust them to uphold your power,
and defend your kingdom."



And Ganelon, the old traitor, smiled, and said,
"Methinks that this Roland is now well out of our way,
and that we shall nevermore hear it said, 'Behold the
king's nephew,—the knight without fear and without
reproach!' "



But Oliver said, "My lord, I will follow my brother 
to
the ends of the earth, rather than not find him. I will
bring him back to France, to his home and his kindred
and those who love him, that through their care and
kindness he may be healed."



And Astolpho, the poet knight, said, "I also will go in
search of the lost hero; for although I have neither
the strength nor the skill of a warrior, yet who knows
but that my fancy in its highest flights may discover
the lost senses of Roland, and bring them back to their
owner!"



Then Oliver and Astolpho mounted their steeds and rode
away; and they pledged themselves that they would never
come back to France, nor undertake any other adventure,
until they should find Roland, and see him whole again
in mind and worthy to be called the peerless knight.



Now, it chanced that Astolpho owned a wonderful winged
horse,—the same creature that had once belonged to
Atlantes, the Moorish wizard. Astolpho had long kept
this steed, with care and secrecy, in his own castle
among the mountain peaks, where the wild eagles soared,
and the air was fresh and pure, and the busy hum of the
laboring world was seldom heard. Sometimes, merely to
amuse himself, the knight had mounted his winged
courser and taken short flights into fairyland, or
soared aloft toward the sun. And he had often thought,
that when Charlemagne's wars were over, and he was no
longer needed either at court or in the field, he would
take a longer flight and stop not until he had 
reached
the farthest boundaries of the earth. So, now, he
hastened back to his mountain castle, resolved to make
use of the winged steed in his search for the lost
hero.



At Astolpho's command the wondrous horse was led out of
the marble halls, where he had been stabled, and
accoutred for a flight longer than any he had ever yet
taken. It was early morning. The sun was rising
dripping from the waters of the great midland sea. The
crags and peaks shone like burnished silver against
the dark-blue sky. The crimson clouds turned golden,
and then melted away into nothingness. The mountain
eagles flew down from their rock-built eyries, and
screamed around the hero and his steed, and then soared
high toward heaven, as if daring him to a loftier
flight. Astolpho vaulted into the saddle. The noble
steed spread his wings, and leaped into the air. Upward
and still upward he soared, until the green fields of
France, and the rugged mountains and the snow-crowned
peaks dwindled almost out of sight. The screaming
eagles were left far behind, the great sun seemed not
much higher. The whole earth was transformed into a
scene of beauty such as the knight had seldom dreamed
of. Sweet France lay directly beneath him, spread out
like a map, its rivers and mountains and forests and
fields dimly outlined in the hazy distance. To his
right was fair Spain, bounded on three sides by the
sea, and on the fourth by the great wall of the
Pyrenees. In front of him was the midland sea,
stretching away and away, 
as far as the eye could
reach, until its shining waters seemed hidden behind
the sun. And there he saw vine-clad Italy basking in
the morning light; and farther away lay the isles of
Greece, where the gods in the golden time taught men
the sweet secrets of music and song.



And the winged steed sailed onward toward the rising
sun, faster than falcon or swiftest bird that flies.
Over the midland sea he flew, and over many strange
countries, and amid many beautiful scenes. He came to
the land where grow the date and the palm; he soared
above the shaggy tops of the Atlas Mountains, and the
Great Desert, which lies sultry and bare beyond; he
winged his way over Nubia and the land of the Pyramids
and the Nile. Yet Astolpho allowed not his steed to
stop. He had heard of another land still farther, where
he hoped to learn tidings of the sad-minded Roland.
From Egypt, his course now lay southward: he followed
the great River Nile even to its mysterious
head-spring, and over the boundless regions of Ethiopia
he directed his flight. He came at length to the
wondrous realm ruled by the mighty Prester John, and
there his steed alighted.



The land in which Astolpho now found himself seemed to
be a very paradise of delights. It was governed by an
ancient Christian prince, whose birth and lineage were
unknown, and whose dominion stretched eastward to
India, and southward to the great sea. In that land
every man was a hero,—not one who wins a name and fame
through bloodshed or on the battlefield, 
but one whose
heart is free from guile, whose brain is clear, whose
every deed is noble. In that land there were temples
and palaces and cities surpassing in riches and beauty
any thing that Astolpho had ever before seen. There
every kind of gem-stone was found,—emeralds, sapphires,
carbuncles, onyxes, and beryls; and gold was more
plentiful than iron. There, too, every strange and
useful animal lived. It was the home of the elephant,
the camel, the white and red lion, the white bear, the
wild horse, the wild ox. There, also, roamed those
wondrous creatures of which we read in the old 
myth-stories of Greece, such as centaurs and fauns and
satyrs and pygmies and strange chimeras. And there
dwelt the phœnix, that solitary bird, which, after
living a thousand years, burns itself on its own
funeral pile, and afterward rises with renewed youth
from the ashes.



Near the place where Astolpho first alighted there was
a garden, and in the garden was a fountain. On either
side of the fountain sat two saintly men, who were
dressed in long white robes, and whose hair and beard
were whiter than the drifted snow. These men, as the
knight approached, arose and saluted him.



"Art thou a Christian?" asked one.



"I am," answered Astolpho, making the sign of the
cross.



"Wouldst thou be healed of all thine infirmities,
whether of body or of mind?" asked the other.



"Nothing do I desire more greatly," was the answer.



Standing within the fountain was a pure white stone,
shaped like a mussel shell, and covered by a few inches
of water.



"If what thou sayest is true," said the elder, who had
first spoken, "step now into this mussel shell."



Astolpho did as he was bidden, and the water began of
its own accord to rise about him. Three times it lifted
itself and gushed over his head; and then the aged men
bade him step out of the fountain. As he did so, he
felt as if the balmiest days of his youth had returned,
and that he should never again be oppressed with
weariness or pain.



"Go thou," said the elders, "and may no evil thing
betide thee!"



Then Astolpho went straight to the palace wherein dwelt
the king. The walls which stood around this palace were
of the purest white marble. The drawbridge was of
ivory, and the chain and bolts were of gold. The gate
was a wondrous piece of workmanship, wrought of
precious metals and costly stones; and above it was
placed the horn of a horned snake, so that nothing
unclean could pass through. The inner gates were of
ebony, inlaid with gold. At each end of the palace was
a high tower; and on each of these a carbuncle and an
apple of gold were placed; and by day the golden apple
shed a soft radiance over the palace and all the
country around, while at night the carbuncle shone as
brightly as the sun at noon. The wide courtyard was
floored with onyx,—a stone which gives 
strength
and courage to the feeble-hearted. The architraves, the
joists, the ceilings of the palace, were of the mystic
Sethym wood: the roof was of ebony, and so built that
fire could never touch it. Heavy curtains, and carpets
of every hue and texture, added comfort to riches. In
wall and roof and pavement were countless pearls and
purest gems. And in the great assembly hall was a
wondrous mirror, reached by five and twenty steps of
porphyry and serpentine, in which the king could see at
a glance every thing that was happening in every corner
of his kingdom.



No man knew how long this country had been ruled by
Prester John; for, in a land so blessed with every
comfort and every luxury, the years were all golden,
and men noticed not the flight of time. The great
Prester John kindly welcomed Astolpho to his court, and
ordered that the best guest room in the palace should
be made ready for his use. But the knight was surprised
to see, that, although the king was surrounded with
every thing that could add to one's happiness, there
was an air of sadness on his face, as if he were
harassed by some fearful evil which he could not
escape.



It so happened that the day was a great feast day, when
all the earls and noblemen in the kingdom were bidden
to court, and a rich banquet was to be served in the
hall. And Astolpho was invited to sit at table with the
rest.



"I hope, indeed, that they will not come to-day," the
king was overheard saying to one of his courtiers. 
And the knight wondered who it could be whose company was
so undesirable.



At the appointed hour the guests were led into the
banquet chamber. There the ceilings were very high and
vaulted, the windows were large, and the doors were
broad. The floor was waxed and polished until it shone
like a mirror. The tables were of ebony, inlaid with
amethyst and gold, and supported upon legs of ivory.
Astolpho was seated on a raised platform at the right
hand of the king; and the noblest men of the
realm—dukes, earls, archbishops, and bishops—sat near
him. While the attendants were placing the food before
them, the king, pale and trembling, as if fearing some
great danger, told Astolpho the story of his sad
misery.



"You would think," said he, "that a man living in the
midst of all these delights would be supremely happy.
And yet I am the most miserable of earth's creatures. I
will tell you why. Far to the south there is a
beautiful mountain, the like of which is found in no
other land. On that mountain, it is said, there is
everlasting spring; and there old age is unknown, and
death never comes. Long was it my wish to discover that
earthly paradise, and long did I aspire to add it to
the kingdoms of my realm. At last, in an evil hour, I
marshalled my hosts, and with a noble array of knights
and lords I marched across the southern desert,
determined to carry my banners to the very summit of
that famous mountain. But when we reached it, sad was
our 
disappointment.  The white cliffs rose up before us,
like the walls of a great city; and, when we tried to
scale them, the rocks rolled down upon our heads; the
dark gorges opened and swallowed up my warriors; fire
and smoke belched forth from the peaks; and rivers of
melted rock poured down upon us.
And then I heard a voice saying, 'Think not, vain man,
to pry into the secret things of the Most High. Go back
into thine own country, and be thankful that thy life
is spared.' Then I turned, and fled with all speed from
that forbidden ground. And, of all the mighty host that
had gone with me thither, not more than a tenth
returned with me to this land. And the Harpies, who
since the days of Jason and the Argonauts had been
penned up in the cave of the Winds, were freed from
their prison, and sent to harass me every day of my
life. And now, like Phineus of old, I am miserable in
the midst of delights, I am tormented with hunger while
all around me is plenty; for no sooner is my table
ready, than those loathsome creatures swoop down, and
snatch the food from my plate, and leave me naught to
satisfy my hunger. It is thus that Heaven punishes him
who would lay hands upon forbidden things."



The king had scarcely finished speaking, when Astolpho
heard a strange noise above them, like the whirring of
many wings in the upper air. The old king covered his
face with his hands, and cried out, "They come! there
is no ridding ourselves of them!" And many of the
guests arose and fled from the hall.



Then, through doors and windows, the Harpies came
flying in. Seven in number were they,—pale-faced,
blear-eyed, with long crooked talons, and snake-like
tails knotted in many a fold. Down upon the feast table
they swooped, and they stopped not their greedy
onslaught until every morsel of food was snatched from
the board. Astolpho drew his sword and struck manfully
about him; but as well might he have smitten the wind,
for the sharpest blade could not cut through the
feathery armor of those loathsome fowls.
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THE HARPIES.


"Ah, me!" cried the king, "is there no escape? Must I
endure this torment forever?"



Then Astolpho bethought him of a horn which he carried
at his girdle. The weird woman Melissa had given it to
him long before, and had said to him, "Whenever your
sword fails
you, blow this horn." So, after the king and all who
were in the hall had filled their ears with wax, he
lifted it to his lips and blew such a bugle-blast as
had never before been heard in the land of Prester
John. The palace itself shook from turret to foundation
stone; the leaves of the trees quivered as in a storm;
the rocks rolled down the mountain-side. The Harpies,
more affrighted than when, in the olden time, they had
been chased by the sons of old Boreas, flew in wild
dismay from the hall. Astolpho quickly mounted his
winged charger, and followed them, blowing peal after
peal upon his wondrous horn.
Southward the creatures flew, across the great sandy
desert; nor did they slacken their flight until they
reached the 
mountain whereon the earthly paradise was
said to be. Into a dark and narrow cavern in the
mountain's side they flew,—the prison-house into which
the sons of Boreas had driven them long before. And
Astolpho, with trees and stones, and whatsoever else
would serve as a wall or hedge, wedged up the cavern
door; so that never again shall those loathsome
creatures visit the air to torment mankind with their
horrid presence.



And the poets tell of many other wondrous deeds that
Astolpho did in the land of Prester John,—how he
visited the earthly paradise, and talked there with the
patriarchs of old; how he flew to the moon's orb, and
was shown the place where all things are stored that
have been lost on earth; how he found there the lost
senses of the unhappy Roland, and brought them in a
phial back to the earth; how he visited the place where
the Fates spin the thread of life, and weave the woof
of doom for every creature; and how he healed the sick,
and restored sight to the blind. But, whether these
stories be true or false, I will not stop to repeat
them to you. Let us hasten to find the now long-lost
Roland.



When Astolpho had learned from the Fates the
whereabouts of Roland, and the manner in which that
knight should be made himself again, he went into the
presence of Prester John, and asked a boon of that
king.



"You shall have whatsoever you wish," said the grateful
monarch.



And Astolpho asked that a band of warriors should be
allowed to go with him across the desert, to invade
Algeria and the land of the Moors, and thus lend aid to
his liege-lord
Charlemagne. The king was well pleased to grant this
request. He sent forth his heralds to bid all the
bravest warriors of his realm to come and join the
standard of Astolpho. And there came from every
mountain stronghold and from every countryside, troops
of knights and armed men, equipped and ready for the
long march. Some came on the backs of elephants, some
on camels; but the greater number were on foot, for
there were no trained horses in that country. But, when
they learned that they were expected to march across
the Great Desert, they shook their heads, and
hesitated.



"We shall never live to cross those terrible sands,"
said some: "for the South Wind will come upon us like
the breath of a furnace, and will scorch the skin of
our bodies, and parch our tongues with thirst; and then
the whirlwind will take up the burning sand in its
arms, and hurl it down upon us, and bury us alive."



But others said, "Cannot he who has done such wonders
in our midst control even the South Wind? We will trust
him."



On the evening previous to the day which had been set
for the march, Astolpho secretly mounted his winged
courser, and flew away toward the south. On and on he
flew, until he came to the land where dwell the
summer's heat and the fierce fire-forces. There, in a
cave, the South Wind has her home. Every day, at early
morn, she comes out of her dwelling, and roams 
over the
earth, kissing the buds and blossoms, and causing them
to open to the sun; rippling the waters of the lake,
and rustling among the canebrakes and the corn; melting
the snow and the ice on the mountain tops, and laughing
with the rivulet which pours its waters over the rocky
ledge; unlocking the frozen rivers, and sending great
icebergs floating out to sea; speeding the heavily
laden ships on their homeward voyage; stirring the
waves into fury; and feeding the death-dealing
whirlwinds which sweep over the desert and the sea. Oh,
a kind blessing, as well as a fearful curse, is the
South Wind! When Astolpho came to her dwelling, she had
retired to rest. Not a leaf was stirring on the trees,
not a ripple could be seen on the lake. All nature
seemed asleep. Even in the cavern of the South Wind no
sound was heard, save that of her heavy breathings as
she lay reposing in her golden chamber. Astolpho
hearkened a moment, and then carefully spread a magic
net across the cavern's mouth; so that when the South
Wind should awaken from her slumber, and should step
forth from her dwelling, ready dight for her wondrous
journey over the world, she should be caught and held
fast in the meshes. Then he turned the head of his
winged courser, and was soon safely back in the palace
of Prester John.



At sunrise the dreaded march across the desert was
commenced. And the warriors who followed Astolpho
wondered what had become of the South Wind, and why no
sand storms overtook them; for the only breeze that 
met
them was the gentle, cooling West Wind, which cheered
and strengthened them during their long journey. And at
last the gray peaks of the Atlas Mountains, and the
tall palm trees of Algeria, came in sight, and their
perilous march was at an end. Then the South Wind, who
had at last rid herself of the troublesome net, came
tripping across the desert after them. She climbed the
mountains behind them, and played among the treetops in
the valleys, and whistled gleefully in the glens; but
she had no power to do them any harm.



In the old poems, you may read wonderful stories of the
manner in which Astolpho supplied his foot-soldiers
with steeds by turning stones into horses; of how he
routed Agramant and the other Saracen chiefs in battle;
of how Charlemagne, hearing of his exploits, crossed
the sea, and laid siege to Africa; and of many wondrous
feats of arms performed by the Christian knights. Let
us return to the pitiable fortunes of our hero.



Wandering aimlessly from place to place, as if drawn by
some unseen hand, Roland advanced each day farther and
farther south. At length he came to a little seaport
town. The Straits lay before him, and beyond them was
Africa. He was possessed with a mad wish to go onward,
forever southward; and he felt that neither mountains
nor seas should hinder him. A ship had just left the
shore, with a party of Moorish soldiers on board. He
rushed to the water's edge, 
calling to the sailors to
come back, and take him into the vessel. But they,
seeing his ragged clothing, and his wild, furious
gestures, guessed rightly that he was some poor maniac,
and paid not any attention to his cries. When Roland
found that the vessel would neither turn back nor wait
for him, he leaped madly into the sea, as if determined
to swim across. Long and manfully did he buffet the
waves, now rising high on the top of a swell, and now
sinking deep into the trough of the sea. Both the land
and the ship were out of sight; but still he struggled
onward, knowing only that his life depended upon his
keeping his head above the water. Yet he certainly
would have been drowned, had not another vessel hove
that way. The valiant swimmer was taken on board and
carried across the Straits: for the Moorish knights who
were in the ship pitied his forlorn case; and, when
they reached their own shores, they allowed him to
wander whithersoever he would.



It happened at this time, that the Christian hosts,
with Charlemagne and Astolpho, were encamped not far
from the sea, waiting for ships and a fair wind to bear
them back to
France. One day a strange man, ragged and tanned, came
suddenly into the camp. He turned not aside for any
thing that stood in his way. He hurled the warriors
right and left
from his path; he overturned the tents; he frightened
the horses; he threw every thing into a panic. Astolpho
and the knights who were with him seized their weapons,
and ran hastily out to see what was going on. You may
judge of their wonder and delight when they found that
this strange madman was their old friend and comrade,
Roland. By Astolpho's orders, they closed around him,
and seized him from behind. Fiercely he struggled; and
ill would his assailants have fared, had not their
armor protected them from his mad blows. At length he
was thrown to the ground and bound hand and foot. Then
the good Astolpho took the precious phial of sense
which he had carried so long and so carefully, and held
it beneath the madman's nose.



A great change came over Roland. His unsettled mind at
once regained its firmness, and his understanding
became as strong and as clear as it had been of yore.
He gazed about him, like one who wakes from a dream and
finds himself in a strange place. He saw Astolpho and
Oliver and Ogier standing over him, and he wondered
why it was that he lay bound and unarmed upon the
beach. Then the wild, vacant look passed from his face,
and he seemed as calm and as composed as he had been in
his happiest days. His friends knew that his madness
had left him. They quickly unbound him and raised him
to his feet. They led him to Astolpho's tent, and
clothed him in raiment becoming the noblest of knights,
and told him the strange story of his madness. And the
next day a feast and a tournament were held in his
honor, and the good Archbishop Turpin offered a public
thanksgiving for the happy return of the wanderer. And
many stories are told of Roland's prowess while yet the
French army was 
delayed in Africa,—how, single-handed,
he defeated three kings in a deadly passage at arms,
and by so doing saved the life of his brother Oliver;
how he regained by force the matchless helmet which
Ferrau had carried away; how he won also for himself
the sword Durandal, which Mandricardo the Tartar had
stolen; and how, in every case, he dealt wisely and
uprightly, and never sought undue advantage over his
foes.
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The King's Guest



It was a great day in Sutri. Never since the old Roman
days had so brilliant a company of warriors and noble
men been seen in that quiet town. In the governor's
castle the king and the peers of the realm were being
entertained and feasted. The chambers and halls and
courts were full of knights and squires; and every one
talked of the noble order of chivalry, and of war, and
of arms and armor, and of the king's progress on the
morrow to Rome. In the broad feast hall, Charlemagne
and his peers were dining. On the dais, by the side of
the king, sat Count Rainier, the governor of Sutri.
Around them stood many of the noblest knights,
attentive to their slightest wishes. Next below the
king sat Turpin, the warrior bishop, clad to-day, not
in his war coat of steel, but in his rich official
robes, and looking much more the priest than the
knight. Next to him sat Duke Namon of Bavaria, the
king's counselor, gray-bearded and sage, strong in
fight, and wise in statesmanship,—the oldest and the
most trusted of all the peers. On the other side was
Malagis, the 
cunning dwarf, who, it was said, had power
over the unseen creatures of the air, and by means of
witchery could sometimes foretell the things that were
about to befall. Next to him was old Ganelon of
Mayence, at heart a vile traitor, the smile of a
hypocrite resting on his thin lips, and his
serpent-eyes twinkling with an evil light. On either
side of the long table below sat many worthy knights,
the most trusted warriors of Charlemagne, and the
doughtiest heroes in Christendom. I doubt if ever more
valor was seen in castle hall.



Mirth and revelry ruled the hour; and the long, low
hall rang with the sound of the harp and the flute and
the glad voices of the singers. The great oaken table
groaned beneath its weight of good cheer. The lordly
Count Rainier had provided for this feast every thing
that was pleasant to the taste, or that could add zest
to the appetite. The richest meats and the rarest
fruits, sparkling wine and foaming ale, the whitest
bread and the most tempting sweetmeats—all were
offered in generous profusion as if on purpose to make
the knights forgetful of their vows of temperance. In
the courtyard, around the open door, stood numbers of
the poor people of the town, listening to the music,
and waiting for the morsels that would be left after
the feast. Suddenly a young boy, ragged and barefooted,
appeared among them. All stood aside for him, as, with
proud step and flashing eyes, he entered the great
hall. With the air of a lord he pushed his way through
the crowd 
of attendant knights and squires, and walked
boldly up to the table. Then, without saying a word, he
seized upon a basket of rare fruit and a loaf of bread
that had been placed before the king.



"Indeed," said Charlemagne, "that is a bold boy. He
will make a brave knight."



But those who stood around were so awed by the lad's
proud bearing and by the strange flash of his eyes,
that they dared not touch him; nor did they think of
placing any hinderance in his way until he had seized
the golden wine-cup which Charlemagne was on the point
of lifting to his lips.



"Stop!" cried the king. "How dare you be so rude?"



But Roland held fast to his prize; and, fearless as a
young eagle, he gazed into the face of the king.
Charlemagne tried hard to appear angry; but, in spite
of himself, a pleasant smile played upon his face, and
his eyes twinkled merrily.



"My boy," said he, "the forest is a fitter place than
this banquet hall for such as you. You would do better
picking nuts from the trees than snatching dishes from
the king's table; and the wine which you have taken
from my hand is not nearly so good for you as the water
in the flowing brook."



"The peasant drinks from the brook," answered Roland
proudly; "the slave gathers nuts in the forest. But to
my mother belong the best things that your table
affords. The choicest game, the rarest fish, the
reddest wine, are hers."



"Ha!" cried the king. "Your mother must indeed be a
noble lady! And I suppose you will tell me that she
lives in a lordly castle, with scores of brave knights
and gentle dames about her, and that she sits daily in
her great feast hall at a table loaded with every
delicacy. How many servants has she? Who is her carver?
and who is her cup-bearer? Come, tell us all about it."



"My right hand is her carver," answered Roland; "and my
left hand is her cup-bearer."



"And has she soldiers and watchmen and minstrels, this
wonderful mother of yours?"



"Indeed she has. These two arms are her soldiers; these
eyes are her watchmen; these lips are her minstrels."



"That is a numerous household and a worthy one,"
answered the king, now very much amused. "But your good
mother has strange taste in the matter of livery for
her servants. I see they are all bareheaded and
barefooted; and their clothing, what there is of it, is
made of all the colors of the rainbow. How came she to
furnish you with a robe so rich and rare?"



"My robe is of my own furnishing," answered Roland.
"Eight boys in the town do me homage; and they pay me
tribute in cloth, each a different color. And now, my
lord, since you have learned all about my mother and
her household, will you not visit her in her castle?"



Before the king could answer, the boy had turned on his
heel, and, with the basket of food and the cup of wine
in his hands, he fearlessly walked out of the hall.
Charlemagne was surprised at the boldness of the lad,
and delighted with his witty answers.



"Let him go," said he. "A braver lad I have never seen;
and he well deserves his prize. He will yet become the
noblest knight in Christendom."



Then, turning to Duke Namon, he whispered, "Saw you
that strange flash in his eye? Was there ever a fairer
countenance, or a more king-like form? Tell me truly,
did he not remind you of some one you have seen
elsewhere?"



"He did, my lord," answered Namon. "He reminded me of
your worthy father, the great Pepin. He has the same
noble features, the same broad brow, the same clear
gray eyes flashing with a strange light. He reminded me,
too, of yourself. Had he been clothed in garb befitting
a prince, I should have imagined that I saw you again
as you appeared when a boy. But he reminded me most of
your lost sister, the fair Princess Bertha. The same
gentleness of manner, the same proud carriage of the
head, the same curl of lip,—qualities that we once
admired so much in the Lady Bertha,—may all be seen
in this wonderful boy."



"I dreamed last night," said the king, "that my darling
sister came to me, leading just such a boy as this. And
I thought that he grew tall and strong, and that the
whole world looked up to him as a pattern of knightly
valor and courtesy, and that he carried my whole
kingdom upon his shoulders. Now this boy is no common
lad; and the mother of whom he speaks 
can be no common
beggar. My heart tells me that she is the long-lost,
long-forgiven Bertha."



"Your heart speaks rightly," answered Namon. "The son
of no other lady could bear so perfect a likeness to
the Pepins. I am sure that we have found her at last."



Then Charlemagne turned to the dwarf Malagis. "What say
you, sir wizard?" he asked. "You have the gift of
foresight, and you can read that which lies hidden to
the eyes of others. What think you of a boy who comes
thus boldly to our table, and levies mail from us as if
it were his right?"



The dwarf twisted and writhed about in his seat: he
smiled, as only wizards can smile, and then he humbly
but wisely answered,—



"My lord, the lad is no beggar. The blood of heroes
flows in his veins. Kings are his kinsmen. Great deeds
await his coming into manhood. Harm him not, but have
him sought out, and brought again before you. I have
read in the stars that somehow the woof of your life is
strangely interwoven with that of a lad like this."



Charlemagne at once ordered a dozen squires to follow
the boy secretly to find where he dwelt, and then,
without harming him, to bring both him and his mother
to the castle. And then the feasting, which had been so
strangely broken off, was begun again. And the wassail
bowl went round, and many a weak-souled knight forgot
his solemn vows of temperance; and the old hall again
resounded with music and with uproarious mirth; and the
boy Roland was for a time forgotten.



Very anxiously did the fair Bertha in the lonely hermit
cell await the return of her son that day. He had left
her in the morning, determined to make himself known to
Charlemagne, and to demand the forgiveness of his
mother, and her re-instatement in the king's palace. He
had promised to be back very soon, with a palfrey for
his mother to ride upon, and a company of knights and
squires to escort her to the castle. But hour after
hour had passed by; and it was now high noon, and still
the boy did not come. Could it be possible that he had
been too rash, and had been imprisoned, or otherwise
severely punished, for his boldness? Another hour went
by; and Bertha was about to despair of his return, when
Roland suddenly appeared around the foot of the hill,
carrying on his left arm a basket of food and in his
right hand a golden goblet of wine.



"Mother," he cried, as he set his burden down in the
doorway of the grotto,—"mother, I have brought you
some share of the feast. You shall not starve while
your brother, who is no better than you, eats and
drinks and has such plenty of other luxuries that he
knows not what to do with them."



Then he placed before her the bread and the wine, and a
delicately baked fowl, and the rare fruits; and, while
she ate, he told her all that had happened to him since
he had left her in the morning. He had waited a long
time about the palace doors, trying in vain to be
allowed to see the king. The guards said that he was
sleeping, and would not be disturbed. If he could only
have found his friend Oliver, all would have been well.
But the page was nowhere to be seen; and a squire whom
he asked said that he had gone that morning, with a
company of knights and dames, to Rome, and that it
would be long ere he returned again to Sutri. At
length, by the merest chance, he had peeped in through
the open door of the banquet hall, and had seen the
king himself seated at the table.



"I could not bear," he said, "to see so great plenty of
all that was good, and to hear the mirth of the greedy
revellers, and know that you were here in this wretched
cave without a morsel of food. I walked right in and
took the best, nor did I regard that I was robbing the
king. He talked to me, and seemed not a bit angry; and
I feel sure that he will send for me to come again
before him, and then I will tell him all."



"Ah, Roland," said the Lady Bertha doubtfully, "you do
not know your kingly uncle. He is hot-tempered and
violent; and he may yet punish you for your rashness,
and listen to no word of explanation or excuse. Many an
innocent man has suffered from his unreasoning anger."



"I am not afraid," answered the boy. "He was altogether
too jolly to be angry. And I expect, ere this time
to-morrow, to be installed as a page to the king or to
one of his peers."



He had scarcely spoken these words, when the squires
who had been sent in search of him came around the foot
of the hill, and halted only a few yards from the
entrance to the grotto. Some were on foot, some on
horseback; and all were armed with sticks, and more or
less under the influence of the strong ale which they
had drunk at the banquet. As soon as they saw Roland,
they called out loudly to him, ordering him to
surrender himself as their prisoner.



"Come along at once, my little one," cried the leader.
"The king wants you for robbing his table."



Had the squires approached Roland in a respectful
manner, he would have gone with them gladly. But their
insolence maddened him.



"Tell the king," he answered, "that I am holding high
court at home to-day, and that, if he wants me, he must
come after me himself."



"But you must come with us," cried the squires. "You,
and your mother the beggar woman, must come with us to
Sutri, and lose no time."



"Beggar woman, indeed!" cried Roland, overflowing with
rage. "How dare you speak thus of the sister of
Charlemagne! Go back to the king, and tell him that his
nephew is not wont to do the bidding of squires and
churls. Tell him that only by the worthiest of his
peers will my mother and I be taken into his presence."



At this boastful speech of one whom they looked upon as
only a beggar, the squires laughed heartily; and one or
two of them shook their sticks in a threatening manner,
and made as if they would seize upon the boy. Roland
ran quickly into the grotto, and soon came out again,
bearing the long, broken lance in his hands. But 
it was
a heavy weapon, and, as he found it, an unwieldy one.
The squires closed in upon him from every side; and, as
the great length of the lance prevented him from
turning it quickly enough to guard himself at all
points, he was obliged to drop it to the ground. In its
stead, he seized a stout light club that lay in his
way, and then, taking his stand in the doorway, he
dared his assailants to come within his reach.



"You shall see," said he, "whether I cannot defend my
mother's castle."



The squires, astonished at the quickness and the pluck
of the boy, fell back, and began trying to persuade him
to go with them peaceably. But Roland stood warily in
the doorway of his castle, and answered them only by
swinging his club in the faces of the nearest, and by
withering glance of defiance. It is uncertain how long
this strange scene would have lasted, or how it would
have ended, had it not been unexpectedly interrupted. A
knight, unarmed, and mounted on a coal-black steed,
rode suddenly around the hill, and reined up in the
midst of the excited crowd. His long hair and flowing
beard were white with age, and his pleasant face beamed
with kindliness, and was lighted up with lines of
far-seeing wisdom.



"Ha, my brave men!" he cried in tones of merriment.
"What have we here? Twelve gallant squires in combat
with a single boy! And the boy holds his castle against
them all. Surely this is chivalry! What does it all
mean?"



"It means," answered Roland, "that these fellows want
to take me by force to the king at Sutri, and they have
insulted me and my mother. Were they knights, or even
gentlemen, I would go with them; but they are neither.
They are mere churls and hangers-on about the
governor's court, and they know nought of honor and
knightly courtesy. It will be long ere they are worthy
to wear the golden spurs."



The knight was amused at the boy's earnestness; and he
said, "I cannot blame you for refusing to be taken by
them. Yet I know that the king wishes very much to see
you and your good mother, and he has sent me to hasten
your coming. I am Namon, Duke of Bavaria, and I am
sometimes known as one of Charlemagne's peers. Perhaps
you will be willing to go with me if I send these
squires away."



Roland, without a word of dissent, dropped his club to
the ground, and promised to go with the good knight at
once if he would only find some means by which his
mother might be helped to reach Sutri castle without
the fatigue of walking so far. Duke Namon dismounted
from his steed, and, having sent the squires away, went
with Roland into the little cavern. There he was
welcomed heartily by the Lady Bertha, who remembered
him as a firm, kind friend in former days, when both
were inmates of Charlemagne's palace at Aix. And the
fair lady and the noble knight talked long together of
things that had happened since then in France,—of the
gallant deeds of her brother the king, 
and of his many
triumphs at home and abroad; of the death of the
gallant Milon, and of the long years of wretchedness
and want that had since dragged by. And the knight told
her how Charlemagne had sought in every land for her,
and had sent messengers beyond the sea to inquire for
her, in order that he might grant her his forgiveness,
and make some amends for his former harshness. But all
in vain. The messengers had brought back word that
Milon was dead, but they could find no traces of his
noble wife; and Charlemagne mourned her as lost. And
then Namon told her of Roland's strange, daring deed in
the feast hall at Sutri castle that day, and of the
thoughts that he and the king had had about the boy;
and lastly he spoke of the king's desire that she
should appear at once before him, and, if she were
indeed the lost Princess Bertha, she should be restored
to her old place in his court and in his affections.



And towards evening the noble duke, with the Lady Bertha
mounted behind him on a pillion, rode gayly over the
fields to Sutri; while Roland, proud and happy, and
carrying his father's broken lance on his shoulder,
followed them on foot. Glad, indeed, was the greeting
with which the king welcomed his sister; but not a word
could the fair Bertha speak, so overwhelmed was she
with gratitude. Roland, still wearing his livery of
many-colored rags, but holding himself erect and
haughty as a prince, raised his wondrous gray eyes
until they met Charlemagne's gaze.



"Sister," said the king, "for this boy's sake, if for
nought else, all shall be forgiven. Let the past be
forgotten in the joy of the present hour."



"Dear brother," said fair Bertha, "your kindness shall
not go unrewarded. Roland will not disappoint you. He
will grow up to be, next to you, the pattern of all
heroes and the type of all manly virtues."



And the next day a great feast was held in the banquet
hall of Count Rainier's castle, in honor of the fair
princess and her gallant little son. And not only the
bravest warriors in Charlmagne's service, but also many
noble ladies and many knights from Rome and the country
round about, sat down with the king at the festal
board. And this time Roland was not an uninvited guest; 
but he sat in the place of honor at the king's right
hand, while squires and servitors waited his call, and
hastened to do his bidding. And Charlemagne rested two
days longer at Sutri before proceeding on his march;
and then he sent his sister, the princess, with a guard
of trustworthy knights, back to France and to the
pleasant palace and halls of Aix. But Roland was made a
page in the service of good Duke Namon; and, when the
grand army moved on again towards Rome, he bade good-by
to his humble friends in Sutri, and made ready to go
too. No happier, prouder heart beat in Italy that day
than Roland's. Dresed in a rich gown of green velvet
bordered with crimson and gold, and mounted on a white
palfrey most 
handsomely harnessed, he seemed not like
the barefooted beggar to whom the boys of Sutri had
been wont to do homage. But it needed not that one
should look closely to recognize that same noble form,
those wonderful gray eyes, that proud but kind-like
face. And he rode not with the rout of squires and
soldiers and hangers-on who brought up the rear of the
army, but by the side of Duke Namon, and in company
with the bravest knights and the peers of the realm.



All along the road the people of the towns, the
castles, and the countryside, crowded to see the
conquering hero; and they welcomed him with shouts and
glad songs as the guardian of Italy and the champion of
all Christendom. Three miles this side of Rome all the
noblest men of the city came out, with music playing
and banners waving, to escort the grand army through
the gates. At a mile from the walls the children of the
schools met them, bearing palm leaves and olive
branches in their hands, and strewing flowers in the
way, and singing hymns in honor of the hero king.
Charlemagne had laid aside his arms and his armor; and,
dressed in his kingly robes, he rode by the side of the
good Archbishop Turpin. His mantle was wrought of the
finest purple, bordered with gold and ermine; upon his
feet were sandals sparkling with priceless gems; upon
his head was a coronet of pearls and flashing jewels.
His horse was harnessed in the most goodly fashion,
with trappings of purple damask bordered with ermine
and white cloth-of-gold.



At the gate of the city the procession was met by a
company of priests and monks bearing the standard of
the cross, which was never taken out save on the most
solemn and magnificent occasions. When Charlemagne saw
the cross, he and his peers alighted from their horses,
and went humbly on foot to the steps of St. Peter's
Church. There he was met by the Pope, the bishops, and
a great retinue of priests and monks, dressed in their
richest vestments, who welcomed him to Rome, and
blessed him. And on every side, in the streets and in
the church, loud shouts rent the air, and the people
joined in singing the chant, "Blessed is he that cometh
in the name of the Lord."



The boy Roland, having never seen such grandeur, was
filled with wonder and astonishment. "Surely," said he,
"this is the happy vale of paradise, of which my mother
has so often told me, where every Christian knight
hopes one day to find a home."



"It is not that vale," answered good Duke Namon; "but
it is the beginning of the road which leads thither."



Not many days did Charlemagne remain at
Rome. Messengers came to him from France, who said that
the Saxons and other Pagan folk had crossed the Rhine,
and were carrying fire and sword into the fairest
portions of the land; and they begged him to hasten his
return to his own country, that he might protect his
people from the ravages of their barbarous foes. So,
having received the homage and the blessing of the
Pope, and having been crowned with the iron crown of
the Lombards, he marshalled all his forces, and set out
on his journey back to France. And late that same
autumn, Roland saw for the first time the noble city of
Aix, and was formally installed as page in Duke Namon's
household.


How Roland Lost His Helmet



Roland did not know how long he had been confined in
the wizard's castle. It might have been a few days, it
might have been many months. The whole affair was to
him but a dim remembrance, a vague and shadowy dream.
When he found himself free to go where he pleased, he
turned his horse's head toward the east, and hurried
forward, hoping within a short time to join the hosts
of Charlemagne. He had not gone far, however, when he
was overtaken by two knights, who, like himself, had
just escaped from the prison-towers of Atlantes, and
were on their way back to the scene of war. They were
Sacripant the Circassian king, and Ferrau the
dark-browed Moor. But the eyes of the three knights had
been so blinded by the wizard's enchantments, that they
did not know each other.



"Who are you?" cried Ferrau, riding furiously down upon
Roland. "Turn back, or take another road!"



Roland grew very angry at the words and the tone of the
Moor; and, turning himself about, he answered, 
"Thou
beastly fellow, were it not that thy head is bare, I
would soon teach thee who has the best right to this
road. Turn back thyself, or else ride on in peace."



"Trouble not thyself on account of my bare head," said
Ferrau. "I am well able to take care of it, as I will
show thee if thou move not out of my way!"



"Friend," said Roland to Sacripant, who had just ridden
up, "I pray thee lend this fellow thy helmet. I would
fain teach him something of knightly courtesy."



"Dost thou take me for a fool?" asked Sacripant. "Whose
head would then be bare? Lend him thine
own helmet, or hush this pother."



Then Ferrau, fairly boiling with rage, cried out,
"Fools are ye both! As if I might not help myself to a
helmet if I wished. But I have sworn to go bareheaded
until I win the matchless casque of Roland. No other
helmet shall ever touch my head."



"I warrant," said our hero, smiling, "that, wert thou
to meet the knight of whom thou speakest, thy very
knees would quake with fear, and thou wouldst not only
forego the helmet, but wouldst gladly buy thy life with
thy other arms."



Then Ferrau began to boast that he had often before had
Roland on the hip, and that it would be mere child's
play to win the helmet from that much over-rated hero.



"Thou brutish braggart," cried Roland, no longer able
to hold himself, "know that I am he of whom thou
speakest! Now see if thou hast the might to take the
helmet from me." And with these words he lifted the
fair casque from his head, and hung it upon a branch of
a spreading beech, and at the same time he drew the
dread blade Durandal, and called upon Ferrau to defend
himself.



Long and fiercely did the two heroes fight. Their
swords flashed hither and thither like the lightning's
play. Their shields were bruised and dinted in many a
place, and yet neither seemed to get the better of the
other. Sacripant, who was now more eager than ever to
return to his own country,
stopped not to see the issue of the combat, but rode
onward, little caring which of the knights should be
the victor.



Now, it happened that the Princess Angelica had taken
the same road; and as she came near to the scene of
combat, and heard the clashing of the swords, and the
ringing of the shields, she felt curious to know who it
was that fought thus furiously.
The thick undergrowth of shrubs and the leafy branches
of the great beech hid her from the sight of the busy
combatants; and, without any fear of being seen, she
paused, and watched the conflict with great interest.
She saw the glittering helmet hanging from the bough
above her, and she understood at once what the fighting
was about. She did not want the fierce Moor to win that
casque: he should not have it, even though he should be
the victor. So, while the two knights were blinded by
their angry strife, she quietly took the helmet down,
turned her palfrey about, and galloped away toward
Marseilles.



It was long ere either of the knights noticed the loss
of the prize. Ferrau was the first to turn his eyes
toward the spot where it had hung.



"Ah, silly blockheads we are!" he cried, "to fight
thus blindly, while the knave who rode hither with us
carries the rich prize away."



When Roland saw that the casque was really gone, he
agreed with Ferrau in thinking that it had been stolen
by Sacripant; and the two who, had just been the
bitterest of foes, now ceased their fighting, and
spurred onward in pursuit of the supposed thief. By and
by they came to a place where the road forked, and here
they were at a loss to know what to do; for they saw
the prints of horses' hoofs going either way. At length
Roland took the road which turned to the right, hoping
to overtake the thief in the valley below, while Ferrau
kept the path which led nearer the slope of the
mountain. All day long did Roland urge his steed
forward; but no traces did he find of the Circassian
chief, nor did he for many a month recover the gleaming
helmet that he so highly prized.



As Ferrau rode leisurely along the pathway which he had
chosen, he came to a pleasant grove, where a spring of
water gurgled up among rocks and flowers. He stopped a
moment to enjoy the pleasant shade; and, as his eyes
glanced upward, he was amazed to see the coveted helmet
hanging on a branch above the spring. With a hoarse cry
of delight he sprang forward, and seized it in his
hands; and, as he did so, he caught a 
glimpse of the
fair princess fleeing, like a frightened deer, through
the forest. Well pleased was the fierce Ferrau. The
matchless helmet of Roland was at last his own. What
cared he now for the success of the Pagan arms in
France. He turned his horse about, and with his swarthy
head incased in the long-wished-for casque, he rode
back leisurely, toward Spain.


