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Seven years did the monks of Lindisfarne wander over Old Northumbria with the body of St. Cuthbert. In the wildest tracts of
that wide land of fell and forest there was no spot the saint in life had ever seen to which they did not bring him in
his shrine; and further still they bore him than he had ever travelled.



Evil was the day that brought about that long and strange wayfaring with the holy dead. For after Halfdene had sacked
and burned the priory of Tynemouth, he and his Danish sea-wolves swept northward, harrying the unprotected coast. But
swiftly as they sped, dismay and fear flew faster; and before the dragon-prows dashed into the bay at Lindisfarne, the
little brotherhood, carrying in tears the shrine of their beloved saint, had escaped along the ridge of sand left bare
between isle and mainland at ebb of the tide, and gathering their churls and tenants,
with the flocks and herds of the abbey, had fled for refuge to the high moorland.



One brother alone, who had been bidden to stay and watch, saw the sea-wolves leap ashore in their ring-shirts and
iron-winged helms, and beheld that noble abbey and its stately church pillaged and reduced to ashes.



Think now of those houseless fugitives in the bitter weather of the early spring. It is night, and you can trace but
dimly the dark outlines of the wild heath, rolling away, waste beyond waste, under the icy stars. Out on the eastern
knolls men keep watch to seaward. Dogs guard the sheep and cattle huddled among the gorse and broom. Down in a hollow,
sheltered from view, fires are burning; and around these the poor folk—men and women, with their children and their old
people—lie close for warmth. Under a leafless ash-tree rests the precious shrine, and beside it Bishop Eardulf and
Eadred, the gentle Abbot of Carlisle, sleep for sorrow, when they sleep at all.



The cold wind moans; the keen stars shift over-head. The little children cry, and are hushed to sleep again. The watch
is changed; the turf grows stiff and whitens with frost. Away yonder in the holy island the ruins are still smouldering,
and the sea-wolves carouse on the long-ships in the bay.
O Cuthbert, servant of God, how long wilt thou suffer these things and make no sign?



The saint lies in his coffin, but not as one who has been dead well-nigh two hundred years. Lifelike he lies, and comely
in alb of linen and golden stole; his face ruddy, rather long; his brown hair and slight beard sprinkled with silver;
his feet sandalled. Mortality and time have left him without blemish. A breath of God, and he would arise, unchanged in
form and feature as though he had trod these hills but yesterday. The head of Oswald the king and relics of Aidan and
Venerable Bede lie beside him in his coffin. These are crumbling into dust, but Cuthbert only slumbers. So his people
think of him, resting in his shrine.



On the morrow began that long wayfaring.



And first, seven stalwart laymen were chosen to bear the coffin, and with it that great book of the Gospels which
Bilfrid cased in gold and silver work inlaid with gems, and which was so fair writ and illuminated with such beauty that
even to this day it is held a marvel. The names of five of these staunch comrades remain—Hunred and Stitheard, Edmund
and Franco and Eilaf; and long after Cuthbert had been laid in the peace of the great church on the wooded cliffs above
the Wear, their goodly service was the boast of their descendants.



But as for the rest, saving only Abbot Eadred and Eardulf the Bishop, there is no remembrance at all. They have all
gone—drifted like leaves, scattered like mist; the names of husband and wife and little children and lovers, once so
dear, are now clean forgotten. How many they went forth, by what roads and wild tracks they journeyed, how they were
turned hither and thither in a land overrun with fire and sword no one can tell. Churches and crosses marked in later
days the spots where they had rested little or long, with their hallowed burden; and these were dotted over the wide
shires, from Melrose and Kirkcudbright (which is Cuthbert's Kirk) to the rocks and tarns between Coniston and
Windermere, and from Ribble waters and Lytham sands to the deep woods of the squirrels of Craike.



I see them passing as in a dream. I see their faces, I hear their voices as in a dream. Their faces are brown, and worn,
and rugged, but their eyes are bright with courage. Their hymns float over the springs of Tyne; the shepherd hears them
on the Furness fells. They live in tents and caves; their fires burn on ancient hearths, on the broken Roman Wall; they
sleep among the purple heather and in huts of green boughs. Now I lose them in the smoke of the autumn rains; now snow
lies deep, and the midnight skies are aglow with the Northern Lights.
To-day a little child dies; they will never again weep over its cairn on the waste. To-morrow an aged man will drop, and
they will dig his grave in the trampled garth of a ruined church.



I see them on the Cumbrian shore. In England, alas! they have no more hope, they say, to live peacefully. Beyond the
seas are the green hills of Erin, where the sun shines, and they dream of a fair cloister where at last their saint may
rest. But the winds rise, and the white surf beats them back to land.



Over this ravaged countryside famine has fallen, and deadly sickness. The barns are empty, the fields are unplanted. The
wanderers are worn out; they can go no further. And St. Cuthbert gives no help. Some lie down and die; others steal away
into the hills, to live in such fashion as they may.



Even the strength of the bearers has failed. But one of them sees in the brightness of sleep such a spot as they may
have passed with little notice; and thither friendly strangers beckon him. At sunrise he and his fellows come to the
place. 'Tis a death-stricken farm. In the wood hard by a roan horse runs up whinnying, and nuzzles them for loneliness.
In the sheds they find harness, and a light dray whereon they may place the shrine. In the deserted house a little meal
has been left in the meal-kist. Thus once again they turn with better cheer into new ways.
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Now it was in the third year of the wandering that Alfred the King lay in the marshes of Athelney. May-time it was,
apple-bloom on the tree and the cuckoos calling; but black care sat by the hearth in the little island bulwark. Never
yet had the king's fortunes fallen so low, or he been cast into such straits.



Upon a certain night, as he sat at board with his scant companionship of trusty thegns, he saw how heavy and dismayed
they showed. And saying within himself, "Keep me, good Lord, on the sunny side of despair, for if I too lose heart all
is lost," he cast about for some brave tale of other days to lighten their spirits.



Then, taking his little son upon his knee, "Stout kinsman," said he, "I would have you know that far away towards the
rising sun lie the two halves of the world, East and West, and narrow seas race between them. Upon the eastern side
Darius was in old time King of Kings and lord over many nations—Assyrians, Medes, Persians, and an innumerable people.
But upon the western side Athens, a city resplendent with temples and houses of white stone, sat on a hill by the shore;
a blue bay before it, and behind it the mountain Hymettus which glows at sundown with a wondrous violet light. And that,
it may be, was why Athens was by-named the City of the Violet Crown.



"Now upon the eastern side were rich cities of
the Greeks along the Ionian shore; and when the King of Kings would have brought these to serfdom, the men of Athens
sailed on twenty ships to aid their kinsfolk, and marching inland they burned down his city of Sardis for the king, and
got them back to sea with their spoil.



"Wild as fire in dry reeds was Darius. He called the slave who fanned him at his meat. 'While Athens stands,' he said,
'do thou repeat three times each day, Master, remember the Athenians!' To all the states of Hellas heralds were out
demanding earth and water in token of submission, 'For under the wide heavens,' said the king, 'we are the lord and
givers of these.' Many of the Greek cities cried craven and paid the tribute; but at Athens the herald was flung into a
pit, at Sparta he was cast into a well, while the people jeered, 'Earth and water! take there as much as Darius needs!'



"And three times, day after day, the slave who waved the fan of peacock's feathers repeated his cry, until at length a
mighty host was gathered, and six hundred long-ships—great triremes that whitened the seas with sounding oars—bore into
the west, and every ship carried fetters and chains for the men of Hellas. The Cyclades were wasted, the island cities
destroyed, and landing on Eub�a the Persians laid siege to Eretria.



"Then was Athens distracted between the wisdom of valour and the folly of dismay. But when Eretria fell the councillors
of Athens sent for the swift runner Pheidippides; and when he came before the archons sitting in their marble seats,
with golden grasshoppers in their hair, they saw how tall and slim he stood, deep-chested, lean as a hound, with light,
sinewy limbs, sandaled shapely feet, and eager eyes that seemed to drink distance in. And they smiled for pleasure in
his goodliness.



"'Thou art our fleetest,' said one of the grave men; how long to Sparta?'



"''Tis fifty leagues, and over mountains; but starting now, and Hermes helping'—for Hermes, kinsman, was one of their
gods, and his shoes were winged—'surely I may catch the gleam of the Brazen House in the morning that follows
to-morrow.'



"'To Sparta, then! And thus shalt thou say on coming into presence of the magistrates: "O Lacedemonians, the men of
Athens entreat you to assist them, and not to suffer the most ancient city among the Greeks to fall into bondage to
barbarians. Eretria is already reduced to slavery, and Hellas has become weaker by the loss of a renowned city." But do
thou, young man, rejoice in thy strength, and if ever thou hast run swiftly, make now still better speed for Athens.'



"Then was it up and away for Pheidippides, a pebble closed in each hand, and the lithe body poised upon feet supple and
springy as a yew bow. Through the passes of Ægaleos he sped; round the sweet-wooded bay by the sacred road to Eleusis;
past Megara, and along the Evil Staircase hung on the face of the Scironic cliffs. Orchards, villages, temples, tombs,
statues of gods and goddesses fleeted by; but the great mountains seemed to go with him, moving with slow might, loath
to part from him, and then, as it were, passing him on, one to the next—a man to befriend for the sake of Athens.



"So running and running, resting a while to eat and drink, stopping to sleep, his steady pace carried him into the south
within gladsome vision of the sea. Next, away to westward he swerved, entered the narrow defiles, climbed through the
rocks and sombre pines over the mountain masses, until at last there, in the morning sun, were the snowy domes of
Taygetus, there the streams of Eurotas flowing in a land of corn, and the Brazen House of Sparta, the goal of the fifty
leagues, gleamed over the orange groves.



"'O Lacedemonians, the men of Athens entreat you.'



"Did the fall of Eretria bring a flush to the Spartan faces? Was the pride of Sparta stung with a thought of the
conquest of Hellas? Nay, but in their scornful lips and the furtive eyes of those who heard him he
read hatred of Athens, envy of her glory, and malicious joy at her danger.



"His heart was hot within him, and hotter still it burned when they gave their answer: 'Can Sparta be stone when Athens
is suppliant? Tell your archons this: When the moon rises full on the mountains Sparta takes the field. Sooner it may
not be, for such is our old-time observance of law. Till then we wait in patience, reverencing the gods.'



"'I have heard,' he said; 'I remember; give me leave to depart with your answer.'



"A moment he paused to tighten his belt; he waved aside the offer of food and rest; speeding fleeter than ever he
reached the Eurotas, and on the bank of the river he loosened his sandals and washed the dust of Sparta from his feet.
And 'O you gods,' he cried as he fell into the measured tread of the fifty-league runner, 'to you, when our own kind
fail us, we come at the end.'



"Crossing the plain, he ascended the track of barren stone on the flank of Parthenon. There in the desolate gorges,
where the mother-rock was rifted and scattered, he heard himself called by name. He turned, and gasped as he saw in a
cleft of the mountain Pan the earth-god, in form half-man and half-goat. But the awful being looked graciously upon him
and bade him draw near.



"'Why,' he asked, 'has Athens alone of the cities in Hellas no thought of me who wish her well? Not once or twice in
times gone by have I been friendly to her, and so will I be again. Already I hear far off the plunging of ships and the
shouting of the sailors; but bid Athens mark how, when the thin line of battle wavers and breaks in the fennel meadows,
Pan will hold his place with her bravest. And thou,' said the god with a grave smile, 'thou hast run well for Athens,
shalt fight well for Athens, and shalt not go without reward.'



"Before Pheidippides was aware, the earth-god vanished and was one again with soil and stone, and nothing remained but
the cleft in the mountain where he had sat.



"So, while Sparta waited for the full moon, the men of Athens took their stand at the head of the only road by which the
Persians could advance on the city. Here the mountains drew back in a crescent from the sea, and left the green plain of
Marathon, where the fennel flowered; and at each end of the crescent deep swamps filled the space between the road and
the sea. They chose their ground on the rise at the foot of the mountains, and extended their formation across the
breadth of the plain. There were neither horsemen nor archers. Their strength was massed in the wings; but their numbers
scarce
sufficed to fill the shallow ranks in the centre. The fate of Hellas depended that day on ten thousand men, and a
gallant eight hundred sent by Platæa in grateful remembrance of help received from Athens.



"Along the shore the invaders swarmed from the great ships; and spearmen, archers, and slingers, chariots and cavalry
fell into dreadful array, one hundred and ten thousand strong.



"For a moment Athens looked into the face of Asia, and then such a thing was done as men had never seen in the wars of
the world. At a signal given, the whole Greek line, raising its cry of battle, swept down the rise at a run. North and
south, the heavy wings shattered the Persian front, and rolled back horse and man into the marshes and the sea. But the
centre wavered, broke, fled, but raffled, and as the rays of the setting sun streamed into the faces of the enemy, a
rustic armed with a ploughshare stood in the broken line, and held a thousand at bay. More than a mortal man he seemed,
and when the day was won he vanished, as Pan had vanished in the cleft of the mountain.



"Such was Marathon fight. Seven of the great ships burning lighted the Persian fleet to sea. More than six thousand of
the enemy fell. Athens lost one hundred and ninety men.



"Once again the runner of runners plied his speed,
bearing these tidings to Athens: 'Pan fought for us; Hellas is free.'



"Six-and-twenty miles, by the road the Persians never should come, Pheidippides flew, reached the glorious city at dusk,
and panted out his message. Then his breath failed, his heart stopped. To die with those words on his lips—what better
reward than that could life bestow?"



"What a fight was that!" "What a runner!" "What a god to help!" rang through the hall as Alfred finished his story.



"Little kinsman," said the king, "call Athelney Athens, and we too have a God who in times gone by has often been
friendly to us; ay, and so will He be again!"



As the king lay awake that night thinking of many things, the place was filled with a soft shining, and a man stood near
him in an alb of white linen and a golden stole. His face was ruddy and somewhat long, and his brown hair and slight
beard were sprinkled with silver. Starting from his pillow, the king cried out, "Stand! who art thou?" The tall man told
him his name and why he had come; and he bade him free his mind from too much care, and go forth strong-hearted, for in
six days he should overcome his enemies. "And this shall be the sign.
Rise up early and blow thine horn thrice, and three hundred men shall come to thee, harnessed for battle."



In the morning King Alfred rose and sailed to the land. Three times he blew his horn; and thrice he was answered, and
the friend of his heart, Ethelnoth the Ealdorman, came to him through the fens with three hundred men at his back.
Breathless then was the running and riding east and west. The beacon was lit on the edge of Selwood Forest, and the men
of Hampshire, the men of Wiltshire, the men of Somerset flocked to Egbert's Stone.



Three days thereafter the king won the crowning battle of Ethandune. At the turning-point of the fight his
standard-bearer was slain, but the standard was caught and held aloft by a tall man in a white alb and golden stole.
Some said this was St. Neot, the king's kinsman, but I say St. Cuthbert.
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Balt the Attacot
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"The fairest spot on all the long Wall!" exclaimed Balt the Chapman, and his shrewd, kindly face lit up at the sight of
Borcovicus, the great Roman station, glittering white and green on the ridge in the morning sunshine. "Yet I would give
somewhat to know how I have been brought hither; to understand what force has been laid upon me—plain as hand on
shoulder, turning me aside from my way and pressing me onward;" and Balt's brows were knitted in perplexity as he
thought of the unaccountable impulses which had changed the course of his wanderings. Then he threw back his head with a
laugh: "Why trouble? There be more that walk the world than they who leave footprints in the dust."



It was a wild, picturesque figure that strode, hunting-spear in hand, beside the string of three pack horses. Broad and
thick-set, clad in dark
green tunic and deer-skin brogues; with heavy axe in belt, and shaggy red hair tumbling down behind on a short cloak of
brown leather, such he was long remembered on the moors and by the woodsides between York city and the Solway shores of
his own people.



The day was still at morning when the horses clattered through the town on the slope below the station, and as they
stopped before the tavern of Paulus, the old centurion himself came hurrying from the courtyard.



"Ho, Balt! The very man! And how fares it with thee, brave Attacot?"



"And with thee, babe of Rome?" replied Balt, grasping his hand; "but why 'the very man'?"



"Faith, thy calling has sharpened thy wits, Balt. Well, 'tis thus," slipping his arm through the chapman's, and dropping
his voice. "These three days I have had a message for thine ears alone. Lucius our Etheling has urgent need of thee, and
bade me pray thee hasten to him at Cilurnum."



"So! Cilurnum! I knew the call was to Cilurnum. Canst thou guess the reason for this haste?"



"Nay. I only know that the need was great and the message secret."



"Give me food then, good Paulus, and the grass shall not grow under these feet."



Without more words the beasts were stalled, the packs housed, and cup and trencher laid before the traveller; and as the
chapman ate and drank, the two spoke in low voices of what was uppermost in Men's minds. And that was the evil which had
fallen upon the Christians; for these were the days in which the Cæsar Galerius was the malignant genius of the empire,
and the persecution of Diocletian had begun. Already in the south the earth of Britain had been drenched with the blood
of martyrs, and though no one had yet been challenged for his faith in the towns along the Wall, the believers looked
with anxious hearts for what each to-morrow might bring forth.



"I tell thee, friend," said Balt, "no man is safe. Every petty magistrate counts on his zeal for favour and profit. Our
Caesar, Constantius, hates the edict, but though they say he is himself more than half a Christian, he cannot openly
oppose it. Men's lives will be cheap with the sycophant and the secret enemy. But why do I talk when time presses? What
I can tell thou shalt hear; for before I go I would have thee write for me to the holy presbyter Martinus. Take thy
pen."



And this was Balt's letter to the priest.



"Here am I writing to thee in the house of Paulus. Yet not I, Balt the unlearned, but Paulus writes,
heeding well the words I say. As to this edict I pray the One God have thee in His keeping.



"I have travelled far, and my news is grievous, though we in the north have yet been nowise molested. Churches have been
destroyed; houses filled with believers have been set on fire; men and women have been bound together and cast into the
rivers. So many were slain in one place, they call it now 'the field of dead men.' But of that town, I praise the Lord
of heaven and earth, and can tell thee such a portent as thou shalt scarce believe.



"For, look you, when Aurelian the prætor came to the forum with his lictors, they found a great crowd staring with white
faces at the judgment-seat. And as the crowd parted, the prætor saw that a naked man sat in the very seat of judgment.
His body was bloody with scourging. His head was crowned with thorns. For a moment the lictors stood in amazement; then
as they thrust forward to seize the man, he arose and stretched out his hands to stay them; and blood from wounds in his
hands fell in great drops. His eyes were fixed upon Aurelian, and so gazing he vanished from sight.



"What thinkst thou, venerable one? That day Aurelian judged no one, and at nightfall he was dead."



"Surely the Lord hath care of His saints," exclaimed Paulus; but Balt continued.



"Many have fled to the forests and the mountains. It grieves me that, being so many, they should have fled. Why did they
not think, setting shoulder to shoulder, to make a stand for Christus?



"Here Paulus stays his pen to answer me: 'They that take the sword, with the sword shall they perish.' And they that
took no sword, say I, have also perished. 'He died for us,' said Paulus. Wherefore, say I, we live  for Him;
is it not so thou teachest, Martinus?



"Till now we have been untroubled here, but no one can foresee what is to come. I hear strange rumours. Before this sun
is set I am in Cilurnum, where new things are heard soonest. I know not why I should go thither in such haste. Yet these
three days I have been pressed onward. Hast thou ever heard voices in thy sleep, calling thy name, and didst thou know
they called thee from such or such a place?



"No more at this time. Balt the Attacot, writing to thee here with Paulus, who writes for me."



Having pondered for a time, chin on hand, "Write again, Paulus," said the chapman.



"Now I bethink me, yonder on the hill at Vindolana (Borcum) they worship Mithras; at Corstorpitum (Corbridge) 'tis
Ashtoreth; here Sylvanus of the woods and heaths; there the ancient gods, the
mother goddesses—I know not what. Worship any of these, saith the edict; worship what you will, so it be not Christus.
Worship Christus, and you die. What bondage and oppression of the soul is this! O Galerius, who hath made thee Cæsar
over the thoughts and hearts of men?



"Worship Christus, and you die. Then not without iron in hand. Surely life is a gladsome thing—to drink in the bright
air, to see the faces of one's kind, and the flower on the heather, and the light on the blue hills afar. I burn no
incense; and I give my life to no man, Cæsar or Augustus. I die not till I must, and then not alone. It makes me mad to
think that, being so many, they struck no blow for Christus and the joy of free men. What sayst thou, man of God?"



Eastward from Borcovicus the Great Wall swings from crag to crag along the ridge, which sinks down at last into the
green woods of the Tyne valley; but Balt followed the broad way of the legions, which runs direct across the lower
ground. Swallows frolicked in the heavens; rabbits scuttled through the broom and bracken; bees droned among the
rose-purple tops of the willow-herb; butterflies fluttered round the white flowers of the enchanter's night-shade;
people went by with friendly "good days;"
far away on the towered rampart sentries moved to and fro—it was all just the same as he had seen it hundreds of times
before. And yet, in some strange fashion, he was aware that everything was changed; and as he fared onward, going he
knew not why, and whither he had no will to go, he looked and listened with the interest of a traveller who sees and
hears new things that he will not hear or see again.



Near the foot of the hill, where the road runs once more beside the Wall, a man sat on a boulder, drowsing in the hot
sun. At the sight of him, Balt flourished his spear with a shout: "Hail, Trebonius Victor." Springing to his feet, the
man waved his hand, and ran to meet him. He was a colossal negro, one of the Nubian auxiliaries who had served upon the
Wall, and was now in the household of the Etheling. The genial black face, the huge black neck with its torque of gold,
the brawny black arms with their silver arm-rings seemed doubly dark against his white woollen tunic.



"Praise to the Giver, thou art come!" he cried. "The master hath long waited for thee. This track through the wood, good
Balt, is quickest."



They left the road, and striking through a green brake, plunged into a twilight of oak and beech. The track ended in a
sunny clearing, in the midst of which a stockaded earth-ring and deep trench 
encircled the home of Lucius and of the ancient British princes of his race. Their coming was signalled by a fierce
clamour of hounds, until the voice of the Nubian rang out for silence.



At the entrance of the great dyke Lucius met them: "Oh, friend Balt, I am fain to see thee. Much have I prayed to have
thee, and the King of heaven hath surely sent thee."



"Wherein can I serve thee, highness?"



"That thou shalt know quickly; but first thou shalt honour this house."



"I will break bread, and I will drink with a proud heart to thee and thy house, but already have I eaten what befits a
man."



"This then," said the Etheling, as they sat in the old hall, "is the bitter need in which I ask thy help." And glancing
at the wicked terms of the edict, he told how he had been warned that a friend of his youth, now grown to a deadly
enemy, had planned to impeach his faith in the gods and his loyalty to the emperor. At any moment, to-day, to-morrow, he
might be called forth to burn incense to the idols.



"And thou wouldst draw sword first?" cried Balt with flashing eyes. "O prince, I am thy man. At thy side I stand."



"Nay, Balt, what wild man's thoughts are these? To fight were folly; to flee were shame, and an evil
end. I could stand in the face of men and the face of the Maker of men, and bear witness to Him crucified. And at my
side Valeria, my wife, unshrinking. But oh, Balt!—my little lad; thou knowest him; he is but six years old joyous as a
little bird, fairer than any flower; how could I bear to see him in torture, to see him in the flames, to see him hewn
or strangled? Could I but send him to my kinsman, Fortunatus, in the palace at York, there he would be safe, and it
would be well with us."



"Didst thou desire me for this? Then, by the Holy One in the heavens," said Balt, raising his hand on high, "I take the
child for thee to York, or I perish by the way."



"Wilt thou take him? Oh, Balt, God give thee too a little son to be the joy of thy age. Thou hast lifted our heart out
of anguish. Henceforth we shall know but a common sorrow. When canst thou go?"



For a moment the Attacot considered: "The river is not safe. We shall go by the ways of wood and wold. I know each ford,
cave, hill-track, moorland gully 'twixt this and Knavesmire. Let it be when midnight has turned. The moon is at full and
the dawn is early."



"The Nubian shall go with thee."



"Good! and better if thou wilt let him have a horse and one of thy wolf-hounds."



"O Balt, the poor house is thine; spare for nothing thou canst need."



Bright shone the moon of the summer night on the grassy earthworks and the ancient roof-tree of a princely race. Again
and again the little Marcus had been hugged and kissed with fond tears. There was no more to say but "God speed you"
when Lucius gripped the men's hands hard, and "God bless you, O true hearts" as the mother caught the child once more
to her bosom.



They passed through the dusk and glimmer of the sighing wood, Victor leading the horse, and the little man tripping
between Balt and the wolf-hound, with a soft fist crumpled in Balt's fingers. Now they were in the midst of the vast
open wonder of a world of misty silver and stillness, and the lad rode on the Nubian's shoulders, and short, black
shadows went along the ground with them. Now the moon was sinking; a cold breath came from the east where the grey light
was breaking, and Marcus lay asleep on the Nubian's arm in a fold of the cloak drawn close about them. Now the warm
morning blazed in the pines, and he awoke to see fire burning among the rocks beside a brook, and breakfast ready.



Such a frolic never had been before as this day in the free air and sun, going onward and still onward,
with new things to see every moment. And how good it was to lie on heather under a tree at noon, and then to spring up
again, to run, to ride, to walk, to chatter merrily in these summer wilds! They passed by upland villages and saw folk
at work in the fields; they splashed through shallow rivers; here and there they spoke to a herdsman with his drove of
swine in the glades, or a shepherd-boy on the high pastures. On every summit the men paused to scan the country they had
left behind them; and then as they went on again Balt would speak of the land ahead—what streams were to cross; what
villages and towns were near, where friends of his were to be found at need; what tracks led down to the great roads.



That night they slept in one of the hill-caves, with Grim's head laid on his paws before a fire at the entrance, and one
or other of the men keeping watch by turns. When Marcus folded his little hands, the first tears came with remembrance
of home, but the Nubian took him in his arms and comforted him, and the twilight sorrow of childhood ran into the quiet
underworld of sleep.



It was the forenoon of the third day, and they had reached the moorland heights beyond the Tees river, when the Nubian,
looking back, uttered a cry of warning: "See, see, Balt!" He pointed downward to three mounted figures, a long way
distant on the
plain beyond the stream. "Spanish horse from Cilurnum, if I know my own hand."



"There is yet time," said Balt, "but let us push on;" and as they hastened through the waste, he gave the Nubian fresh
instructions. "Less than an hour beyond where you leave me, for I must stop till the danger is over, a track drops down
to Swale Water, and you come to Cataractoni (Catterick). Then to York—God willing—'tis a plain course. Do not linger,
and doubt not I shall be with you long ere you win so far."



A mile or more over the heather, their journey would have ended at a long chasm which rent the moorland, but for a frail
bridge of pine-trees. Far down in that rocky cleft a foaming torrent leaped and raged over ledge and boulder.



"This timber once cut away," said Balt when they had passed over, "we are safe. Leave Grim with me. Farewell, little
hero, till I overtake you. Speed, friend Victor!"



Balt drew his axe from his belt and severed two of the pines on the northern side of the gulf. Returning to the opposite
edge he hewed mightily. First one and then a second of the tall trunks bent, snapped, and plunged into the torrent. Then
he toiled at the two remaining trees. As they parted and swung down with a crash, the wolf-hound growled and
sprang to his feet, and the beat of horses' hoofs came drumming over the turf. A glance served to show that Balt's work
had been done well, and the riders drew rein.



"Surrender, in the name of Cæsar!"



"If I would I could not," replied Balt, pointing to the chasm.



"Let me help thee," laughed one of the troopers. He rode a little way back from the brink, wheeled swiftly round, and
put his horse into a headlong race. In an instant the hound rushed forward and hurled himself against the wild charge.
His fangs closed on the horse's throat in mid-leap, and hound, horse, and man were hurled down the sheer wall of the
gulf.



"Good Grim!" cried Balt, "thou too wast Christian and Attacot."



Even as he spoke, another of the troopers rose in the saddle, and a spear flew from his hand. It struck the chapman in
the chest. Balt staggered; steadied himself with a desperate effort; sent his axe whirling against his slayer, and
reeled through the bracken. He fell against a boulder, and the spear snapped.



Then a mist settled upon the moor—blinding, chilling. Was this death? He struggled with the darkness, with the cold. He
grasped the boulder, and tried to gain his feet.



At last, oh joy! he felt a mortal burden fall away from him. The mighty spirit of the Attacot stood panting with life.
He had never indeed been truly alive until now! The rapture of life overpowered every other feeling. He was unconscious
of place or of time. Whether he had stood there one moment or a hundred years he could not tell. Then he became aware
that there was One who stood beside him.



Two-and-twenty years had passed away. It was summer in the Bithynian hills. The chestnut woods were in the flush of
June. Sails of many colours flitted upon the breezy waters. High over all, the snowy summits of Olympus floated like a
dream. In Nicæa, at the head of the lake, the white storks looked down from the marble tops of the basilica upon such
stir and excitement as had never yet been seen in its colonnaded streets. It was the year of that holy synod in which
East and West met for the first time to restore the peace of Christendom.
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THEN HE BECAME AWARE THAT THERE WAS ONE WHO STOOD BESIDE HIM.


The voice of Constantine had echoed through the world: "Give me back my tranquil days and my nights free from care, O
you ministers of the Most High God, who are destroying the one fold with your needless wrangling over mysteries beyond
the subtlety of man." But still the wild songs of Arius drove the people to madness; artisans, tradesmen, sailors took
up the ribald tunes in the streets, and the emperor's statues were broken in the fierce encounter of rival mobs. "It was
the clash of the rock-giants," said the Bishop of Cæsarea, "the Symplegades, when winter howls down the Hellespont."



There was no choice but to call together the great teachers and examplars of the Church, and bid them settle their
bitter dissensions. They came from the ends of the empire—bishops from Spain and the rivers of Assyria, from the Gothic
forests and the shores of Mauretania; gaunt desert-fathers who bore the names of the old gods of Egypt; aged confessors
whose testimony was written in the seared faces, the scored sides, and the maimed limbs. Such a concourse of the mighty
in Israel no man living could hope to see twice in the world.



The streets were thronged with fiery partisans, strangely clad anchorets, disputing philosophers, slaves, travellers,
gay citizens, wondering country folk. Excitement and confusion were held in check by the imperial guards.



Beside the portals of the basilica, at the meeting of the four streets from the city gates, the Tribune Marcus, a tall
young man of singularly gallant bearing, scanned the passing of the Fathers of the Council. Many were unknown; the names
of others were tossed about by the crowd, and curious scraps of
gossip reached his ears from the garrulous spectators pressing about him.



"Nicolas! Nicolas!" And the Bishop of Myra, "one of the pillars of the world," goes by with silvery locks and a smile on
his broad, ruddy face. Here is a man from the ends of the earth—John, Patriarch of India! This is Spyridion of Cyprus.
"They took him from the sheep-cotes to make him bishop, but you may still see him with his crook on the hills."
"Theophilus the Goth; those big, blue-eyed barbarians are all for Arius!"



Silence suddenly falls upon the spectators as an old man, frail and tremulous, comes leaning upon the shoulder of a
youth, whose radiant face and wonderful auburn hair—the hair of the old-world queens of Egypt—have a touch of angelic
brightness.



"Who, friend, are these?" asks Marcus of a bystander.



"The venerable man is Alexander, the Pope of Alexandria. How he has aged; and there is the look of death in his face!"



"And the youth?"



"The youth, as you name him, Sir Tribune, is his Archdeacon Athanasius."



And the dying patriarch moves on with the slight, shining figure, whose genius is to dominate this first universal Synod
of the Christian Church, and whose
name will be held in remembrance for centuries throughout Christendom.



An uncouth form now goes by, clad in rough goat-skins, and were it not for his clear, humorous eyes, more like a wild
being of the woods and hills than a bishop.



"'Tis Jacobus of Edessa, from the Land between the Rivers," another bystander tells Marcus. "Dost thou know, Sir
Tribune, that thou may'st see there the face of the Lord, even as He was when He dwelt amongst us? This man, I doubt
not, hath often looked upon it."



Before Marcus can reply, an outburst of exclamations and fierce counter-cries greets the appearance of an extremely
tall, crazed-looking ascetic in a long sleeveless coat and sandals. With twitching hands, and dim eyes peering through
the tangles of grizzled hair that hang about his head and bloodless face, he passes on, muttering to himself. Can this
be Arius the Heresiarch, the leader of men, the fanatic who sings and dances the mob of Alexandria into frenzy?



As Marcus gazes after him in amazement, loud shouts hail Paphnutius, the hoary confessor and bishop from the Thebaid. He
drags one leg painfully along with the aid of a staff, for long ago the persecutors severed the tendons to prevent his
escape from the mines. His right eye had been gouged out
with a sword and the socket seared with hot iron; but the left is brilliantly dark, and see how those dusky features are
illumined with infinite sweetness and peace!



Marcus thrills with emotion. "This man suffered. My mother, my father died!" All the delight, all the pain, all the
broken recollections of his strange boyhood live again in those words.



With the arrival of the emperor Nicæa reached the height of splendour and enthusiasm. The synod was transferred to the
palace. In the midst of the great hall the Holy Gospels were laid upon a throne of gold, as a visible image of the
presence of Christ Himself. Constantine entered, without guards or attendants, and the venerable assembly rose to pay
their homage.



What man had ever more truly looked the Master of the World? Great-statured, nobly featured, he surveyed the gathering
with bright leonine glances. His long yellow hair, bound with a fillet of pearls, waved on his broad shoulders. A robe
of purple silk, ablaze with barbaric gems and flowers of gold, fell to his scarlet shoes.



He stood, blushing, until by their bowing they had motioned him to be seated, and then, in a singularly sweet voice, he
besought them to do away with all
causes of disagreement and to dissolve every knot of controversy. Unbuckling his sword, he gave it with his ring and
sceptre into their keeping; he was but a fellow servant of their common Lord and Saviour. A brazier was brought into the
hall, and burning before them unread all the complaints, accusations, and petitions he had received, "Is it not the word
of Christ," he asked, "that he who would be forgiven should first forgive his brother?"



The discussion of the great controversy had hardly been begun when wild rumours flew through Nicæa that Arius had stood
forth and denied the divinity of Christ—had declared that there was a time when the Son of God did not exist; that God
had created Him; and that, being a creature, He might have fallen and sinned through the frailty of His created nature.
Many of the bishops had stopped their ears in horror, but Nicolas of Myra had leaped from his seat and struck the
blasphemer in the mouth. Nicolas had been deposed for his violence and was now in bonds.



At length there came a day when Arius had fled, and his book of songs denying the eternal Sonship of the Lord was cast
into the flames; and the bishops, girding Constantine with the sword he had put into their keeping, laid in his hands
the parchment on which Athanasius had copied the Creed of Nicæa:



"We believe in one God, the Father Almighty, Maker of all things visible and invisible . . ."



This was the turning-point in the life of Marcus.



In Rome he had seen the godless splendour, the vicious luxury, the laughing paganism of an age which was crumbling into
the abyss. In Nicæa he beheld the pageantry of a Christianity so torn asunder with passionate wranglings and bitter
hatreds that there seemed to be no place in it for Christ Himself, the divine Shepherd who led His flock to still waters
and carried the lambs in His bosom.



He resigned his sword, and for seventeen years he dwelt with the monks of Nematea in one of the ruined temples near the
Nile. Over his head, bowed down in prayer, avenues of sphynxes gazed with stony eyes into the silence of the desert.
Brightly coloured processions of Egyptian men and women sang to him a soundless dirge of dead men, of dead women, of
dead delights, of the dust and ashes of a vanished race. Like his brethren he wove palm-leaf baskets, crossed the great
river to sell them, to hire himself out as a labourer at harvest-time, to share the sorrows of the poor villagers, to
worship with them at the same rude altars.



Thereafter he went forth into the mountains of the eastern wilderness where Paul the Hermit had lived
and died. The place was an oasis, open to the sky, set among the rocks of an ancient crater. A clear fountain gushed
from a cleft in the rocks, and palm trees grew there. He was given charge of the monastery garden, and cultivated herbs
and fruits, thinking with a quiet joy that the Lord Himself was once taken for a gardener.



There the days of his years were spent in labour and prayer, and his spirit was upheld by the sweet ministry of created
things. For if he looked over the hill-tops into the bright immeasurable distances until sight itself was lost in the
intense shining of the desert, why so would it be when the soul stood at gaze before the divine splendour. When the sun
went westering and the light abated, far hills rose up in the desert, wonderful as a mirage yet sure and steadfast; why,
even thus, when our day declines, shall we discern fair forms of truth which were invisible in the glare and heat. Then
in the rosy sundown an owl flitted from tamarind to tamarind; like wisdom making profit of the bitter trees of life.



Thereafter as the sun dropped lower and lower, and the rim of the desert smouldered red, shadows passed over with the
murmur of innumerable wings—first one and then a second flight, followed by a third and yet a fourth flight of
goldfinches, which came every evening from the palms of the north to those
of the south. In the passage of these Marcus took such pure joy that there was no room for other thought or feeling. The
wilderness gloomed, but the high heavens were still luminous; and winding and doubling, crossing and making wheels
within wheels, the pelicans and flamingos sailed overhead until they faded into trails of shadow; and far into the night
Marcus sat in the darkness of his cell, weaving rushes and reciting psalms.



Now it chanced that Marcus had planted a fig-tree, and it had waxed great and fruitful. In his old age, when his years
fell little short of ninety, Macarius, the abbot of that desert, came to the oasis; and Marcus led him to the great
tree, saying: "This was of my planting and watering; and the fruit is of exceeding virtue—yet I know not, for never yet
have I tasted it." "Yea?" said Macarius, musing for a little while; "take thine axe and cut it down."



The old gardener's hands were lifted up in dismay; but he spoke no word and fetched the axe. "Give it to me," said the
abbot, taking compassion on the troubled heart of age; "we will not harm the tree, seeing that it is a gift of God." But
Marcus answered: "Woe is me, for I have sinned, "and fell at the abbot's feet. "O brother," said Macarius, "it was not
so hard to fight with Constantine against barbarians as it is to fight against one's own will.
Yet 'tis in the same sign that we shall conquer." And the sign he spoke of was the cross which appeared in the heavens
to Constantine.



When evening came, Marcus went up into the heights and beheld the hills ascend out of the desert. But lo! while he
looked, their colour changed from dreamy blue and rose to green and russet, and they rolled up over against him in a
vast naked moorland. And this change was a miracle.



Full eighty years had gone by, yet it seemed but as yesterday that he was a little lad on that wild heath. There yawned
the chasm cloven deep through the moorland rock. Near the brink a man stood beside a boulder. Marcus recognised him; a
long-forgotten name sprang to his lips, and he uttered a great cry.



The cry was heard below in the oasis, and the brethren ran from their cells in the rocks, fearing that some ill had
befallen him.



"O Balt, is it you? Are you too still alive?"



The Attacot made no answer. But the soul of Marcus was illumined, and in that instant the mystery of the world was made
clear to him. And he understood how Balt, in his clinging delight in existence—Balt, who would fight to the death for
Christ, but would not freely die for any one, had stood for all these years upon the spot where he was slain; alive,
yet not living; kept apart, in a trance of being, from the illimitable life that follows death.



Then out upon the moorland Marcus was aware that there was One who stood beside the Attacot, speaking to him; and Marcus
heard the words.



"So slow has thou been to come to me that now I am constrained to come to thee."



Balt seemed to waken suddenly from a trance; his face shone, and he spread abroad his arms, crying, "Lord, my Christus!"



And Christ said: "Dost thou still so cling to thyself that thou wilt not die until thou must?"



"Lord," Balt answered, "I was but a savage man. Now I see Thee; now I know Thee. My will is Thy will to live or to die."



"O Balt," said the Lord, "I am Life. Thou shalt not die; yet, as men count death, already thou hast long been dead. Look
down at thy feet."



Marcus looked down at Balt's feet, and he saw, even as Balt saw, the bones of a man which lay white in the bracken; and
wedged in the crate of the chest was the head of a spear.



The brethren found Marcus fallen on the hill, and when they thought to lift him, he besought them, "Forbear, dear
brethren. This is my Pisgah. Suffer me to die where I have seen the Lord;" and he told
them of his vision. Then, as the breath fluttered upon his lips, "Watch with me," he said, "and pray, that I fail not at
the last."



The sun dropped. The desert darkened. Overhead in the shining of the high air the pelicans and flamingos made wheels of
white within wheels of rose; but before they faded into shadowy trails the old man's eyes glazed, and Marcus was once
more with Balt, and both were with Christ.
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The Two Charlemagnes



[image: [Illustration]]



When King Karloman died his people offered their allegiance to his brother Charlemagne, and the two kingdoms were once more
united under a single crown. But Queen Gerberga, fearing the worst for her children, fled in the depth of winter with
her two little sons, and Ogier the Dane brought them safe through the Alps to the court of Desiderius, King of the
Lombards.



The king took up their cause, but little good came of his championship; for when Desiderius found that nothing could
induce the Pope to anoint the children with the sacred chrism as kings of the Franks, he pounced on three of the papal
cities and stormed up within a day's march of Rome itself. Pope Hadrian promptly manned his walls, threatened the
invaders with the curse of St. Peter, and called Charlemagne to his aid.



The vast realm of the Franks rang with the Summons to arms, and over the snowy passes the
hosts of the great Karl poured down into Italy. They found the lower gorges blocked with bulwarks of stone, but the
Lombards were suddenly stricken with a midnight panic and fell back in confusion on Pavia, and the armies of the north
spread over the wide corn lands of Lombardy.



From the top of one of the lofty towers Desiderius and Ogier looked out over the far-off fields when they were made
aware that Charlemagne was advancing. The siege and baggage trains first emerged from the low haze of dust, and when
Desiderius saw how all the ways were cumbered with waggons and engines of war, "Is not Karl with this great host?" he
asked. "No," replied Ogier, who had been a hostage at Charles's court.



Then appeared the troops raised in all parts of the empire—spearmen and archers, men armed with flails, with scythes,
with clubs of gnarled oak; and Desiderius exclaimed, "Surely the king is with this great multitude." "No, not yet," said
Ogier. "What shall we do," cried Desiderius, growing troubled, "if he can bring more than these against us?" "You will
soon see what manner of king this man is," replied Ogier; "but what will happen to us I cannot tell."



Then came the mighty Paladins, whose prowess was never at rest, and the Lombard cried out in
repidation, "At last this must be Karl!" but again Osier replied, "Not yet; no, not yet!"



In the rear of these battalions rode in proud array the bishops, the priests of the chapel royal, the counts of the
realm; and at the sight of them Desiderius loathed the light of the sun, and fell to sobbing and stammering, "Let us go
down and hide ourselves in the depths of the earth." But once more Ogier answered, "Karl is not among these. When you
shall see all the fields of the harvest tossing, and the ranks of corn bending in wild gusts, and when you shall hear
your rivers roaring in a deluge of iron and your bridges creaking, and the clash of arms sounding in your ears, then you
may say that Charlemagne is nigh."



Scarcely had Ogier spoken when a stretch of sombre cloud rolled up in the north-west. The day grew dark; and more awful
than the darkness, glimmering swords flashed out from the smoke of the cloud. Then appeared a figure of iron. It was
Charlemagne.



Iron was his helm; iron sheathed his breast and broad shoulders; his gauntlets were iron; his feet were shod in iron. Of
the colour and of the might of iron was the horse on which he rode. The host that rode before him, behind him, on either
hand of him, were iron hearts, clad in the terror of iron. The land in all its ways and in all its fields was thronged
with iron and with points of iron flashing dreadful lights.



"Behold at last," said Ogier, "the man you have so long looked to see," and sank down at the king's side in a dead
swoon.



Pavia surrendered; Desiderius was dethroned; the baby princes went unharmed, but the dominion of the Lombards was ended.
And "iron" was the last word in the story of this grim pageant of iron, for when Charlemagne crowned himself Lord of
Lombardy, it was with the Iron Crown, which enshrined in gold and jewels one of the nails of the Crucifixion.



This was the Charlemagne of the wars of giants and the mighty conquests. There was another; a big gladsome man, with
more turns and likings than a harp has strings, and as full of music. For he delighted in learning, in hunting the
aurochs, in following the cross barefoot on the solemn Rogation days, in having all his merry girls about him and giving
the least little maid on his knee bite and sip from his plain cup and trencher.



Seven feet he stood, in cross-gartered hose and high-laced boots—Frank fashion. His flaxen hair fell on his broad
shoulders, and his soul looked out from a cheerful face and swift lively eyes. He went in homely tunic of linen or wool,
bordered with
coloured silk, and perchance a coat of otter-skin in winter; and over all he wore a white or a sapphire cloak, the
corners of which hung low back and front, but scarce reached the knees on either side. "Warm to wear, and little to
spoil," he said, laughing, to his courtiers, whom he once took to the chase in all their Eastern finery and brought back
drenched and tattered; "but oh, you spendthrifts in Tyrian purple and dormouse fur and Ph�nician feathers and fringes of
cedar bark, how many pounds of silver have you left on the thorns and brambles?"



Yet if he was simple and sparing in his person, he opened a kingly hand when splendour was seemly. One priceless thing
he ever carried in his belt and that was Joyeuse, the Sword Jewellous, which contained in a hilt of gold and gems the
head of the lance that pierced our Saviour's side. And thereto he wore a pilgrim's pouch—"against my faring to
Jerusalem, or, if that may not be, to remind me that our life is but a pilgrim's way, and our joy but a pilgrim's rest,
and our hope a palm."



In the palace too were massive tables of engraved silver. One, which was square, displayed the City of Constantinople on
the blue waters that wash at once the East and the West; one, which was round, showed the glory of Rome on the Seven
Hills; but the costliest and most beautifully wrought was a
similitude of the world. Here were Adam and Eve, and the Serpent on a withered tree. A narrow pass separated Mount
Carmel from Sinai; and hard by the Mountains of Antioch stood the mountains of Araby, and one saw the mysteries of the
earth from the Head of Europe to the deserts of the Antipodes. "And where is Frankland?" asked little Hildruda. "This is
Frankland near the two great waters." "Oh, the dear silver place! cried Hildruda. "Now you tell me," said Charlemagne,
"who these are," pointing to four figures outside the ring of the regions of men. "They are blowing horns," replied
Hildruda; "are they wild hunters, since they have no clothes? And these two are head over heels; maybe the aurochs has
tossed them!" "Nay," laughed Charlemagne, "these are the four winds that blow over the world."



Charles made them into twelve afterwards, and called them by Frankland names; and the twelve months he changed from
their heathen calling to Winter-month and Mud-month, Spring-month and Easter-month, and the month of the storks and new
leaves and springing flowers he named Love-month; and so with the rest, for he liked best all that was Frank and homely.



The old folk-songs and the stories of ancient kings and heroes he had collected and written down.
"These," he said, "are the joy and glory of a people; never should they be forgotten; "and often he would sing those
songs to the harp. So too with old customs; when they were good and kindly he would have them still observed, like that
of the wayfarer, who might pluck three apples or three bunches of grapes or take three radishes, and no man would
begrudge him. But if the customs might be bettered, he would change them; and thus instead of the old idols, people
carried round the fields the cross with the fair image of Christ, not naked and in anguish, as we have it, but
gold-crowned and clad in bright raiment; and instead of going round the budding corn with loud cries, they went singing
litanies and hymns. "A pleasant and wholesome thought," he said, "that men and women should be singing away toil and
care," and he would have herd and shepherd lad sing cheerily as they went afield and returned to fold and byre with
their good beasts.



Nor would he abate old uses even when they touched his own greatness. Riding abroad with his train one day, he saw
seated by the roadside a man, who neither rose nor uncovered, but only raised his hand to his hat. An officer of the
palace went angrily towards the man. "Who art thou," he asked, "to make so small account of King Karl?" "Who art thou to
ask?" said the man.



Then Charlemagne drew near, and the man arose, with a smile on his ruddy brown face. "Thou dost not know me, Lord King,"
he said, "but it may be thou hast heard of the Barons of the Sun, old free-holders of this land when it was yet but a
clearing here and there in forest and swamp. This man who speaks to thee is one of the last of their line. They held not
from town, or prince, or emperor. Neither does he. They owed no man vassalage, they rose at no man's coming, they bared
their heads to no man. Neither does he. Little is left of the old fiefs, but the Barons of the Sun were ever free men."
Charlemagne smiled. "Wilt thou tell me where thou livest?" "Yonder by the fir-wood," said the man. "Wouldst thou give me
welcome should I come to see thee?" asked the king. "My poor house were thine, and thrice welcome shouldst thou be." "Be
sure then I will come, for I am fain to talk with thee;" and Charlemagne, leaning from his horse, stretched out a hand
which this chief of the old heaths and woods grasped with a proud smile.



Frank speech he called the salt of freedom, and the fearless truth-teller a third eye. It chanced at one of his feasts a
captive Saxon prince was one of the guests, and when the Saxon saw how Charles and his paladins and prelates sat at
table and were served on broidered cloths, while the poor sat on the bare
ground, and the dogs with them, he rose from his place and spoke low in the king's ear. "Did not your Christ say that
the poor were His body and in them He was received? How can you bow your head before Him whom you treat with such scorn
and give but a dog's honour?" The paladins wondered to see Charlemagne blush, but he answered, "Your words are just. I
have thought too little of this. But it shall be amended."
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STRETCHED OUT A HAND WHICH THIS CHIEF OF THE OLD HEATHS AND WOODS GRASPED WITH A PROUD SMILE.


These high feasts were little to his liking, and save when majesty and honour required his presence, the great earls
held them in his name, and Charles fared frugally apart, listening the while to some brave book telling of bygone days.
Most of all he took pleasure in St. Augustine's goodly tome, Touching the City of God. "I would," he said, "I had
but twelve clerks as learned and as wise as Jerome and Augustine." Whereat Alcuin, the bluff ruddy Englishman who had
been the scholar of Bede's scholars, laughed outright: "Commend me the moderation of great kings. The Creator of heaven
and earth had no equals to these two, and you would have a dozen!"



And work enough he could have found for a dozen; for most of his princes of the Church were worldly and unlettered
beyond belief. He had released them from service in arms, but still they flaunted in silk and purple—lords of luxury and
turbulence; mighty men
with hawks by the river-side and hounds in the forest; burly revellers in their great tapestried halls, drinking deep,
with garlanded heads, amid a tumult of music. Alcuin gave him untiring service in founding schools all over the land,
and rearing a nobler generation; and now and again, as the old warrior-priests were lapped in purple and lead,
Charlemagne, by good guidance, laid his hand on some worthier man.



It was scarcely by chance alone that as he hunted deep in the forest darkness closed in, and he came benighted to a
little church and priest's house. The priest Amalarius gave him friendly welcome, and set such cheer as he could before
him. Talking gaily and praising the sweet brown bread and the toothsome apples and the noble cheese, Charlemagne glanced
in his talk at the rich tables of abbots and prelates, whom it would better become to think of barley loaves and fishes.



The simple priest shook his head and answered gently: "If we judge at all, fair lord, let it be with charity. Are not
these things God's creatures for our comfort and strength in the day? One man may offend on green herbs, and another be
blameless on the stalled ox. Esau was rebuked not for flesh, but for pottage; Adam condemned not for flesh but for
fruit; Jonathan judged not for flesh but for honey. Elias ate flesh yet sinned not, and Abraham
laid flesh before angels. And so with drink. Surely Paul's little cup of wine were less to be reproved than greed and
water."



Charlemagne was well pleased, and thinking to test Amalarius yet further, he spoke slightly of the royal house. The
priest's face grew troubled, and he replied: "Doubtless you say this in jest, or it may be with little thought. Yet he
was a wise man who wrote, 'Revile not the king, no, not even in thought, for a bird of the air shall carry the matter.'
But even if it chanced that fault might be found in the king's household, think how St. Augustine answered in such a
case: 'I would not boast that my house is better than the Ark, wherein of eight men one was reprobate; or than the
Lord's, in which Judas was one of the Twelve; or than heaven itself, from which the angels fell.'"



Then Charlemagne smiled and said, "Forgive me, good father; I spoke with a fool's tongue, and you have done well to
chide me."



"Nay, son, not to chide, but to remind you," said the priest.



At daybreak when the king rose and would have taken to horse, Amalarius came to him and said: "You thought not that even
now I go to say Mass, and that you could tarry to thank God for sleep, and safety in the night, and a glad awakening in
the world."



"Nay, gladly will I stay," said Charlemagne, reddening in the grey light.



When Mass was said and the two came forth, Charlemagne took a piece of gold from his pilgrim's pouch and offered it to
his host. "Great thanks," replied the priest, "I have no need for it; but if in your sport to-day you bring down a hind,
very thankful shall I be to have the skin, for my poor boots are as weathered and worn as the shoes of poor pilgrims."



"So much you shall have, and more," replied Charlemagne, "were it but for that saying of St. Augustine about his house."



Home to Aix rode Charlemagne, right well pleased to have found such a priest; and not long afterwards, when the
Archbishop of Treves died, he raised this single-hearted Amalarius to his high place.



As streams are green, winding in the evening sun, and blue in the cold of the morning, and yet ever lightsome to see, so
the colour of the king's moods and conditions changed, but still the man remained large and lovable. He travelled far,
but his fame outstripped his horses. The Moorish minstrels sang of him in Fez, and he was the joy of the story-tellers
of Baghdad. Foreign princes ransacked land and sea to honour him.



Of all the kingly men who loved him, the Caliph
Haroun al-Raschid was the most lavish in his gifts. He sent him perfumes and spices, coloured hangings and mantles of
silk, a mirror set in gold and enamel, and a bronze clock which was a miracle of cunning. For it had crystal windows
that opened, some for the day and some for the night; it showed the time, which fleets like clear wind and none can hold
it, and it dropped little brazen balls on a cymbal to count the hour. At noon twelve windows opened, and twelve Persian
heroes rode out in bright mail, and closed the twelve other windows which had been open since midnight.



As if that were a trivial thing, Haroun sent him Abul-abaz, which is to say the Father of Stern Brows. Isaac the Jew
brought Abul-abaz. From Africa they came to Genoa, sailing in a great carrack or sea-waggon; the winter stayed them at
Vercelli, because of the deep snows in the Alps; but at last, on a July evening, the Father of Stern Brows stood
towering in the sun before the palace gates, with the mahout on his neck, and Isaac beside his huge pillared shoulders,
and a crowd of the good folk of Aix chattering in open-mouthed wonder.



When the children got to know the friendly mind and gentleness of Abul-abaz, they delighted to make him their playmate,
adorning him with garlands and ribbons, and screaming with glee as he lumbered
beneath them like a hillside in motion. Charlemagne, who could crumple horse-shoes, discovered that a strong man was but
a babe in the fold of the great creature's trunk. "No sage," he said to Alcuin, "could possibly be a tenth part as wise
as the Father of Stern Brows looks. The lore of ages is stored in that huge prophet's head of his. His people have been
Barons of the Sun from the morning of the sixth day—a more ancient race than ours. Herein you see the lofty soul of the
caliph, to send so noble an ambassador between brother kings."



But of all Haroun's gifts Charlemagne prized most the keys of the Holy Sepulchre. These he sent to be in the keeping of
the Bishop of Jerusalem, "for I know not," he wrote, "how long it might be before I could bring them and worship on that
most sacred spot."



When Charlemagne had finished the stately chapel from which Aix-la-Chapelle took half its name, he planned to enlarge
the palace. On the ground that was needed for this work a poor woman had a little hut, which she would not sell even at
ten times the price given for the houses of her neighbours. "Here I was born," she said, "and here my mother died, and
here my father was born, and his father before him. This is my dear home; what gold or silver can buy me another which
shall be the same?"



As the officers of the palace could not persuade her, they began to threaten her with Charlemagne's displeasure. "I
wonder," she said sharply, "to hear the king's servants so belie the king. You would not dare to say these things if he
could hear you." "And I too wonder," said Charlemagne, when he was told of the matter, "that knowing me for what I am,
you should act thus, thinking to please me." Whereupon he went himself to the woman, and bade her be neither fearful nor
troubled.



"I had no fear," she answered, "for I knew the king's justice would not suffer me to be harmed. But troubled I was,
because of many memories. Yet lying awake in the night I have since thought how foolish we are to cling too closely to
what is ours for only a little time, even were we to live long. And moreover, at any moment wind from the heavens, or
fire, or weight of snow might snatch from us what we hold too dearly. So I pray the king to take the poor house, if I
may only have some otherwhere to live."



"You shall not want," said Charlemagne. But he ordered that the hut should remain untouched, as a token of how men
should value justice. "To be generous," he said, "is in our own nature, but to be just we need God to give us something
of His." So amid arcades of bright stone and marble columns
from Rome and Ravenna stood the poor hut thatched with brown reeds. And there it remained until, long afterwards, the
Northmen invaded Aix-la-Chapelle, and destroyed the palace, and stabled their horses in the noble chapel; but they could
not find the spot where Charlemagne sat crowned on his throne of gold, with Joyeuse in his belt and a copy of the
Gospels lying open on his knees.
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Children of Kings
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Many a stirring year had gone by since King Alfred told his story in Athelney, when it chanced upon a day that his little
kinsman—now grown into a brave and stalwart man—rode through the vale of the White Horse, and bethinking him of his old
nurse, turned aside to the village on the downs where she dwelt.



It was late in the spring-time. A warm light slept upon the hillsides; fruit-trees were flowering in the garth about
the small log-house; a girl was singing half-hidden among the bright green leaves of the trees, and the prince checked
his horse to listen to her.



For a moment as he stood at the doorway the old nurse gazed at him, wondering who he might be; then she caught him to
her, laughing and crying; held him at arm's length and looked him fondly up and down. "Oh, little son of mine," she
cried,
"God has made you a tall man and strong; and good no less, I warrant. I little hoped to see you again, and now you bring
me more joy than I can tell."



And when the horse had been put to graze in the meadow, she led him in and questioned him a hundred times of the king
and of all her friends in the old days, and ran back in memory to his boyhood, asking him if he remembered this and that
of the things done and said in the time long gone by. And when he in turn bade her tell him how she fared and if there
was anything she needed for her happiness, "Nothing, dear lad," she answered, "unless it were to see you often, and to
look once more, it might be, at the good king himself, were he to pass this way."



"And who is it sings so blithe among your apple-trees?" asked the prince.



"That is Egwina," said the nurse. "Her father was a shepherd on the downs, but he was lost in the snow of the Great
Winter; and her mother died no long while after, so I brought her hither to be my foster-child."



"You had ever the big mother-heart, nurse," said the prince, "and little I wonder now at the flourish of your trees, for
sweeter voice I never heard."



"Ay, and her face is as sweet as her voice, and her heart more sweet than either. But here is the garth.
Will you not let her see what has come of the king's babe that lay in my lap?"



There then in the slumber of the ruddy sunshine these two met among the fruit-tree blossom, but red and white of apple
and cherry were not more fresh and fair than the maid in her loveliness. And while Egwina thought, surely not even in
the number of the king's great thegns is there any more lordly or more beautiful than this, the prince said to himself,
here at last, by the blessed rood, I find the one girl in all the world that was meant for me.



So the prince wooed and won her; and when time had sped by, and their little son Athelstan had come to run about, a
merry child with his mother's blue eyes and sunny hair, a new joy fell to Alfred's lot and he seemed to grow young
again. Not that the king was now truly old, but illness and sorrow and many anxious labours had furrowed his brow and
sown his hair with hoar-frost. Manly and cheerful he always was, but never more light of heart than when the boy was
with him. Even while he conversed on learned matters with his Bishop Asser or dictated a book to John or Grimbold his
Mass-priests, the little grandson would stand between his knees, holding his thumb, and waiting patiently till he could
lure him away to some fresh revelry.



So dearly did the king love the child that when
his sixth birthday came round, Alfred held a high feast at which he made him the youngest of his thegns. Calling him to
the dais in the midst of the great chiefs, he buckled round him a sword-belt glittering with gems, threw a purple cloak
over his shoulders, and drew back his long hair so that it fell down over the cloak in clusters of gold. Then he took a
noble sword and held it out by the golden scabbard, and when the child grasped the hilt the king laughed gaily: "Aha,
sea-rover! This time I have trapped you. You have taken the sword from me by the hilt, and that is a token that you are
now my man."



"Yes, grandfather," Athelstan answered with a shining look, "always I shall be your man, and you shall be my man, and
both of us shall man each other."



"So may it be!" rejoined the king. "And now I pray, little Stone of Nobleness, that you will wax as good as your name,
ever remembering that goodness is the best nobleness, and that stone is the most steadfast thing in the world. And if
some day God should make you king, I pray that He may be your strength against hardship and sorrow; for though there is
not a king but would wish to be without these if he could, yet I know he cannot; so I do not pray that you may be quit
of them. And God
give you to know that every good gift and every power soon decays, and is heard of no more, if wisdom be not in it."



That, I think, was the happiest time in all the days of King Alfred's life, and it lasted to the end of it; for it was
in that year, shortly before the Mass of All Hallows, that he died and was buried in the great church of the abbey he
had founded at Winchester.



Long afterwards Athelstan came to the throne of his grandfather. He had waxed worthy of his name, as the king had prayed
that he might do, and so well had he warded the land and kept faith with all men that his people called him the
Steadfast. Looking abroad for some bright spirit of a man that he might make his friend, his thoughts turned to the
north and rested upon Harald of the Fair Hair, who had subdued the hundred bickering little kings of the creeks and
fells, and brought the whole of Norway under his strong rule. So it came about that on a summer evening as Harald
feasted at Nidaros, an English earl entered the hall and strode up to the king's high seat, bearing a gift from
Athelstan.



It was a sword of swords, fenced with a guard of gold and set in a gold sheath twinkling with precious stones. Harald
rose graciously as he heard the
message, but when the earl saw how he took the sword by the pommel, he laughed outright as King Alfred had laughed long
years ago: "Aha, King of Norway, you have laid hand to hilt, so now you have made yourself King Athelstan's man."



Harald flushed and plucked the blade half from its sheath, and for a moment it seemed like as not that the jest would
take an ill turn; but a happier thought flashed through his clear mind, and he answered with a smile: "That shall be as
it may be. But the sword is a kingly sword, and it shall not cut kings' friendship. Sit on my right hand, Earl."



Now Harald's sons were a wild and turbulent brood, all save Hakon, the tricksy little elf of his old age, and he had
often fretted lest, when he were gone, the child might fall into the hands of his fierce half-brothers. In this gift of
the sword he saw a means of safety. "The boy shall go to England," he said, "and grow to his strength unharmed;" and as
he planned all that was to be said and done in the matter, "That, I think, will be a jest worth two of the English
earl's."



Next summer then, when Hakon was four years old, Hawk Halbrok and Sigurd the Earl bore away with him from Norway in two
noble dragon-ships. Soon they saw the English shores running blue into the grey sea, and from them the sea-fowl came
glittering; and up the broad reaches of Water of Thames they sailed between meadows smelling sweet of the summer; and
where the tideway narrowed there were the flowery garths and white houses of London town. But most they wondered at the
great bridge with its street of high gables across the river, and below it they moored to the rings of a wharf of stone.



Then thirty of the Norsemen sprang ashore with Hawk and Earl Sigurd—each with his sword hidden under his coat—and passed
through the busy streets to the royal house. The king was sitting in council as they entered; and Hawk, who went
foremost, bore the fair little lad on his left arm, and on his right he had heavy bracelets of gold, and he wore a
crimson tunic, with his hair in a gold-embroidered silk cap. A strange gallant figure he made as he advanced straight to
the king's throne, and without a word placed the boy upon the king's knee.



"What does this mean?" asked Athelstan, gazing in astonishment at the bold strangers.



"This is Harald Fair Hair's young son," answered Hawk, "that he has sent you to foster."



"Does he dare?" cried Athelstan, and his brows blackened with wrath, for the foster-father of another man's child was
ever counted his inferior.



"You have the child set upon your knee, King," said Hawk, as he saw the fierce passion rising. "You may slay him if you
will, but you will not have destroyed all the sons of Harald."



Athelstan glanced down at the boy, and the blithe little creature looked up into his face with eyes so fearless and
friendly that the king's heart warmed towards him.



"Tell your King Harald I will keep his son. And setting babe against sword, it may be that he has sent me the goodlier
gift."



Then said Earl Sigurd, "I am Harald's brother, and as he would not have you think we are come to you as beggars, he bade
me pray you come down to our ships and see for yourself."



"Very willingly," answered the king.



Down to the quay they went straightway. One of the stately vessels was moored to the rings, but the other lay out in the
stream. And never did ship more glorious swim on the Water of Thames; for forty rowers held it in its place against the
race of the tide, and there it lay, with beak of gold, and dragon-coils of gold gleaming astern, shields of scarlet and
silver to shelter the rowers on the benches, and glittering vane aloft on the masthead. From the great yard a purple
sail hung billowing in the wind.
Round it sailed the white swans that the folk of London loved to see on their river, and the salmon-fishers had crept up
in their boats to behold the wondrous ship.



"This," said the earl, "is Harald's gift to you, King Athelstan; or, rather, I shall say, it is the casket that holds
his gifts."



At a sign the rowers brought the vessel along-side the quay, and right gladly the king went on board.



In this fashion Hakon became Athelstan's foster-son. And the king had him baptised, and reared and taught with his own
children; and he came to love him beyond words. So, indeed, did all people, for there was no lad more winsome in all
England, or so tall and strong and comely as he.



Harald never saw his little elf again. His mighty heart broken by the ingratitude of his children, and all his fair hair
white as snow, he died very old, and was laid in his cairn in Hordaland, with his war-gear about him. Under his son Erik
peace or comfort in Norway there was none. His savage cruelty won him the name of Blood-axe, and when at last the people
rose and drove out him and his wicked queen, Gunhild, King Athelstan equipped three war-ships for Hakon, girded him with
Quern-biter (the Cutter of Millstones),
and sent him forth glad and fearless to claim his royal heritage.



The lad had yet but turned his fifteenth year, and when the crowds at the Peasant Assembly saw him in the bloom of his
boyish grace, their hearts went out to him; old men cried that 'twas Harald Fair Hair come back young again; and quicker
than fire glitters through dry grass, the tidings that he had been chosen king flew over Norway.



No one dreamed then of the adventure that lay before him. Nothing less was that than the overthrow of the ancient gods
of the North; and a hopeless work Hakon found it to be. More than once did Sigurd, the stout heathen earl of his
childhood, make peace between him and his unyielding people, but in those iron days kings were slow to learn that it was
ill preaching the Gospel of Peace with fire and sword.



Yet for all his masterfulness, earl and peasant loved him well enough, and when the sons of Erik began their invasions,
they upheld him staunchly by land and sea. But the Blood-axe brood brought him to his death at last. Under the wicked
eyes of Brunhild herself, he had driven them in mad rout to their ships, when a random arrow struck him beneath his
uplifted arm. His men carried him on board, and
bent to their oars homeward. But life was ebbing fast, and Hakon was never to see home again. They turned aside and
landed him on Hella, the Flat Rock, and there he died in the house in which he was born.



As the end drew near, his thoughts were busy with the country of Christ's earthly wayfaring; and thither, he said, he
had a mind to go, if he lived, and be with Christian men. When he was asked whether he wished that his body should be
taken to England, "Little better than a pagan have I lived in a pagan land," he answered; "bury me how you will."



So he too was laid kingly in his cairn by those true-hearted heathen folk; and Norway was ruled by another Harald, who
was of the Blood-axe strain, and who was called Greyfell from the colour of his cloak.



So strangely do events repeat themselves, and from one generation to another weave together into a single picture the
lives of men who were strangers to each other. Even beyond this the story goes. In the troubles that followed the death
of King Hakon many of his friends and kinsfolk perished. Sigurd the wise and friendly earl was slain; and though Harald
Grey Cloak proved a righteous king, and
many of the people were brought to belief in Christ in his day, dearly did he abide that slaying, for the earl's son,
Hakon, lured him to a treacherous death at last. Tryggva too, the under-king of Vikin, they killed in Christni Fjord;
but his Queen, Astrid, escaped, and of that came many things worth telling.
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Olaf in England
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Bitter cause had folk to remember those white sails striped with blue and green, for Olaf cruised along Frankland, plundering
town and village; and doubling the red granite horns of Brittany, ran down the rich sunny coast until the snow-capped
mountains of Spain stretched east and west before him, like the outermost wall of the world.



"I have heard of these mountains," said Leif, son of Eric the Red, whom he had with him on that voyage. "Bear away to
the south-west, and we shall come to the Long Sea, and the burning land of the Blackamoors, and Rome the Golden City of
old time."



Coming at last to Italy they saw the hills green with vines and grey with olives, and a fair white city glittering on
the shores of a blue bay. They dropped sails far out in the offing and planned to steal to land in the dark and capture
the place at daybreak.
That night they feasted on a sea of stars with a starry heaven over them; but in the dark hour before dawn, as they
glided across the bay with a cautious dip of the oars, suddenly innumerable bells began to ring out along the
shore—bells loud and clear, bells faint and far away; and lights gleamed out red from the darkness, in the city, on the
shore, among the vineyards and olive groves, as if the whole land had sprung up from sleep. They ceased rowing, and as
they hung on their oars in amazement, they heard the distant voices of people calling and answering each other.



Scared by that strange awakening, the rovers put out to sea again, little thinking it was the matin bells summoning to
prayer the holy men and women whose convents were thickly scattered on the hills, that had saved the city from pillage.



They had but few such mischances, and such booty fell to their daring as had never yet been seen in Norland waters. Rich
raiment there was, and silks and cloth of gold, Greek ewers and basins set with jewels, swords and gilt armour, chalices
and crosses rough with gems, and caskets of carved ivory containing gold-lettered Gospels written on purple vellum.



In the third year after Maldon fight they turned their dragon-prows to the west, and as they fared
homeward old Harald Blue-tooth died, so that Sweyn became sole king in Denmark. And Sweyn held a great funeral feast at
which he drank to the memory of his father, and took an oath to harry England again ere the summer was over and tumble
Ethelred from his throne. Then the huge ale-horns were drained to the memory of Christ, and the third rouse they gave to
St. Michael. Not long thereafter Sweyn and his host got to their ships, and meeting with Olaf in the North Sea, both
kings steered for England.



In many a field the harvesters toiled in the hot sun till all the corn was cut and bound in sheaves, save a patch in the
centre. At last that too was cut at a stroke; the men planted their scythes upright and clashed their whetstones and the
long blades thrice together. The women emptied the crumbs from their baskets; the men spilt a sup of ale on the field,
drank deep, and waved their hats, cheering. Then all went singing to the farmstead, while the sparrows swung on the
straggling stalks left standing for the little elves.



Scarcely had the harvest been gathered in when the Viking fleet rose like a pageant from the sea. Four-and-ninety sail,
they crowded up the Thames to burn London, but it was the Latter Ladymas, and, with our Lady's help, the townsfolk beat
them back.
Then the rovers swarmed into creeks and river-mouths, and getting horses from burning village and farm, went plundering
and man-slaying from Thanet to the Hampshire woods.



Once again Ethelred opened his treasure-chests and paid sixteen thousand pounds of silver for a hollow peace. The price
of that ignominy would have bought the whole of Kent, water and weald.



So Sweyn lay at Southampton, with the West Saxons to victual his people for the winter if he were minded to stay; but
Olaf was bent on a haven further west under the warm headlands of Devon. Before they parted came tidings of a mighty
sea-fight in Norway. "And this matter, I think," said Sweyn, "concerns you nearly, for it is time such a man as you are
should remember the old kingliness of his race."



Now the news told of a venture of the Jomsborg Vikings to wrest Norway from Hakon, the son of Earl Sigurd. With sixty
ships they sped northward, plundering and slaying, and Hakon met them with one hundred and fifty in Hiorunga Bay. Then
the fleets closed in the grimmest of sea-fights; but the Jomsborg vessels were the larger and taller, and so fast and
fierce the Vikings shot that Hakon's men gave way. Faint hope was there of his winning in that strife; and when he saw
his ships drifting loose,
full of the dead and the dying, he took his little son, Erling, a lad of seven years, and sacrificed him to the fierce
goddess of the Hell-grove. Black grew the heavens with storm; giant hail drove in the faces of the Vikings, the sea
hissed and whitened. In the midst of the sudden tumult a woman was seen on the bows of Hakon's ship darting flashes of
death from each hand. The Vikings cut their lashings and fled; some were captured, others escaped to the open sea. The
earl's power was unbroken.



The land had sunken again to paganism. Hakon had brought back the dread gods of the old time, with their evil worship
and cruel sacrifices. Of these things the people made little account, but as the earl grew grey, he had grown the more
wicked and wanton, till there was no man or woman safe from the waywardness of his dark soul.



Thinking of these strange chances, Olaf sailed away, but ere he reached Devon great gales caught his ships and drove
them far out of their course, and when the weather abated they were near the Scilly Isles, and put in there for water.
Upon a rock in that wild cluster of islands dwelt a hermit, who was said to have the far-sight of things to come and to
behold the lives of men as in a magic glass. Thereto he knew the speech of birds, and the island folk did not doubt but
that the gulls and petrels, the terns and
grey lag geese brought him the rumours of far-off lands, so that he foretold little that did not come to pass.



Many of the rovers were eager to look upon him, and to learn, if they might, what luck should befall them.



"Let us put his craft to the trial," said Olaf. "Thorolf shall take my name and go in my stead, and perchance we shall
make merry over what comes of it."



Whereupon it was "Out oars!" and away to the Hermit's Rock. The seamen found the holy man seated at the mouth of his
cave, and they perceived that he was tall and large of limb, but exceeding aged. They stayed their oars and called
aloud, "Here comes the king to speak with thee," but they got no answer.



Thorolf leaped ashore in gold-inlaid helmet, bright sark of mail, and gold-fringed cloak of scarlet, of all the rovers
the tallest and handsomest save Olaf himself. Still the hermit never moved from the stone, and it was not till the
Viking stood beside him that he raised his eyes. They were blue and cold, and for the first time Thorolf knew what it
was to be afraid.



"Did you think to make a mock of me?" asked the seer. "You are not the king. Yet, since you have come, I give you this
warning, Be true to your king. Go back now the way you came."



Then Olaf himself, greatly wondering, came to the isle, and the hermit standing on the brink of the sea greeted him with
outstretched hand, "Welcome, fair son!" and leading him to his cave, questioned him of his seafaring and of his early
years.



"And this is your home?" asked Olaf, as the old man paused for a moment in thought. "A lonely spot it is for any one."



"Not so lonely as it seems to you," replied the hermit. "Where a man is, there is his angel, though mortal eyes may
often see him no more than one sees the clear air. And Christ doth not forget us. Nor is the High King of heaven ever
far from any of us. Here, too, be many birds, both of the sea and of the ancient land, and gentleness makes them tame.
Also the seals come hither, and they have no fear."



"But a man needs the fellowship of his like."



"That is so," said the hermit, "and the folk of these isles are kindly neighbours. They come to me, and I go to them,
when the heart calls;" and he showed Olaf in the depths of the cave his coracle of beast skin stretched over a wicker
frame-work.



"And has this ever been your home?" then, laughing, he added quickly, "A child's question, I think."



"Nay, in my youth," replied the aged man, "I was such a one as yourself, full of delight in adventure
and strife, full of the pride of strength, and the wild joy of the earth. I thought I had forgotten it all. Strange how
your Norland eyes and fair hair bring back days long gone by. I remember tall men of your country. They came to London
town yonder with wondrous ships and a four-year-old child; "and he told the story of Athelstan's foster-son, who came to
be a great king.



"Ay, Hakon," said Olaf; "my father was kinsman of his, and ruled for him in Vikin, as I have said."



"Little it profits to recall those days of the roving eyes and the wayward heart. Fifty years hath God sustained me in
these isles, a sinful man, for His high purpose. But come and see what I would show you."



The holy man led Olaf by a rugged path to the summit of his rock.



"Look around on these many isles, little and large, sown by the score on these bright waters."



Some of them were bare spires and shelves of stone on which only sea-birds could perch; others were still gaily coloured
with grass and wild flowers; here and there, on the largest, blue smoke rose from the fisher-women's fires, and near
them rode his own ships.
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AND THAT LAND YOU SHALL LIFT UP TO THE TRUE SUN.


"From of old," said the hermit, "the folk have called them Scilly, the Isles of the Sun. And in truth they are the
mountain peaks and plateaus of
an ancient land where that bright light of the heavens was worshipped. Now it is sunken deep and lost, like a great ship
gone down at sea. So say the ancient winter tales, and I believe them. Could you but raise this sunken land up from the
dark gulfs, what a realm it would be for your kingship!"



Olaf gazed at the speaker in astonishment, but the holy man continued: "I know you would ask me of the hidden things
that are to happen. This I will tell you. You shall come to great glory and power, and shall be a mighty king. And this
shall be the work appointed to you; not to heave up valleys and mountains out of the sea, but to raise a people sunken
in darkness and the worship of evil spirits. You shall make known to them the Lord Christ, whom you yourself know not
yet; and that land you shall lift up to the true Sun."



Then the hermit stretched his arm towards the isles. "There lie your ships," he said; "goodlier have I never seen, with
their gilded beaks and coloured shields. This token I give you that you may believe my words. You shall not sail far
from this before you shall do battle. Men shall be slain on this side and that, and you sorely wounded. Yet in seven
nights you shall be well again; and thereafter you shall accept the true faith and holy baptism."



It all came to pass as the aged man foretold, for out upon the high seas the rovers fell into hot contention, and
Thorolf with three ships broke away from Olaf, and attacked him. Thorolf and six tall men were slain in the fight and
buried in the cold sea; but Olaf, who had been stricken hard with an arrow, was taken by his men to an island where
there was a great minster. As they bore him ashore on his shield, he saw the brethren come to meet him, with their abbot
in white robes and cloth of gold, which glittered a long way off in the sun. They bade him welcome, and leading the way
to their cloister, bound up his wound with precious balsam, so that in seven nights he was healed.



Much he communed with the Abbot Bernard and questioned him of the hermit, and of the White Christ, and the true faith.
At nights, as Olaf and his people sat at their ale, the abbot told them of the life and death of God's Son on earth.
Like little children they listened, and when they had heard that wondrous saga, they cried out, "We will be Christ's
men," and consented to be baptised. Out of his spoil Olaf gave the abbot costly gifts, cross and chalice set with gems,
rich vestments, and a golden Gospel.



Thereafter he sailed to Southampton. Sweyn Forked-beard had departed, but Elphege the bishop
came from Winchester to visit him. The two rode to Andover, where Ethelred received them with much honour, and Olaf
promised the king that he would never again harry England. That winter the ships were drawn up on the shore of the great
haven under the Hampshire woods, and Olaf abode in peace, a Christian man in a Christian land.



All through the cold months one thought was in Olaf's mind—how he should fare to Norway, overthrow the wicked Earl
Hakon, and get mastery of all the realm that had been Harald Fair Hair's. He talked over these things with Bishop
Sigurd, and planned how he should take priests and monks with him, and first they should hie to Dublin and learn from
the merchants and shipmen, who trafficked there in those days, what the folk were saying and doing in Norway.



So when the new spring came and fair weather, he put again to sea and came to the Green Isle. It chanced upon a day, as
the ships lay off the coast, that the rovers came back from a foray with many hundred head of cattle, and among them the
cows of a poor peasant. The wretched old carle hurried after them, and besought the king to have pity on his misery.
"Pick out thy cattle from the drove if thou canst," said Olaf, "but we cannot be stayed by thee."



"Thy bed be in the heavens, king," said the man
and turning to the dog that was with him, "Fetch them out, Vigi," he cried.



The dog was a big shaggy creature, brown and black in colour, and he ran this way and that among the horned beasts, and
got the cows together.



"The brand on each of them, as thou seest, king, is the same."



"Ay," replied Olaf, "the beasts are surely thine." Then stroking the dog's head, "Wilt thou part with this wonderful
Vigi?" he asked.



"To thee, king, very gladly, for thou wilt use him well."



"Great thanks," said Olaf; and drawing a coil of gold from his arm, he gave it to the old man, "Let this be a token of
friendship between us."



After a sharp look at his old master's face, Vigi went readily on board, and no comrade had Olaf truer to the end than
this great dog.



Now the fame of these Viking raids and the golden spoils spread over Norway; and when it was said that this Oli of Garda
(for so Olaf had named himself) was of the line of the Norland kings, Earl Hakon was disquieted and took counsel of his
friend, Thori Klak. "If this be the son of Tryggva," he said, "I look for hard fighting ere long, and little good to
come of it. Now, Thori, to Dublin I would have you go and discover the truth in this matter. Should
it prove as I misdoubt it will, make friends with this Olaf and lead him with bright hopes that, if he returns with you,
the folk will surely rise against me and choose him for king. But if you cannot bring him into my hands, find a way to
slay him." Olaf's uncles, too, Jostein and Karlhead, the brothers of Queen Astrid, he forced by threat of torture to go
with Thori and bear out his tale.



A lucky day it seemed to Olaf when he got to Dublin and met his own kinsmen among the Norland folk. Eagerly he
questioned them, and brighter omens of success could not be wished for than Thori's talk of how things had gone from bad
to worse with Hakon, so that any change would be better for the people than this earl's masterful wickedness. But since
the overthrow of the Jomsborg Vikings who was there daring enough to cope with him?



"Perchance a man of Harald Fair Hair's lineage," said Olaf, "and he not far away from us who are speaking here."



"That," cried Thori joyfully, "will be welcome news in Norway."



So out of Dublin Bay, and northward by the Western Isles, Olaf sailed with five ships to the realm of his kinsfolk. The
plotters, in their own ship, bore him company; and as they stretched away from the Orkney Islands it was high summer.
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God's Gleeman



[image: [Illustration]]



In the days when Venerable Bede was a monk at Jarrow, there was nowhere else in England such a realm of song as the North
Countrie. It was "like land, like people;" for moor and forest and fertile vale were at one time grim in wintry
dourness, at another winsome in wild summer beauty. Life was hard, the age rude and turbulent; but over the length and
breadth of Northumbria might be heard at fall of night the voice of the singer; and the music of bagpipe and reed-flute
and harp was as familiar in fishing cotes and upland thorps as in the manors of ealdormen.



There was one wayfarer who was ever welcome whithersoever he went, and that was the Gleeman; and of all the gleemen in
the North Countrie Kynewulf was in his day the foremost. Young and handsome, gay and gallant, he was widely a favourite
among the great nobles, for he was of their own
etheling blood, and the hand which woke the magic of the harp-strings was as deft with the sea-rovers' helm and as
deadly with the sword in fight.



More than one powerful chief had tried to retain him as the singer of his house, but in vain. All the world was too full
of wonder and freshness for him to rest long in any place. His heart was hot within him for joy and adventure, and in
the jocund recklessness of youth he roamed from burg to burg and from manor to manor, suiting his songs to his hearers
and "winning renown and glittering gold." One night he might make mirth for the peasant folk of some hedge-girt village;
the next he might be a guest at one of those worldly convents in which the abbess was still a great lady, and the nuns,
with their hair curled and crinkled about their brows, went in violet linen and crimson tunics with fur-trimmed sleeves
and white veils fastened with rosettes of bright ribbon.



At intervals he felt the vague longing for more than even the kindly companionship of men and women can give, and the
spirit of dreams led him into lonely places, where he watched with keen eyes and pure delight the wild creatures of
heath and wood and sea-shore. To many of these he gave a second life in song, as gladsome to-day as it was over eleven
hundred years ago; ay, and there still play in his verse some which have long vanished from the land,
like the beaver of the nut-brown streams and the wild swan whose humming feathers—




	"Sounded along,


	A shining song,


	High o'er the flood and fell."







There was one pleasant spot among the hills on the northern side of the Great Wall where he had long been received like
a truant son of the house who had come home again; and if folk seldom spoke there of his fame as a gleeman he was all
the better pleased on that account. In this old manor of Flanging Shaw—the green wood clinging to the hillside—he had
watched the thegn's little daughter Mildryth grow up from her prattling childhood. At each return from his wanderings it
was still, "Why, elfkin, how you have sprung; and flowered too!" and at each departure there was the same laughing
farewell, "Kiss me ere you go, and I will kiss you when you come back!" so that as time went on apace the blithe elf
became to him more and more a companion when he was with her, and a sweet little soul to call to remembrance when he was
far away.



It was for her that he made many of his riddle-songs, and they were called riddles because in each there was a picture
of something and she had to guess what it was; and Kynewulf had a delightful way of putting all manner of pretty
everyday things
into these songs. There were the five sisters who lived all through the summer out in the sunshine and the rain; but
when the cold weather came they had a warm house in which there was a large room and a little closet, and four of them
played in the room, but the fifth, who was very masterful and often went against the others, had the closet to herself.
And all of them wore little half-moons on their foreheads, and if they did not keep their moons white and clear the
winter-elves tried to nip them with frost for their naughtiness. Mildryth hugged herself with glee when she found that
this was a riddle-song of her fingers and her winter-mittens.



There were riddles of beasts and birds which pleased her much. The white-muzzled brock, or badger, sang to her out of
his burrow, telling her how he ran through the grass on his sharp pointed toes, and how, when his enemies came digging
at the entrance of his earth, he had to tunnel a street through the hillside for his dear little folk to win their way
out to safety. Once too when Mildryth looked up at the branching antlers of the stag at the end of the roof-beam,
Kynewulf made the great creature speak to her of his swift springing flights to the sunny hilltops, of his raids on the
green meadows, and of the hard winters when he shook the hoar-frost from his head and dug down through the frozen snow
for food.
How often, too, had the old forest trees shrouded him and his comrade on stormy nights! Then his voice rose, belling in
sorrow—




	"High on the roof-beam all alone I bide;


	No brother here in winter or summer tide!


	Where art thou, fleet-hoof, who wast wont to range


	O'er dewy turf with me, and crackling snow?


	Where gleams thy branchy head, I do not know,


	Whether on purple moor or gabled grange."







"Oh, poor stag!" cried Mildryth. "Let me repeat it thrice, and I shall have it without book."



Then there was the riddle of the swifts on a summer evening—




	"Airily up-floated,


	Here are little wights,


	Rushing, dusky-coated,


	Flecked with sunny lights;


	Winding high in esses,


	Hawking down again


	Round the wildwood nesses,


	Round the roofs of men;


	Racing, shrilling, jinking


	In a madcap game,


	While the sun is sinking.


	Hear them shrill their name!"







These things had begun in the early days when Kynewulf used to remind her at table that "little wights took little
bites; "but now the tricksy elf had grown into the little Lady Mildryth; and in these last months of the gleeman's
wandering life it happened more than once that after he had turned
his horse's head towards Hanging Shaw and galloped forward a mile or two, he suddenly drew rein and took another track.
But call her what they might, the little Lady Mildryth was still very much the same sprightly elfkin; and that Kynewulf
would have guessed, if he had seen her gazing eagerly across the meadows and wondering what it was that kept her merry
friend so long away.



Now it chanced in the autumn that Kynewulf was present at a high feast in one of the gay houses where a jovial warrior
was lay abbot, and during the merry-making that night it seemed to him three times as though some one had plucked his
sleeve, and he was somehow aware that the elfkin stood invisibly beside him. A strange lightness of heart came over him,
so that folk wondered at the wild spirit of mirth which laughed in his eyes and rang out in his voice. He rose early in
the same happy mood and rode away northward, thinking to himself, "To-night I sleep in Hanging Shaw even if I borrow an
hour of the starlight. I have been too long away, and with a fool's reason."



Companions fared with him some distance on the way, then parted east and west, while he went on alone, humming snatches
of song and taking pure joy in the colour of the world. There was a mist on the far hillsides; dew sparkled on the
gossamer;
in a meadow shone a birch-tree, a silvery trunk with a cloud of orange gold against the blue sky. In a high rounded
field churls were ploughing, and the teams of oxen went over the swell of the land like great ships sailing slowly; and
one side of the furrow was black, and one was green with the growth of heart's ease in the stubble, which the
ploughshare had not yet turned over and buried.



In the afternoon the road ran through tracts of heather. Near the wayside a shepherd lad sat piping on a grey
moor-stone, and a cross of green rushes lay upon the stone, and beside the cross were scrawled in chalk three runic
letters— F, B, and P. 



"Hail, aged sire!" cried Kynewulf as he approached him, "How many sheep hast thou to thy charge?"



"Two score and five, lord." answered the lad.



"Dost thou know every one of them?"



"Ay, lord; and they know me, and my pipe and my horn."



"That is as it should be with true shepherds. I see thou hast the cross with thee."



"Ay, lord; for here be moor-pools, haunted by water-elves."



"And what signs are these thou hast written in chalk?"



"That, lord, methinks thou knowest," answered the lad with a smile. "These be 'Oak' and 'Birch'
and 'Thorn'; and in oak and birch and thorn is strong magic against sprites and dwarfs and dwimers and fierce
witch-wives."



"But these are not the things themselves, only signs of them," said Kynewulf.



"Nay, this is 'Oak' and this is 'Thorn,' and this oak and this thorn is as mighty as any that ever grew in ground. Folk
do say they be even mightier than the living trees, and this oak and thorn and others of their kind have such craft that
they can stay ships upon the sea, and win love and hate, and cast folk into slumber, and raise up them that are dead. I
know not. Canst thou believe it, lord?"



"Ay, can I, and do," replied Kynewulf laughing, "though perchance not quite in the way thou thinkest. Here, wise man of
the moor, is a fee to thee"—dropping some coins into the lad's hand. "Fair fortune and long life!"



"And better still to thee, lord!" said the shepherd lad.



It was wearing towards evensong when man and beast stayed awhile for their last rest at Hagulstad, the fair town which
is now called Hexham; and when Kynewulf rode on again, the low red light of the west was beginning to dwindle in the
woods which overhung the way to the Great Wall.



Grey moths fluttered out of the shadows. Bats
flitted noiselessly by in freakish swervings. Trees and rocks lost their outlines in the uncertain twilight. Kynewulf
was wishing that he were at large again under the open sky when a faint sound of chanting reached his ears, and a few
moments later the dusky road flickered with the flames of far-off torches. "It is some procession of monks," he thought,
"making their way homeward to the Abbey at Hagulstad."



As the distance lessened, the flare of the moving lights revealed a company of darkly-hooded figures, and in the
mournful chant he recognised the supplication of the Penitential Psalms; but it was not until he had reined his horse
aside to let the procession pass that he perceived how in the midst of them four of the brethren carried a bier
shoulder-high, and over the bier lay a white pall.



Behind the smoky blaze of the torches came a train of mourners, but so startling had been the discovery that this was a
pageant of the grave, that Kynewulf scarce noticed the solitary man who rode in front of them with bowed head. After him
rode other horsemen, and then the road was black with a great company on foot.



Dimly visible the crowd moved by with a strange sound of trampling in the dark, and that muffled beat of footsteps
passing away was more lamentable to hear than the dirge of the hooded men.
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NO, NO, MAN, NO! THAT CANNOT BE—TELL ME THOU ART NOT SURE.


A white pall and but four bearers! Suddenly Kynewulf became aware that some little maid had gone down the dusty way into
the stillness beyond the world. He leaned from his saddle and spoke to one of the mourners.



"Tell me, good friend, who is dead?"



"The sweetest maiden under heaven, God rest her soul! It is the little Lady Mildryth of Hanging Shaw."



"No, no, man, no! That cannot be. Tell me thou art not sure."



"Ah, sure as the good thegn, who rides yonder with never a word to say."



"O God in the high heavens! When did this happen?"



"This is the fourth day; she was ailing but a little while; we bear her to her rest in the abbey."



"I thank thee. There is no more to say. Go, man, go!"



Cold and motionless as stone, Kynewulf sat gazing, long after the torch-light had flickered away; but still he saw the
bier and the white pall, faring onward and onward into the darkness but never disappearing, and still he heard the
trampling of feet, the muffled sound of generations passing for ever from fire and the light of the sun and the homes of
men.



And Mildryth was dead—dead! Never more would her bright face be turned up to him; never more would he hear her merry
laughter. With the wailing "Ea-la! Ea-la!" of a woman, he plunged through the darkness, heedless what became of him or
whither he went. The little elf of sweetness and joy! lost, blown out like a light in the wind; ea-la!



Out upon the cold waste beyond the Wall a deep gloom fell upon his mind, and the sins and follies of his reckless life
crowded into memory. He felt himself outcast and accursed. The very runes of his name changed into living things and
fluttered duskily round him in care and anguish. "K and Y and N are we, and into what trouble hast thou brought us!"
Then he was seized with an unspeakable horror of he knew not what, and a shrieking fear made him leap from his saddle
and cling screaming to his dumb companion. The horse rubbed its head against him, and when the wild fit passed he walked
for a long way beside it with his hand twisted in its mane.



For many days reason and memory failed him. Whither he wandered, how he found food, where he slept, by what good
guidance he escaped the perils of the waste he never knew. When at length the cloud lifted from his brain, he was
standing, grey-haired and ragged, in the sunlight before a tall cross of stone. It was carved all over, here with runes
and there with vine-leaves, and little creatures among them; but the man's gaze was fixed on the runes, which were the
voice of the cross speaking. As Kynewulf read, it told how it had lifted on high the mighty King, the Lord of the
heavens; how it was drenched with His blood; how folk came from afar to look upon Him, and it was overwhelmed with sore
sorrow.



Weeping bitterly, Kynewulf fell upon his knees and laid his head on the step of the cross. While he lay there an aged
priest came by, and after watching him some time he drew near and touched him.



"Rise, son; it may be that I can help thee."



Kynewulf arose, and looked at the priest with piteous eyes, but spoke no word. The priest saw that his face was noble,
his hair grizzled before its time, and his garb rich despite its disarray. Putting his arm within Kynewulf's, "Tell me,"
he said, "how thou hast come hither, for thou art not of these parts."



"It were long to tell," replied Kynewulf, pressing his hand on his brow, "and I have forgotten many things."



"Come with me then, for thou art in need of repose," and the priest led him to a little thorp enclosed within its dyke
of stakes and quick-set thorn, and so to his home in the church. He laid
food before him, and when Kynewulf had eaten and drunk, he told who he was and whence he came and all that had befallen
him.



"Be of good cheer, son," said the old priest, "for assuredly thy angel has been with thee. Now take thy rest, and fear
no evil."



All that day from noon until sunset and far into the darkness Kynewulf lay dreamless in the heavy sleep of the
sorrowful. But at the dead hour of the night, when his outworn spirit had been made new, he beheld once more the cross,
in a vision. It was not now a carved stone, but a great rood of wood, wonderful, wreathed with light, and casting aloft
bright beams into the heavens. All the wood of the forest was glazed over with gold; the foot of it was crusted with
gems and gems were on the shoulder-span.



While he gazed upon it, he saw that this tree of glory was ever changing in its colour and clothing; now it was wet and
crimson with blood, and now again dazzling with gold and jewels; and out of the vision, as it thus came and went, a wind
of song told its story, from the ancient days when it was felled at the end of the weald, and reared up on a hill, and
swung on high men outlawed—wolf-heads; from those ancient days unto that eventide when the Lord of Victory, lifted down
from His pain, was laid in a grave of clean stone, and the poor folk sang a lay of
sorrow over Him, and wending away out-wearied, left Him at rest with a little company.



Long afterwards Kynewulf wrought that dream into a noble Song of the Rood, but now, lying on the sheer brink of
perdition, he was overjoyed to hear the voice calling to him: "Loved listener of mine, bid all men to this beacon; on me
the Son of God hung in anguish, and they may each one be healed who with awe behold me, for I have opened the true way
of refuge."



Kynewulf awoke, praying earnestly to the cross, and eager to die; but the morning brought another day and a new life.



When he had regained his strength and clothed himself anew, he bade the good priest farewell. The old man held his hand
for a little while, looking with much love into his face.



"I am glad to have known thee, son, though I think not ever to see thee again. But good things abide for thee in thy
east country, and not the least of them is to have the counsel and solace of my brother Beda. Do not fail to take my
greeting to him."



So it fell out that Kynewulf came to Jarrow. It was in the winter, and the low green hill was drifted with snow, and
Tyne Water and the great pool where the king's ships lay were covered with ice; but
Father Beda was as friendly as fire in the ingle nook, and for all his fame gracious and lowly, and despite his busy
life at leisure to speak with him. He heard all his confession and counselled him on the ordering of his life.



"The cowl does not make the monk, nor the tarred rope the sea-rover. Think many times ere betaking thee to the cloister.
Thy gifts are of the age, and such evil as thou hast done was in the age. I would have thee remain there and be God's
Gleeman. Was not blessed Aldhelm wont to stand on the bridge and in the market-place singing English songs, so that he
might draw folk to him to hear the Lord's Word?"



"Ea-la!" sighed Kynewulf, "I sing no more. My gift has been taken from me."



"So it is with the birds when the old feathers fall. Let thy new feathers be grown, white and clean, and thou wilt sing
again."



"Nay, the wells are dry and all the blossom of the world is withered."



"Never think it," said Beda cheerily. "The wells and the flower of the world are in each man's heart. Now listen to me,
for though it seldom happens that any one can give to another such vision of things as he himself hath, I will tell thee
of matters that folk talk of, but that a gleeman might better sing of, and so save them for the years that are to
come. Didst thou ever hear the legend of Thomas Didymus—how when the Lord would have him carry His Gospel unto Ind and
Taprobane he was a slow-heart and loath to go; and the Lord said, 'Nay, but go thou shalt,' and casting a rope about his
neck, He hailed Thomas to the haven where the Eastern ship folk trafficked, and sold him for a slave. But the chapman,
somewhat in doubt; took Thomas aside, and questioned him, 'Art thou indeed this man's slave?' and Thomas answered
eagerly, 'Yea, yea, truly He is my Master though I be the basest of His bondsmen.'"



The light kindled in the gleeman's eyes, but Beda raised his hand and went on: "Here is a thing, as it were but of
yesterday. Thou knowest how the holy Augustine came to Canterbury. He that consecrated him was Virgilius, Bishop of
Arles; and before he was bishop he was abbot in Lerins Isle. As he walked of a night round that island, like a faithful
shepherd round the wattled fold, he came upon a strange ship lying close against the shore, and upon the deck he saw
mariners in the starlight. Two came down the gangway and greeted him. They were bound, they said, to the Holy Places,
and they had put in to the island hoping that they might win him to sail with them, for they had heard of his holiness
and his austerity, and no truer pilot might
they have to that sacred land. Virgilius smiled grimly as he heard their praise, and he lifted up his hand and made the
sign of the cross. Ship and mariners vanished, and in the dark waves he saw but the glimmering of the stars."



And Kynewulf's eyes shone like stars. "Tell me more," he cried; "the thought of these things is new to me."



"What a lay too mightest thou make," said Beda, "of the holy Guthlac in his isle among the black waters of the
bright-flowering Fens! Or if thou shouldst wish for a loftier theme, hast thou not: In exitu Israel de Egypto?
Or, now that I think of thy dream, what dost thou say to the quest of Elene the Empress who found the blessed wood on
which the Lord died? Then, high over all—when thou hast won to the strength and happy peace of thy manhood—wilt thou not
sing of the Lord Himself, thy Christ and mine, who came to us a naked babe, and who will come yet again in the clouds on
that day when the dead shall be as glass, showing within them all the hidden things of life, and thy rood-tree of light
shall take the place of the fallen stars and the darkened sun?"



"Who shall be equal to such mighty minstrelsy?" asked Kynewulf.



"That, I said, was for the day of thy strength and
tranquillity," replied Beda. Then turning over the smooth vellum leaves of a Greek book, and reading a little here and
there, "When Matthew was a captive among the Mermedonians," he continued, "the Lord appeared to Andrew in a dream, and
bade him hasten to the deliverance of his brother. But Andrew shrank aghast from the perils of the deep and the terror
of waters and the naked earls of man-eating folk. The Lord's sorrowful rebuke brought him to a stouter heart; and early
in the morning he went down with his disciples to the sea-shore. There he beheld a white ship with sun-browned mariners
three, and these were the Lord Himself and two of His angels in the guise of foreign ship-folk. Andrew hailed them, 'Ho!
ye bold sea-roamers, whither are ye bound?' The master-shipman answered, 'To Mermedonia.' 'Thither, too, would we,' said
Andrew. ''Tis a wicked coast,' said the Lord, 'and ill fare strangers landing there.' 'None the worse should we fare,
if we might sail with you in this white ship with the green wales. Wilt thou take us?' 'Right willingly,' he answered,
'when ye have paid fee and charge, as we shall bargain.' 'No charge can we pay,' said Andrew, 'for we carry nor scrip
nor purse; nay, nor bread nor shoes, but God will provide for thy payment.' Then laughed the shipman, sitting high on
the bulwark, 'What manner of folk are ye
that would wander far on the heaving street of ocean, having not imaged gold, nor yet arm-rings, nor any sort of
treasure?' 'We are God's men,' said Andrew, 'wending whither He bids us.' 'Ah,' said the Lord, the mariner, 'if you be
God's men, I must needs take you freely'." And looking up from the book, "Does it weary you?" asked Beda.



"No, no; say on," replied Kynewulf.



"When the white ship was far away from the pleasant land, storm-winds rose, the seas cried out to each other, and the
Terror of Waters came upon them, so that the disciples were afraid. Andrew strove to comfort them: 'Take courage! It was
on such an evening as this, long ago, that the great storm broke upon us from the hills, so that the waves beat into our
ship, and our Master, as you know, was sleeping. Now He sleeps not nor slumbers, and leaves unhelped no man on earth
whose courage does not fail him.' The storm died down, and in the stillness of the night Andrew and the Lord, the
helmsman, talked together: 'In my youth I was a fisher, like Simon my brother, and through many gales have we run in our
sea-boat, but never have I seen mariner like thee to steer through wet wind and sea-smoke. I would I had thy art.' 'That
I might perchance teach thee,' said the Lord, the steersman; 'but what was that I heard thee say of
one who slept in a great storm?' And Andrew told Him of the quelling of the winds and the stilling of the sea. 'What
more dost thou remember of thy Master?' asked the Lord. 'Many a day it would take to tell thee all,' said Andrew, and
as the ship bore on in the starlight he recalled the days of the Lord's companionship, until his eyes grew heavy. When
he awoke it was morning, he was on the shore of Mermedonia, and he roused his companions, crying, 'Awake, arise; it was
Christ who was our steersman.'"



Beda was still speaking when the bells rang for vespers, and he broke off and quickly closed the book. "Come," he said;
"the angels, I know, visit the canonical hours and gatherings of the brethren. If they found me not there, would they
not say, 'Where is Beda that he does not come with the brethren to the prescribed prayers?'"



Thus in the cloister on the low green hill of Jarrow Beda sought to school Kynewulf to his new life as God's Gleeman.



When Easter had gone by and birch-tree and rowan were in tender leaf, Kynewulf set out to the home of dear memories at
Hanging Shaw. There he abode awhile, taking and giving such solace as he might. In the midst of May he received tidings
of
the death of Beda on the eve of Ascension. "Why was I not there?" he said; and thinking how that holy man lay alone in
his cell, with but one scholar writing by his side, while the brethren were abroad with the cross, making the circuit of
the fields and beseeching a blessing on the fruits of the earth, he marvelled at the strange endings of the lives of
men.



Thereafter he fared south to Hagulstad for the feast of Pentecost. On that day of the rushing wind and the tongues of
fire, as he stood by the little elf's place of rest, the Lord and Light-bearer gave him back his gift of song, made pure
in the fire and free from shame.



When he returned once more to his wandering life, folk scarcely knew again the gay singer in the man who had shrieked on
the waste and whose young hair was dashed with grey.



Some of the themes that Beda taught him he wrought into noble verse, and men listened to them with quickened pulses. He
won to his day of strength and tranquillity, and sang the Dream of the Rood which he had seen long ago in sleep. He was
then an old man, with very few friends left on the earth. They had fared hence and had their abiding in heaven.



When he too passed away from this fleeting life, I do not know. Best pleased am I to think of him as a shadowy gleeman,
untouched by time, and flitting about the Northumbrian moors continually.
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Hervé and Christina
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It was in the days of the Saxon conquest, and as the invaders pushed onward into the west, St. Gildas left the holy island
of Avalon, and coming to Armorica he founded a monastery on the peninsula which shuts in the rock-sown waters of the
Morbihan. Within his view lay the wooded isle in which his beloved Kadoc had made himself a home and had built a granite
causeway to the shore, for the children who thronged to his school from the main land. It was among the oaks and pines
of Rhuys that his companion Taliesin sang his mystic songs; in the sunny cloister by the blue sea he himself wrote the
story of the Overthrow.



"That conquest," he would say, "was a fire which raged across Britain till it slaked its red tongue in the waters of the
sunset." Swords gleamed and flames crackled. Fields and farms were wasted. Pitiful it was to see the slain lying in the
streets among
tumbled columns and broken altars and the tops of high towers. Many hid themselves in the hills and the dark forests,
until hunger drove them back, to become the serfs of the conquerors. Multitudes fled to the sea-shore. They crowded into
the frail boats covered with bull's hide; their priests led them forth into the deep; they sat under the swelling of the
sails and howled in misery: "Thou hast given us, O God, like sheep for meat, and hast scattered us among the heathen."



Among the fugitives in that sorrowful exodus was the young bard Huvarnion. Tall and winsome, master of many tongues, and
skilled in all the craft of music and verse, he found a welcome among the famous gleemen who frequented the court of
Childebert, King of the Franks. Paris he saw when it was still Lutetia, the strong little island-city of the Seine; and
he passed in the king's retinue to more than one of the immense farms which the Franks liked better than any walled
town. There they fleeted the time gaily in hunting and fishing and swimming. For the great feast at night the boar and
fallow-deer were roasted whole, and in the oak-pillared hall saga and song and the sound of harp and rote alone checked
the merriment over the beer-horns and silver wine-cups.



But the heart of Huvarnion was often far away
among the hills beyond Severn, and when at length tidings came of a mighty battle in which the heathen had been broken
and scattered, the bread of exile became too bitter and he could remain no longer. "You have leave to go," said
Childebert, "for every man loves best the dust he played in as a child;" and the king gladdened him with costly gifts,
and gave him a letter to the High Chief of Armorica, to speed him overseas.



So Huvarnion reached the coast of Leon, and would indeed have sailed, but that thrice he saw in dreams a maiden more
sweet and fair than awake he had ever seen. She stood singing in the glitter of the morning beside a spring on the
heath, and her song was of her quest for simples—Joy-wort for the heavy-hearted, and Herb Eye-bright for the blind, and
the red Cross-flower which prevents death. After his third dream Huvarnion rose from sleep. The sunny mist was drifting
from the heath. Far away he heard her singing, and beside a clear spring he found her. Her name was Rivanon, and like
himself she was a minstrel. After a brief wooing there was a joyful wedding.



When their little son was born and they saw that he was blind, they wept over him in his mother's arms, and called him
Hervé, which is "bitterness." But love sweetened the bitterness. The child throve
and grew strong and bright in a home where music was never silent. He was still very young when he began to touch the
harp-strings, and his father made him such an instrument as he could play. Then, as he grew bigger and little tunes came
to him, "O mother," he would cry, "isn't this like wild roses on the brambles?" or "Listen, mother; would you say that
was moonlight?"



He was scarcely six years old when Huvarnion died; and in the autumn after that year Rivanon fell ill and lost her
strength. One day Hervé took her hands and placed them upon his shoulders: "See how big and brave I am. Now you must let
me go out and beg for you." She drew him to her and cried quietly, but the lad had his way. His little white dog led him
to the villages and farms, where he sang the many songs his mother had taught him. The folk were good to him, but there
were cruel days in the white winter when he could hardly sing at all for the chattering of his teeth with cold, and his
bare feet left red tracks in the snow; and when he reached home again, he just fell back into the little child, and
Rivanon nursed him on her lap and sang and cried him to sleep.



When he was about fourteen or fifteen he spoke to her of the great longing that was in his heart. "Sometimes I think I
am like one of those birds which are
blinded that they may sing the more constantly. And oh, mother, how happy would it be for me if a hermitage were to be
my cage; and would it not make God look glad to hear me singing for Him at all times?"



"That perhaps may be God's will, dear son," said Rivanon; and she sent him to his great-uncle Gourfoed, who was a
solitary in the forest of the Red Stones. The old man blessed him, and received him with joy among his disciples; but
Rivanon joined a sisterhood of holy women who tended the sick and solaced the aged and sorrowful.



Oh, the blithe school-days in the forest, when one could scarce believe that Hervé was blind! For he seemed to be the
very spirit of light, his face shone, and he fared as though he saw things by the brightness of his soul. He came to
know the letters by shape and touch, so that he might teach others. His memory was like a wonderful book, in which the
Scriptures were written day by day; and all manner of skill and deftness lived in his fingers. Out-of-doors he could
tell the names of the trees by their sound in the wind; he was guided by their scent to the places where herbs and wild
flowers grew; and never a bird or beast was there but came to him at call. When a wolf killed his little white dog, he
put its leash on the savage creature, and bade him listen: "It is your turn now, Wolf, to lead the blind. People have
a saying, 'Like the wolf, which is grey before he is good,' but you must be good now and ever after." And the wolf
looked up into his sightless eyes, and in them he saw something that tamed him.



One day of days, when Hervé was grown up, his mother came to visit him. Service was just beginning at the little oak
chapel in the forest. There was the cross-bearer with his small acolytes in red and white; and there were the solitaries
in their grey habits and hair girdles. They were chanting a psalm as they went by in procession, and her heart leaped at
the sound of Hervé's voice, so that she cried out in her joy: "God's blessing be with you, my dear hermit son. I do not
see you, but I would know your voice in a thousand."



It was no great time afterwards that Gourfoed called Hervé to him and said: "To-morrow we fare into the forest, the
brethren and I—it may be even so far as the Red Stones, and there shall we rest until my change has come. But my work
here in the school I leave to you and your angel. Oh, Hervé, it is better to teach a little child than to work
miracles." And when Hervé wrung his hands and was silent for sorrow, the old man put his arms about his shoulders:
"Blessed be you, my son, who have lifted my heart up many a day!"



Have you watched the martins "packing" in the
red autumn evenings, and seen them racing and winding and crossing in wild glee; and, when they suddenly dropped into
the osiers, listened to their multitudinous twittering and chirming in the long willow-beds? That was Hervé's school at
work and at play. And the blind teacher was as happy as the children. He contrived curious singing-games for them, and
made many simple rhymes which they could easily remember. This was one, which he called





THE RUDDER OR THE ROCK

	Little coble,


	When the long brown nets are drifting,


	And the green waves gently lifting,


	Take your ease and have your will.


	But when winds are piping shrill,


	Heed the rudder!


	If you won't obey the rudder,


	Then the rock you shall obey.







Another ran like this, and he called it





A SONG OF THINKING

	When you waken, let your heart


	Of your senses get the start,


	Springing up in song and prayer


	Higher than the skylark dare.




	"Lord, I give Thee," you shall say,


	"Here a little child to-day,


	Soul and body, wit and will,


	Keep him safe from every ill."


	See the Fire at work; behold


	How he laughs in red and gold!


	Think how easily you might


	Be as helpful and as bright.




	Oh, the heavenly morning Air!


	God, like that, is everywhere.


	If you rest or if you run,


	Think He sees you, like the Sun.




	Like the glorious Sun that makes


	Roses on the bramble-brakes,


	Think He made you, girl and boy,


	For His love and for His joy.




	When you watch the Carrion-crow


	O'er the moorland croaking go,


	Think how wickedness must be


	Black, and more unclean than he.




	And when little Doves unseen


	Moan among the tree-tops green,


	Think your guardian angels are


	Still more sweet, and whiter far.




	When the stars begin to peep,


	Bless His name before you sleep.


	Make a place for Him in bed


	Who could nowhere lay His head.




	Sign yourself from side to side


	With the cross on which He died.


	So shall angels' wings be drawn


	Round your pillow till the dawn.








Far and wide his songs and sayings were carried, like the winged seeds which the wind sows, till his name was loved in
places he would never know; and
solitaries came and built their cells near his chapel, that they might live under his rule. The little children grew up
and others took their places, and so the years turned until it happened that Hervé was awakened by a cry in the night,
and knew that it was his mother calling. He arose and ran out-of-doors, and listened. But all was still in the forest,
save for the lightest little wakeful leaves, which whisper Hush, hush! all night long. While he stood in doubt what he
should do, some one twitched his habit. He gave a start, but immediately laughed to himself, and, reaching down, felt
the shaggy head of Wolf. "Did you too hear? Then we go."



The cocks were crowing and the dogs barking, and they felt the shiver of the new day long before they came to Rivanon.
She was lying white and still, at the mercy of God; and it was a world, as they say, to see her face colour and her eyes
shine as she embraced her son. Near her was a little maid of six years, and Rivanon took the child's hand and laid it in
his: "This is Christina, my niece. She has been with me since her mother died. I give her to you and God." Then in a
little while she said under her breath, "O my dear son!" and closed her eyes; and they heard a low sigh of heart's-ease
as her angel led her forth.



And now the peace of the forest was vexed by the
chiefs of Leon. Ever turbulent and still pagan at heart, they came to Hervé that he might show them the secrets of the
stars, and work spells to destroy their enemies; and when he denied them, they harassed him, now with fresh gifts and
now with the ruffling of their wild men-at-arms. In his trouble as to whither they should go, he went to ask counsel of
Gourfoed, and with him he took Christina and Wolf, for they were his eyes.



They found the great red standing-stones in a distant glade, and in the midst of them the broad slab on four rocks,
whereon men had been miserably sacrificed; but all around grew weeds and briars; and half-hidden by these were the ruins
of huts, and a low mound marked with a cross of stones. So Hervé knew that the old father Gourfoed was dead, and he
returned home sorrowful.



Messengers awaited him from the Bishop of Leon, who would fain have made him a priest, but Hervé was abashed and would
not. "Yet, if I be not all unworthy," he said, "ordain me an exorcist, that I may have power against the Evil One." And
the good bishop gave him his wish, and counselled him to seek a place of peace in the wilds of Cornouaille, far to the
westward.



There they found a sheltered spot, beside a spring in a coombe of the moorland. Ground was granted
them, and they cleared and fenced it, and tilled and planted; and built themselves cells, making for Christina a shelter
thatched with broom under a cluster of willows. This was her beehive, and Wolf was her guardian and playfellow.



Upon a night when the buckwheat was sprouting, Hervé's sleep was broken with strange dreams. He heard the noise of axe
and saw, fall of trees and lopping of boughs, and the sound of mallet and chisel dressing stone. Out of a mist loomed
bullock-teams, with timber and grey-green blocks of stone upon the tugs. Men whom he could not see were stacking wood
and piling stone in the coombe. Suddenly he was aware of two angels, shining in a great light, and at their feet lay a
white scroll. It was unrolled upon the ground, and pebbles lay upon it to keep it open. One angel said to the other,
"Shall not Hervé take the chain and help us?" The other answered, "Better that Hervé should first take the scroll and
scan it." Then Hervé took up the scroll, and knew it for the builder's plan of a fair minster. One moment he studied the
lines and figures; the next he was watching the angels as they marked and measured the ground with the silver chain. All
the while the air was humming softly with numberless small voices, as though bees were singing: "Except the Lord—except
the Lord shall build the house,
they labour in vain—in vain—in vain; except the Lord shall build the house, they labour in vain that build it."



Then out into the unknown land, to manor and farm, to village and town, fared Hervé in quest of all that was needed for
the church of his vision. Never before, in the busy streets or on the misty moors, had folk stopped to gaze after such
strange wanderers as the blind hermit, bare-headed and bare-footed, with the wolf by his side, and the child flitting
like a gleesome elf of the apple-trees. Sometimes they met with but cold comfort, but for the most part their very
strangeness won them all they asked for.



When the minster was built it was a world of wonder how anything so beautiful could have been wrought by a blind man;
and long afterwards, when aged people told how Hervé used to sing and play to the workmen as they laboured, it became a
legend that long ago, on a summer night, the minster had sprung up to the music of an angel.



Who so happy as Christina when Hervé gave her charge of the church, to keep it clean, and to have fair white linen and
flowers on the altar? Sometimes when she was singing at her task, he would open the door softly, and stand to listen;
but she would hear him, and call, "Uncle, I see you;" and he would quickly steal away, strangely light-hearted.
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AND TO HAVE FAIR WHITE LINEN AND FLOWERS ON THE ALTER.


One stern and thrilling scene entered into Hervé's gentle life before the end. The savage chief Canao had slain his
brother Hoel; and setting aside Hoel's little son Judual, had made himself High Prince instead. Treacherous and cruel,
he oppressed the people, ravaging their fields and burning their homesteads. Their holy men alone could help them. But
when the Bishops of the Nine Churches had warned Canao in vain, they sat in council and found there was but one way to
check the tyrant.



They assembled on the solitary hill, Menez-Bré, from which one looks over leagues of country, and along the crinkled
shores and the grey sea of Cornouaille. Upon that hill-top was a dolmen of ancient days, and beside it the bishops
kindled a torch, and giving it to Hervé, whom they had summoned to them, they bade him utter against Canao the great
curse which casts a man forth from all Christian heritage. And Hervé mounted the old stones, and cried the curse abroad,
weeping; but instead of extinguishing the torch, as one who dooms a soul to the outer darkness, Hervé laid it upon the
rock.



Now, far away, while these things were done upon the hill Menez-Bré, the little Prince Judual fled for safety to the
monastery of Leonor. But the holy man, Leonor, knowing how little he was like to be
in safety there, sent him down at once to the shore with one of the brethren, and watched anxiously for a sign of their
sailing.



Black with rage came Canao, riding from the forest. "Bring me the child," he cried, dismounting. "He is not here,"
replied Leonor. "Where then?" Leonor pointed to the sea: "Mark yon dark sail upon the waters. He is beneath it, on his
way to the King of the Franks."



Canao struck the holy man in the face, and screaming, "Not yet too late!" leaped into the saddle and dashed the spurs
into his stallion's flanks. The fierce horse reared with a sharp cry and bounded forward. Hand could not hold him; rein
could not turn him. Stones and turf flew from his hoofs as he raced with the bit between his teeth and thundered over
the brink of the sea-cliffs.



Far away, upon the hill Menez-Bré, Hervé, instead of extinguishing the torch, laid it upon the rock: "O fathers, let it
burn so long as it may, in token of God's mercy!"



The little maid was in her fourteenth year, and it was late in the autumn. The birch-trees glowed in tarnished silver
and orange, and berries hung red as blood on the briars. The swallows had flown, and the starlings; and in the bright
blustering weather
thousands of crumpled leaves flocked and whirled, as if they too would fly.



Christina was singing softly at her work in the church, and Hervé opened the door; but instead of listening, he called
her to him: "Christina, little sister, make my bed. Spread it here on the ground before the altar, that I may be at my
Saviour's feet. Place a stone for my pillow, and let the bed be ashes, that the Dark Angel may find me lying there."



Christina gazed at him with a frightened face: "Oh, uncle, you are not well. Let me take you away."



"Nay, dear child; but do what I ask, and quickly."



Christina ran, weeping bitterly, and told the brethren; and they, gathering round Hervé, saw that his change was nigh.
When the ashes were strewn before the altar, he lay down upon them and said, "Pray for me. My strength is gone; my heart
fails; this is the end."



And weeping beside him, Christina prayed: "Oh, uncle, do not leave me. Beg of God to let me follow you quickly, as a
little boat follows the stream."



"Beg only, little sister," Hervé answered, "that God's will may be done."



Then Christina went and lay at his feet, clasping them, for they were cold as stone. "How far have
I led you, holy feet," she moaned to herself; "and whither will you now go without me?"



For a little time Hervé's lips moved silently. As the Dark Angel stilled them with his touch, the child's heart broke;
and turning away from Hervé, the Dark Angel laid his hand tenderly upon her bright hair.
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