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Seneca’s Retelling of the Orpheus Legend

Hercules Furens, lines 569-89, Translation by Frank justus Miller

Immites potuit flectere cantibus
umbrarum dominos et prece supplici
Orpheus, Eurydicen dum repetit suam.
quae silvas et aves saxaque traxerat
ars, quae praebuerat fluminibus moras,
ad cuius sonitum constiterant ferae,
mulcet non solitis vocibus inferos

et surdis resonat clarius in locis,
deflent Eurvdicen Threiciae nurus,
deflent et lacrimis difficiles dei,

et qui fronte nimis crimina tetrica
quaerunt ac veteres excutiunt reos
flentes Eurydicen iuridici sedent,
tandem mortis ait 'vincimur' arbiter,
‘evade ad superos, lege tamen data:
tu post terga tui perge viri comes,

tu non ante tuam respice coniugem,
qguam cum clara deos obtulerit dies
Spartam que aderit ianua Taenari.'
odit verus amor nec patitur moras:
munus dum properat cernere, perdidit.
Quae vinci potuit regia carmine.

haec vinci poterit regia viribus.

Orpheus had power to bend the ruthless lords
of the shades by song and suppliant praver,
when he sought back his Eurydice.

The art which had drawn the trees and birds and rocks,

which had stayed the course of rivers, at whose
sound the beasts had stopped to listen,

soothes the underworld with unaccustomed strains,
and rings out clearer in those unhearing realms.
Eurydice the Thracian brides bewail; even the gods,
whom no tears can move, bewail her;

and they who with awful brows investigate

men’s crimes and sift out ancient wrongs, as

they sit in judgment, bewail Eurydice. At length
death’s lord exciaims: “We own defeat; go forth

to the upper world, yet by this appointed doom ~
fare thou as comrade behind thy husband, and thou,
look not back upon thy wife until bright day

shall have revealed the gods of heaven, and

the opening of Spartan Taenarus shall be at hand.”
True love hates delay and brooks it not;

while he hastes to look upon his prize, ‘tis lost.

The realm which could be overcome by song,

that realm shall strength have power to overcome.

Boethius’ Retelling of Seneca’s Retelling of the Orpheus Legend

The Consolation of Philosophy, Book Three, Meter 12. Translation by David R. Slavitt

Felix, gui potuit boni
fontem visere lucidum,
felix, qui potuit gravis
terrae solvere vincula.
Quondam funera coniugis
vates Threicius gemens
postquam flebilibus modis
silvas currere mobiles,
amnes stare coegerat
iunxitque intrepidum latus
saevis cerva leonibus

nec visum timuit lepus

iam cantu placidum canem,
cum flagrantior intima
fervor pectoris ureret

nec, qui cuncta subegerant

Happy is he who is able

to find the fountain of goodness,

and happy, too, is he

who can free himself from the chains
that bind him to heavy earth.
Orpheus long ago sang

his dirge for Eurydice’s death

and rooted trees ran to hear

and running rivers stopped

to listen. The hind lay down

with the savage lion in safety,

and the hare and the coursing hound,
were rapt and at peace together

in the notes of his mournful threne
that soothed every heart thaf heard it -
but not that of the singer,



mulcerent dominum modi,
inmites superos querens
infernas adiit domos.

{tiic blanda sonantibus
chordis carmina temperans,
quicquid praecipius deae
matris fontibus hauserat,
quod luctus dabat impotens,
quod luctum geminans amor,
deflet Taenara commovens
et dulci veniam prece
ymbrarum dominos rogat.
Stupet tergeminus novo
captus carmine ianitor,
guae sontes agitant metu
ultrices scelerum deae

iam maestae lacrimis madent;
non Ixionium caput

velox praecipitat rota

et longa site perditus
spernit flumina Tantalus;
vultur dum satur est modis,
non traxit Tityi iecur.
Tandem Vincimur! arbiter
umbrarum miserans ait.
‘Donamus comitem viro
emptam carmine coniugem;
sed lex dona coherceat,

ne dum Tartara liquerit

fas sit lumina flectere.’

quis legem det amantibus?
Maior lex amor est sibi.

Heu noctis prope terminos
Orpheus Eurydicen suam
vidit, perdidit, occidit.

Vos haec fabula respicit
quicumgque in superum diem
mentem ducere quaeritis;
nam qui Tartareum in specus
victus lumina flexerit,
quicquid praecipuum trahit,
perdit dum videt inferos.

whose grief burned all the more fiercely,
and, wailing, he raged at the gods.
He dared to venture below

where his lyre’s music echoed

that he drew from his instrument
and the gifts of his mother, the muse,
as he sang of his loss that his love
made only the harder to bear.

The dead quickened with feeling

the griefs of his sweet singing

as he made his plea to the gloomy
lords of the underworld

and begged that they might relent.
The three-headed dog at the gate

fell utterly silent, enchanted.

The Furies who terrify

the souls of the guilty melted

and tears coursed down their cheeks.
ixion at his turning

wheel stopped for the moment,

and Tantalus, tormented,

paused in his quest for water.

Even the vuiture ceased

to tear at Tityus’ liver.

Hades himself announced:

“We grant this man his wife,

bought by his wonderful singing.

But the terms of the gift are these -
that as he is leaving our realm

he may not look back or look down.”
But who can give rules to lovers?
The heart makes its own decrees.
Alas, alas! At the very

verge of the dark kingdom,

Orpheus had his moment

of doubt, and turned and saw,

and lost the woman forever.

This old and familiar tale

is yours, as you make your ascent
leading your mind to the light,

forif, in a moment of weakness,

you should look back on the darkness,
the excellence you have achieved
you will lose, looking back, looking down.



The Alfredian Old English Retelling of Boethius’ Retelling of Seneca’s Retelling of the Orpheus Legend
B Text, Chapter XXXV, §7

Ongon ba singan ond cwaed: Gesaealig bid se mon pe meeg geseon pone hluttran @wellm paes hehtan
godes, ond of him selfum aweorpan mag ba biostro his modes. We sculon get of ealdum feasum
spellum &e sum bispell reccan. Hit gelamp gio deette an hearpere waes on paere beode pe Dracia hatte,
sio was on Creca rice. Se hearpere was swide ungefraeglice god, paes nama was Orfeus. He hafde an
swife anlic wif, sio waes haten Eurudice. Pa ongon mon secgan be pam hearpere peaet he mihte
hearpian peet se wuda wagode ond pa stanas hi styredon for pam swege, ond wilde deor der woldon to
irnan ond standon swilce hi tame waeron, swa stille beah hi men o88e hundas wid eodon, Jeet hina ne
onscunedon. ba seedon hi paet aes hearperes wif sceolde acwelan ond hire sawle mon sceolde leedon to
helle. Da sceolde se hearpere weorpan swa sarig paet he ne mihte ongemong o8rum monnum bion, ac
teah to wuda ond seet on §am muntum agper ge daeges ge nihtes, weop ond hearpode pat §a wudas
bifodon ond pa ea stodon, ond nan heort ne onscunode nanne leon, ne nan hara nanne hund, ne nan
neat nyste nanne andan ne nanne ege to odrum for paere mirhpe paes sones. Da dam hearpere pa
puhte paet hine pa nanes dinges ne lyste on bisse worulde, pa dohte he pat he wolde gesecan helle
godu, ond onginnan him oleccan mid his hearepan ond biddan paet hi him ageafan eft his wif. ba he da
pider com, pa sceolde cuman bere helle hund ongean hine, pas nama was Cerverus, se sceolde
habban prio heafda; ond ongan faegenian mid his steorte ond pleigan wid hine for his hearpunga. Da
was paer eac swide egeslic geatweard, paes nama sceolde beon Caron; se haefde eac prio heafda, ond se
was swide oreald. Da ongon pe hearpere hine biddan peet he hine gemundbyrde pa hwile pe he dare
waere, ond hine gesundne eft ponan brohte. Da gehet he him paet, fordeem he waes oflyst paes
seldcupan sones. Pa eode he furdor, 08 he gemette pa graman gydena Je folcisce men hatad Parcas, pa
hi secgad peaet on nanum men nyton nan are, ac alcum men wrecen be his gewyrhtum. Pa hi secgad peet
wealdan &lces monne wyrde. Da ongann he biddan hiora miltse; pa ongunnon hi wepan mid him.

Pa eode he furdor, ond him urnon ealle helwaran ongean ond ladon hine to hiora cyninge ond
ongunnon ealle sprecan mid him ond biddan paes he beaed. Ond peet unstille hweol Je ixion wees to
gebunden Lavita cyning for his scilde, paet odstod for his hearpunga. Ond Tantalus se cyning be on bisse
worulde ungemetlice gifre was, ond him ber beet ilce yfel fyligde, bees gifernesse he gestilde. Ond se
ultor sceolde forlatan peet he slat 3a lifre Ticcies paes cyninges pe hine a&r mid dy witnode. Ond eall
hellwara witu gestildon 8a hwile pe he beforan dam cyninge hearpode. Pa he 8a lange ond lange
hearpode, ba clipode se hellwara cyning ond cwaed. Uton agifan pam esne his wif, forbam he hi heefo
geearnod mid his hearpunga. Bebead him pa peet he geare wiste paet he hine nafre underbaec ne
besawe, siddan he ponanweard waere, ond sade gif he hine underbaec besawe peet he sceolde forleten
beet wif. Ac ba lufe mon mag swide uneape forbeodan; wilawei, hweet Orfeus pa leedde his wif mid him
00 he com on paet gemaere leohtes ond eostro. ba eode paet wif sefter him. Pa he ford on peet leoht
com, ba beseah he hine underbaec wid dees wifes. Pa losede heo him sona. Das leasan spell ierad
gewhilcne man bara de wilnad helle deostro to flionne ond to dees sodan Godes liohte to cumenne, beet
he hine ne besio to his ealdum yfelum swa paet he hi eft swa fullice fullfremme swa he hi zr dyde.
Forbam swa hwa swa mid fullon willan his mod went to pam yflum pe he ser forlet ond hi ponne
fullfremed ond hi him ponne fullice liciad, ond he hi naefre forleetan ne pencd, donne forlyst he eall his
aerran god buton he hit eft gebete.

Translation by Malcolm Godden and Susan lrvine

He began then to sing and said, ‘Happy is the man who can see the clear source of the highest good, and
cast from himself the darkness of his mind. We must yet again give you an example from old false



stories. It happened long ago that there was a harper in the country that is called Thrace, which was in
the kingdom of the Greeks. The harper, whose name was Orpheus, was remarkably good. He had a very
excellent wife, who was called Eurydice. Then people began saying of the harper that he could harp so
that the wood moved and the rocks stirred themselves because of the sound, and wild animals would
run there and stand still as if they were tame, so still that though men or hounds went towards them
they did not flinch. Then they said that the harper’s wife died and her soul was taken to hell. Then the
harper became so sorrowful that he could not live among other men but took to the woods and sat in
the mountains both day and night, weeping and harping so that the woods trembled and the rivers
stood still, and no hart feared a lion, and no hare a hound, and no animal felt hostility or fear towards
another because of the sweetness of the sound. When it seemed to the harper that nothing pleased him
in this world, then he thought that he would seek the gods of hell and try to charm them with his harp
and ask that they give him back his wife. When he came there, then the hound of hell came to meet
him, whose name was Cerberus, who had three heads, and began to show pleasure with his tail and play
with him because of his harping. Then there was also there a very fearsome porter, whose name was
Charon. He also had three heads and he was extremely old. Then the harper asked him to protect him
while he was there, and to bring him back from there unharmed. Then he promised him that, because
he was charmed by the unusual sound. Then he went further until he met the fierce goddesses whom
ordinary people call Parcae, who, they say, show no favor to anyone but take vengeance on each man
according to his merits. Those control everyone’s fate, they say. Then he asked for their mercy; then
they wept with him.

Then he went further and all the inhabitants of hell ran to meet him and led him to their king
and all addressed him and asked for what he asked for. And the ceaseless wheel to which Ixion king of
the Lavite was bound for his crime stood still because of his harping. And Tantalus the king who was
exceedingly greedy in this world, and that same torment followed him there, he stilled that greed. And
the vulture stopped tearing the liver of the king Tityus, which previously tormented him with that. And
all the punishments of hell’s residents stopped while he harped before the king. When he had harped
for a long time, then the king of hell’s inhabitants called out and said: “Let us give the fellow his wife
because he has earned her with his harping.” He commanded him then that he should take care that he
never looked behind him after he was on his way from there, and said that if he looked behind him he
would lose his wife. But one cannot prohibit love very easily. Alas, Orpheus then led his wife with him
until he came to the boundary of light and darkness. Then his wife went after him. When he came out
into the light then he looked back towards his wife. Then she was lost to him immediately. These false
stories teach everyone of those who wish to fiee the darkness of hell and to come into the light of the
true God, that he should not look behind him to his old evils so that he commits them again as fully as
he did them before. For whoever with full desire turns his mind to the evils that he abandoned before
and commits them then and takes full pleasure in them, and never intends to leave them, he then loses
all his earlier goods, unless he makes amends for it again.’



The Answer

BY ANNE FINCH, COUNTESS OF WINCHILSEA
To Pope’s Impromptu

Disarmed with so genteel an air,
The contest [ give o’er;

Yet, Alexander, have a care,
And shock the sex no more.

We rule the world our life’s whole race,
Men but assume that right;

First slaves to ev'ry tempting face,
Then martyrs to our spite.

You of one Orpheus sure have read,
Who would like you have writ

Had he in London town been bred,
And polished too his wit;

But he poor soul thought all was well,
And great should be his fame,

When he had left his wife in hell,
And birds and beasts could tame.

Yet venturing then with scoffing rhymes
The women to incense,

Resenting heroines of those times
Soon punished his offense.
And as the Hebrus rolled his skull,
And harp besmeared with blood,
They clashing as the waves grew full,
Still harmonized the flood.

But you our follies gently treat,
And spin so fine the thread,

You need not fear his awkward fate,
The lock won't cost the head.

Our admiration you command
For all that's gone before;

What next we look for at your hand
Can only raise it more.

Yet sooth the ladies I advise
(As me too pride has wrought)

We're born to wit, but to be wise
By admonitions taught.
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Sir Orfeo’

X%l 7e redeth oft and findeth y-writ
i Yad this clerkes® wele it wite,”

Laves that ben in §’1;as{>inv“

ften

Ben y- §{ ii{ik;.i, i}i" ?Ci’i! {}if";"

Sum bethe of wer® and sum of wo,” ne of war / woe

And sum of joie and mirthe also,

And sum of trecherie and of gile,” ¢
Of old aventours® char el adventures
while;® happened long age

And sum of bourdes® and ribaudy,®  hawdy jesss / ribaldry

And mani ther beth® of fairy. many there are
Of al thinges that men seth,” rell
Mest 0° love, forsothe, they beth.

In Breteyne® this iayffs:’ were wrought, Sritrany
First y-founde® and forth y-brought, created / brought forsh
Of aventours that fel bi dayes,®  happened in bygone days
Wherof Bretouns® maked Bretons (men of Brittany)
her® layes. their
When kinges might our y-here® anywhere hear
Of ani mervailes® that ther were, wonders

Thai token® an harp in gle and took

game“ musical entertainment and revelry
And maked a lay and gaf® it name. gave
Now of this aventours that weren y-falle® happened
\{9 can tel sum, ac® noughralle, 17 bus

Ac herkneth,® lordinges that ben trewe, but listen

d il° you telle of Sir Orfewe. 1 wilf
Orteo mest® of ani thing most
Lovede the gle® of harping. miesic

Siker® was everi gode harpour certain

Ot him to have miche® honour. muech

Himselt he lerned forro ‘hafxp,e he taught himself ro harp
Xﬂd Cf‘»’ { theron 1118 ’«Vi{‘{ﬁs SLh&.fP

He lernad so ther no Lmno was” i1 1o way

A berter harpour in no plas.”’ place

In al the warld was no man bore®

I3
2orn

Sir Orfeo . The present text has been prepared for The Broadview

thology of British Literature by Ruch f‘sxm“;,

I Brerey The poem Sir Orfeo is one of a small group

of Middle —a poem in the

stvle of ¢ “h lais of Marie de France.
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ig”’i’ ones® Orfeo sat bifore—
i%a;s{ he schuld rthenche® thar he were
° of the joles of Paradis,

lnon

Swiche® melody in his harping is.
Orfeo was a king,”

In Inglond” an heighe® lording,

A stalworth man and hardi bo;®

Large and curteys” he was also.

His fader was comen® of King Pluro,

And his moder of King Juno,’

That sum dme were as godes yhold®

For aventours that thai dede® and rold

This king sojournd® in Traciens,
g s0j
That

For Winchester was cleped tho®

as a cité of noble defens—
Traciens, withouten no.”

The king hadde a quen of priis®
That was y-cleped® Dame Heurodis,
The fairest levedi, for the nones,”
That might gon on” bodi and bones,
Ful of love and godenisse—°

Ac® no man may telle hir fairnise.”

Bifel so in the comessing of May’

When miri® and hot is the day,
And oway® beth winter schours,®
And everi feld® is ful of flours,”
And blosme breme® on everi bough
Over al wexeth® miri anough,”
This ich® quen, Dame Heurodis

;
line on £.300a.
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descended from

held as gods
did
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called then
doubr

a4 queen of worth
called

lady of the time
walk in

virtue

but / beanty

away ! showers
Jield 7 flowers
blossom bright
grows / enough

same

Orfeo was a king The Auchinleck manuscript begins with this

England are unique to the Auchinleck manuscript. The poert

identifies classical Thrace with English Winchesrer.

King Juno While Orfeo is positioned here as a king of England,

¥

story s loosely based. Pluto

he names of his ancestors recall the classical myth on whic

ch the

was the god of Hades, the classical

underworld. Juno was not a king but Jupiter’s sister and wife, a

powerful, capricious, and somet
may be a scribal error here, the

interpretation.

imesvengetul goddess. While "King”

erm adds to the possible layers of

Bifel ... May So it happened at the beginning of May. In
medieval folklore, May is often a time of fairy actvity. In medieval

romance and lyric, May is also a

longing. By sering Heurodis's sbduction in May,

the c<:~izf{§y love tradition as well as fz

rales.

ssoctated with wurr?fw and love-

e poet invokes
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Tok to maidens of priis,” two worthy maid
And went in an undrentide’
To play bi an orchardside,”

o
o

To se the floures sprede and sprin
And to here the foules® sing, bivds
That sert hem doun® al thre sai themselves down
Under a fair ympe-tre,”

And wel sone this fair quene
Fel on slepe opon® the grene. #pon
The maidens durst hir nought awake,
Bot lete hir ligge® and rest take. but let her i

So sche slepe til after none,”

RO
That undertide was al y-done.”
Ac, as sone as sche gan awake,” awoke

Sche crid, and lothli bere gan make;”
Sche froted hir honden and hir fete,”
And crached hir visage—it bled wete.”
Hir riche robe hye al to-rett® she tore all to pieces
And was reveysed out of hir wit.”
The two maidens hir biside

No durst with hir no leng® abide, longer
Bot ourn® to the palays ful right”
And told bothe squier and knight

ran | straight

That her® quen awede wold.®
And bad hem go and hir at-hold.”

Knightes urn® and levedis® also,

7 . i i
their ] would go mad

s
rai [ ladies

undrentide  Although usually translatedas “noon,” this term can
refer to almost any tme of day from 9 a.m. 1o 3 p.m. Noon was
regarded as a time of spiritual danger in Christan tradidion and of

vulnerability to fairies in folklore

orchardside reeenth

and

Roval orchards of the thirteenth

centuries were encle

edspacesintended to separate cul ed pl

ot

from the wilderness and to provide an ourdoor area where members
of the court could safely enterrain themselves.

*ympe-tre Grafted tree. In both Celtic folldore and other Middle

fairy abduction is often connected to an apple

English Breton lay

tree or another tree with grafted branches.

e ; . ; o . s 5 ¢
That undertide ... y-done The morning had completely passed.

$Sehe crid wabe  She sobbed 1 fe it -y
Sche crid L. make  She sopbed and made a terrible outery.

She chafed her hands and her feet.

Sche ... fote

And crached ... it bled wete A ‘hed her face unul it was

WD U SR S
Tour of (orrobbed of

1 of

Hare hersell

165

110

120

Damisels sextt and mo.® sixty and more
i

In the orchard to the quen hye® come,

And her up in her armes nome,®

canght her up in their arm

And brought hir to bed artte last,

And held hir there fine fase.® firmly

Ac ever she held in o cri ase

And wold up® and owy.” wanted to get up / awa,
When Orfeo herd that tiding

Never him nas wers for nothing."

He come with knightes tene® ten

To chaumber, right bifor the quene,

And bi-held, and seyd with grete pité,

“O lef liif, what is te,

That ever yete hast ben so stille

And now gredest wonder schille?"’

Thy bodi, that was so white y-core,” marchlessly

With thine nailes is all to-tore.” torn up
face

I8 o o]
aspen paid

Allas! thy rode,® that was so red,
Is al wan,® as thou were ded;
And also thine fingres smale®

Beth al blodi and al pale.

Allas! thy lovesum eyyen to”

elegantly shaped

two beantiful eyes
Loketh s0° man doth on his fo! s
A, dame, ich biseche,® merci! ] beg
Lete ben® al this reweful® cri,

And tel me what the is, and hou,”
And what thing may the help now.”

lex be / pizifirl

Tho? lay sche stille atte last

very hard

And gan to wepe swithe fast,”

And seyd thus the King to:
“Allas, mi lord, Sir Orfeo!

Sethen® we first togider were, since

Ones wroth never we nere;’”

Bot ever ich have yloved the

As mi liif and so thou me:

t
Ac now we mot delen 8&};0

5%

Do thi best, for y mot® go.

“Allas!” quath he, “forlorn icham!®
;

B . - S14
Whider wiltow go, and to wham?

¢ him so unhappy.

Cnothing Never did anything mak

Oh, dear life

Lol et O whin have alwave
, what 1s with vou, who have aiways

3 N
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Whar 1s wrong with vou and how (5




er come o me to° fair knightes, e

v-armed al to

poinis
And bad me comen an het

;
And speke with her® lord {.}’c king.
d,

And ich answerd at® wordes bol

Y odurst Q(Hi&i‘ s O Y nold.® i not, nor wonld

Thai priked oyain as thai might ¢ drive;”

I'ho® com her kin g ‘Jis y blive,® then | as ha

7ith an hundred knightes and mo,

And damisels an h Jnd d alsa,

Al on SII(')\/\"C*\VE?%YC stedes;

As white as milke were her wedes.® their clothes
Y no seighe® never yete bifore setnw
So fair creatours y-core.” peerless

The king hadde a croun on hed;

It nas” of silver, no® of gold red,

wds not / nor

Acirwas of a precious ston

As bright as the sonne it schon.”

And as son as he to me cam,

Wold ich, nold ich, he me nam,
And made me

Opon a palfray’ bi his side

with him ride

And brought me to his palays,
ele atird® in ich ways,”
1
i

; /o
Apcpriten [ every Wiy

And schewed me castels and tours,” r

Rivers, forestes, frich with flours,”  meadowland with flower

And his riche stedes ichon:®

cach one

1yl
v ?/{(’f ﬂ/h

o
Where
} with me. Critics have note

vill

est, L w

wirh me

vervou go [ will (go) wit
d that this

orwhitherthou gorand where

people shall be my people. and thy

) . )
s Ages, these words were associated

i

.. might drive They rode back again, hu

ker I would or not, he took me.

stance above, lne 140,

A \m"u} sadde i%c horse ofrenused by women

s with the “snowe-

Sreeds were powerhul

ents or battle.

e under this ympe

H

hwan thou schale with ous” go

And live with ous evermo.

A H s o
And yif thou makest ous y-let,” i you by

rvent us

Whar thou be, the

1 worst y-fet,

And rorore® thine

63

limes” al torn
That nothing help the

1o piece
> no schal:
And thei thou hest®

SO totorn, cven though you are

Yete thou worst with ous y-born.™
When King Orfeo herd this cas,”
“O we!l™ quath he, “Allas, allas!

Lever me were to tere® mi litf

ser of circumstances
woe

"{ u:’[f’{ eeh fftf [U)(.
Than thus o lese®

the quen, mi wiif!” fose

He asked conseyt at ich man,® advice from every man

Ac no man him help no can.’

Amorwe® the undertide is come o the morrow

And Orteo hath his armes y-nome,” seized

And wele ten hundred knightes with him,”

lch y-armed, stout and grim;

And with the quen wenten he

Right unto that ympe-tre.

Thai made scheltrom” in ich a side

And sayd thai wold there abide

And dye® ther everichon, die
- thou be, thou worst y-fer Wherever you are, you will be

: f ing’s threar to ¢ ses

not come with him contrasts with Orfeo’s loving promise at lines

12930 to go wherever she goes.

r
. y-born

Al be broughe with us.

ved . help o

n romance and in real fife, the

1z was expected to seek fm advice of his nobles.

ﬁ?hcr

90, a hundred knights ac

e hundred knightes with bim  As with the numbers in the

lines 143-44)

> a large numbe en hundred

s all thg military

xmaia{}lc to him in his eftors to procect his queen.

seheltrom  Close-formed ranks of armed men or a compact body

. o . U .
of troops. The term derives from the Old English seyldetruma,

shield-wallorshield- M}np asandard Anglo-Saxon bartle formation

in which warriors used o

cir shields o form a defen

1sive ?3%1 }l& nx.
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Tho® was ther criing, v wo!

be

vepe and
The king into his chaumber is go,
And oft swoned” opon the ston,”

And made swiche diol” and

swiche mon®

That neighe his Lif was y-spent—"
Ther was non amendement,

He cleped® togider his barouns,

Erls, iord{fs of renouns,”

Ana when thai al v-comen were,
“bifor vou here

“Lordinges,” he said,
=

lch (}z‘d;‘aim’” min heighe steward”
mi kingdom afterward;
“ ben he schal

To kepe mi londes overal.

To wit
In mi x:tcdfs

i

For now ichave® mi quen y-lore,”

The tairest levedi® that ever was bore,
Never eft y nil no woman se.”

10 »
1l ore

Into wildernes ic
And live ther e

With s 1 de be

And when ye m;dusm; % thar v be sp

VETrmore

>stes 11 he

Make you than a parleme:

And chese” vou a newe king.
Now doth vour best with al mi thing
Tho was ther wepeing in the hall

thar he neaq

PEOFEOLG

such [ameniation

{4l

;
Cood vepHLAIIO S

dfipeiini

;
Fuie

P lissin 7 oloes
§opdee 7olosd

rLg
1)

H JEE L
il go

AFEEVY W60

daidnd

And ;}f:@;a‘s him, vif his wille were,

- no schuld nought fra

that h

"

hem go.
§§ ) ‘5»\;{5 ’ Gugt?z he, =

< kin 6(;(

“ asclavin® o

scho, no

ert, ne s nother gode,”
Baa his

harp he tok algate®

And dede him barfot® our atte gare;
No man most” with him go.

O wayt® Whar the

was wepe and wo. sl

When he chat hacide ben king with croun

Went so poverlich® out of toun!

Thurth wode® and over heth®

Into the wildernes he geth.” govs

Nothing he fint that him 15 ays.” finds that is comfortable for him

Bot ever he liveth in gret malais.”

He chat

And on bed the purp

hadde y-werd the fowe and griss,
er biis,”

lith .©

Now on hard herhe he

With leves and gresse he him writh.”

He thar hadde had castels and tours)| terwers
River, forest, frich with Hours,® seadeowland with flowers

Now, thel it comend to snewe and frese,

[}

prrEisf [ pRss

This king mot® malke his bed in mes

grear worth
‘,\H’ i

He that had y-had knightes of priis®

Bifor him kneland, and levedis,® ladres

Now seth® he nothing that him liketh, e

¥

1es? bi him striketh.

Bor wilde worn

He thar had v-had plenté
; i

Of mete and drink, of ich deynté

Ay

Now may he al day &%gggc and wrore®

- his fille of rore.
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Whiderso® this levedis ride,

The selve® way ichil streche—"° same [ 1 will proc
Of liif no deth me no reche.” care
His sclavain he dede on also spac’
And henge® his harp opon his bac,”  bung / upon bis back
And had wel gode wil to gon—

He no spard® noither stub® no ston.  did not spare / stuomp

In ar a roche® the levedis nideth,

rock
And he after, and noughrt abideth.
When he was in the roche y-go,
Wele thre mile other mo,
He com into a fair cuntray® country

As bright so sonne® on somers® dav, as sun / summer’s
s

Smothe and plain® and al grene—"° even / green
Hille no dale nas ther non y-sene.” was there nor seer
Amidde the lond a castel he sighe,” saw
Riche and real® and wonder heighe.” royal / amazingly bigh
Al the utmast wal® all the outermost wall

bright

Louers

Was clere and schine® as cristal;

An hundred tours® ther were about,
Degiselich and bataild stout.’

The butras® com out of the diche®
Of rede gold y-arched” riche.

The vousour was avowed al®

buttresses | moar
arched

the vaulting was all colored

Of ich maner divers aumal.’

Within ther wer wide wones,® spacious dwelling-places

Al of precious stones;

The werst® piler on to biholde

WOTsE

Was al of burnist® go}d.fi burnished
Al that lond was ever light,
For when it schuld be therk® and night, dark

The riche stones light gonne® began 1 shine

As bright as doth at none® the sonne. noon

3

His sclavain ... also spac He put on his cloak at once.

* Degiselichand bataild stour Wonderfully crenellated and strong.

OF ich maner divers awmal With various kinds of enamel,
Different effects could be achieved by using different enameling

techniques.
Within ther wer ... of burnist gold  The architectural details the

poet includes here m

astle not only a palace of

 Theflying
example, was a French n, introduced to Eng
late thirteenth century, and reg
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No man may telle, no thenche® in thoughrt,

imagine
The riche werk that ther was wrought.® created
Bi al thing him think® that it is it seems to him
The proude court of Paradis.

In this castel the levedis alight;
He wold in® after, Esgo he migb‘{, wished to come in / if
Orfeo knokketh atte gate;

The porter was redi therate®

And asked whar he wold hav y-do.”

“Parfay!” quath he, “icham® a minstrel, lo!

at it
wished to do

7 am
To solas® thi lord with mi gle.®
Yif his swete® wille be.”

entertain | music

Jwedt
The porter undede® the gate anon unlocked
And lete® him into the castel gon. ler

Than he gan bihold® abourt al,
And seighe liggeand® within the wal
Of folk that were thider y-brought
And thought dede,® and nare nought.”
Sum stode withouten hade,”

began to look

saw lying

dead / were not
head

And sum non armes nade,® had no arms

And sum thurth® the bodi hadde wounde, through
And sum lay wode,® y-bounde, mad
And sum armed on hors sete,” sar

And sum astrangled as thai ete;”” choked as they aie

And sum were in water adreynt,’ drowned
And sum with fire al forschreync.” shriveled

Wives ther lay on childe bedde,
Sum ded and sum awedde,’

And wonder fele® ther lay bisides
Right as thai slepe her undertides;”

gone madl
3’{,’7’:}’ 75?{3?3}'
Eche was thus in this warld y-nome,” seized
With fairi thider y-come.”
Ther he seighe his owhen wiif,
Dame Heurodis, his lef® Lif,
Slepe under an ympe-tre—

Bi her clothes he knewe that it was he.” he

> And sum armed . as thai ere Compare Ashmole 61: “And som

onne hors ther armys setre / And som wer sirangyld at ther mere /

And men thar wer nomen wyth them ere”

o i P st : : [
Riehr as ... undertides  Just as they were when sleeping in the

: H 1
mornmg, 1.0, ‘v“'i'}éji‘x ey were tagaen,
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And when he hadde bihold this
mervails® alle, these marvels
He went into the kinges halle.
=
Than seighe he thera semly® sight,
tabernacle’ blisseful® and bright,

Aatfractive

A
Therin her® maister king sete

And her quen, fair and swere.

Her® crounes, her clothes schine so bright
That unnethe bihold he him might.”
When he hadde biholden al thart thing,
He kneled adoun bifor the king:

“O lord,” he seyd, “vif it thi wille were,

]

Mi menstraci thou schust y-here.” should hear

The king answered, “What man artow,” are you
That art hider y-comen now?
Ich, no non® that is with me, I, nor no one
No sent never after the.

Sethen® that ich here regni gan,” since / began to reign

Y no fond never so folehardi® man faolbardy
Thart hider to ous durst wende

Bor that ic him wald ofsende.”™

“Lord,” quath he, “trowe® ful wel, believe

Y nam bot a pover menstrel;® I am only a poor minstrel
yap

And, sir, it is the maner of ous®

aur !Ull}’
To seche mani® a lordes hous— visit many
Thei® we nought welcom no be, though
Yete we mot proferi® forth our gle.” must offer

Bifor the king he satadoun
And tok his harp so min® of soun, merry, pleasing

And remprech® his harp, as he wele can,

fues
And blisseful notes he ther gan,’ began
That al that in the palays were
Com to him forto here,” hear

And liggeth adoun to his tete—"°
Hem rhenketh® his melody so swete.

lie down at bis feet

they think
The king herkneth® and sitt ful sulle; listens
To here his gle he hath gode wille.*
Gode bourde® he hadde of his gle;

The riche quen also hadde he.” she

g?‘é’iif enjoymen r

tbernacle  Raised platform or dais covered with a canopy.
anneibie bibold be him might  He could scarcely look (at them),

That bider ... ofiende  That he dared come here to us unless |
wished to send for him,

To here bis ... ¢

To hear his (Orfec’s) music, he {the

king} had good will.

460
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When he hadde stint® his harping, stopped
Than seyd to him the king,
“Menstrel, me liketh wel chi gle.
Now aske of me what it be,
Largelich ichil the pay;°

generonsly [ will pay you
Now speke, and tow might asay.”®
“Sir,” he seyd, “ich biseche the®
Thatow® woldest give me

That ich® levedi, bright on ble,”
Thart slepeth under the ympe-tree.”
“Nay!” quath the king, “that nought nere!® that could not be
A sori couple of you it were,’

and you might iry
[ implore you
that you

same [ face

For thou art lene, rowe and blac,® lean, unkemps, and swarthy
And sche is lovesum,® withouten lac;

A lothlich® thing it were, forthi,®
8 6

beautiful

repulsive / therefére
To sen hir® in thi compayni.
“O sir!” he seyd, “gentil king,

Yete were it a wele fouler® thing

see her

much more grievous
hear a falsehood

now

To here a lesing® of thi mouthe!

So, sir, as ye seyd nouthe,”

What ich wold aski,® have y schold,
And nedes thou most® thi word hold.”

[ wished 1o request
‘you needs - must

The king seyd, “Sethen® it is so,

since
Take hir bi the hond® and go; hand
Of hir ichil thatow® be blithe.” [ wish that you

He kneled adoun and thonked him swithe.®
His wiif he tok bi the hond,

very much

And dede him swithe® out of that lond, went quickly
And went him out of that thede—" country
Right as he come, the way he yede.” went
So long he hath the way y-nome

To Winchester he is y-come,’

That was his owhen cité;

Ac no man knewe that it was he.

No forther than the tounes® ende town's

b A sori couple of you it were  You would make a wrerched couple.

“Nay!” quath the king ... compayni The fairy king appears not to
recognize Orfeo here bur refuses his request on the grounds that the
couple would be aesthetically ill-matched.

Yete were ir ... thi word hold The rash promise is a feature of
romance and folklore. The poet also draws here on the importance

of “trouthe,” keeping one’s word, in medieval English culture.

* Solong... y-come Hestayed on the path so long that he arrived
ar Winchester.
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For knoweleche he no durst wende,’
Bot with a begger, y-bilt ful narwe,”

Lodeod very bamblv
LOATEd VEFY HETRDL

Ther he tok his herbarwe®

To him and to® his owhen wiif for himself and for

As a minstrel of pover liif,

And asked tidinges of that lond,

And who the kingdom held in hond.

The pover begger in his cote® cottage

Told him everich a grot:® every detail

Hou her® quen was stole owy,” their / stolen away

Ten yer gon,® with fairy, years ago

And hou her® king en exile yede,” bow their | went

But no man nist in wiche thede;” knew in which couniry

And how the steward the lond gan hold,

And other mani thinges him told.
Amorwe, oyain nonetide,*

He maked his wiif ther abide;

The beggers clothes he borwed® anon”

towards noas

borrowed
And heng his harp his rigge” opon. back
And went him into that cité

That men might him bihold and se.
Erls and barouns bold,

Buriays® and levedis him gun

bihold.”

“Lo!”° thai sevd, “swiche a man!

burgesses (citizens)

began 1o see

loot

Hou long the here® hongeth him opan!™  hair/upon
Also thai seyd, everychon,

How (}}Q MOSsse grew h}’l‘i‘i upen:

“Lo! Hou his berd® hongeth to his kne! beard
He is y-clongen also® a tre!” withered as
And, as he vede® in the strere, walked
With his steward he gan mete,’ et

And loude he sett on him a crie:

“Sir steward!” he sevd, “mercil

Icham® an harpour of hethenisse;” [ am / foreign part:

Help me now in this destresse!”

The steward seyd, “Com with me, come;
f that ichave,® thou schalt have some.

[ have

Everich gode harpour is welcom me to

wrst wende In case of recognition, he dared go no

she hasin the

further. Orfeo maintains his disguise in his own cify

Ortherworld.
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For mi lordes love, Sir Orfeo.”
In the castel the steward sat atte mete,” mear (r.e. a meal)
And mani lording was bi him set

Ther were trompours and

rabourers,” rrumpet-players and drumniers
Harpours fele,® and crouders— man)
Miche melody thai maked alle.
And Orfeo sat stille in the halle
And herkneth; when thai ben al stille,
He toke his harp and rempred schille;® suned loudly

The blissefulest® notes he harped there

most delightfu!

That ever ani man y-herd with ere—" ear
Ich man liked wele his gle.” msic
The steward biheld and gan y-se,

And knewe the harp als blive.” immediately

“Menstrel!” he seyd, “so mot thou thrive,”
Where hadestow® this harp, and hou?*
Y pray that thou me telle now.”

as you Lve

did you ger / how

“Lord,” quath he, “in uncouthe
thede®

Thurth® a wildernes as y yede,”

unknown country
through / | wandered
Ther y founde in a dale
With lyouns® a man totomn by lions

smale,® ripped to small preces

And wolves him frete® with teth so scharp. gnawed
Bi him y fond this ich® harp; same

Wele ten vere it is y-go.”

“O!” quath the steward, “now me is wo!
That was mi lord, Sir Orfeo!

Allas, wreche,” what schal y do, wresch
That have swiche a lord y-lore?® lost

A, way® that ich was y-bore® woe / born

o hard

Thor ki
That him O

s

£

And so vile deth y-marked!™ destined
Adoun he fel aswon® to grounde; in a swoen
His barouns him tok up in that stounde” moment
And tellech hin how it

N o s . P ; ) ;-
geth— this is how iz goes (i, how the world is)

“It nis no bot of mannes deth!”™

from Sir Orfee is used

vha plays the crow
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le bi than

ne Urleo knewe we
His steward was a rrewe man
3

And loved him as he aught o do,
i

And stont up, and seyt thus, "Lo,

&

C
sard, herkne now this thing:
Iy 1 { 1 e |
Yit ich were Orteo the king,
And hadde y-suffred ful yore® a very long sime

In wildernisse miche sore,” much sorrow

And hadde ywon® mi quen o-wy® won | away
Out of the lond of fairy,

And hadde y-brought the levedi hende® courteous
Right here to the tounes ende,
And with a begger her in y-nome,® taken ber in
And were mi-self hider y-come
?{'weriich o {hs’z,o {hus Stinf’i, in poverty to you
For to asay® thi gode wille, test
And ich founde the thus trewe,
Thou no schust it never rewe.” should never regret it
Sikerlich,” for love or ay,” certainly / fear
Thou schust be king after mi day;

And yit thou of mi deth hadest ben blithe,”

Thou schust have voided, also

pleased

. o p .
swithe,”® been banished at once

Tho® all tho® that therin sete then / thase

That it was King Orfeo underyete,” realized
And the steward him wele knewe—

Over and over the bord® he threwe, rable
And fel adoun ro his® fer; {Orfea’)
So dede everich lord thar ther sete,

And all thai seyd at 0° criing: one

here lends a curio

i 7 £ Fi L B
were Orfes the king  Urteo’s “if

vional note

590

GO0

605
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“Ye beth our lord, sir, and our king!’

o

(lad that were of his live:®

To chaumber thai ladde® him als blive?

And bathed him and schaved his berd,

And dred® him as a king apert;®

And sethen,® with gret processioun,

Thai brought the quen into the toun

With al maner menstraci—

Lord! ther was grete melody!

For joie thal wepe with her eighe®

That hem so sounde y-comen seighe.”

Now King Orfeo newe coround® is,

And his quen, Dame Heurodis,

And lived long afterward,

And sethen® was king the steward.’
Harpours in Bretaine after than

Herd hou® this mervaile® bigan,

And made herof a lay of gode likeing,®

And nempned® it after the king.

That lay “Orfeo” is y-hote;®

Gode is the lay, swete is the note.

Thus com Sir Orfeo out of his care:

God graunt ous® alle wele to fare! Amen

Explicit
——C. 133140
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their eves

crowned

afrerwards

heard how / marvel
grear delight
named

i 1, :’cf

. K

Thathem ... y-comen seizhe  Who saw them (Orfeoand Heurodis)

come back safely.

And sethen ... steward Although the poer does ne

whether or not Orteo and Heurodis have children.,

they do not.

romention

the succession of




Anon., Sir Orfeo (Middle English, tr. into Modermn English (Breton Lay)

10

20

30

2125715 12:14 PM

We read full oft, and find it writ,

As ancient clerks give us to wit,

The lays that harpers sung of old

Of many a diverse matter told.

Some sang of bliss; some heaviness;
And some of joy and gladsomeness.
Of treason some, and some of guile;
Of happenings strange that chanced awhile!
Of knightly deeds; of ribaldry;

And some they tell of Faerie.

But of all themes that men approve
Methinks the most they be of Love.

In Britain first these lays were wrought

There were they made, and thence were brought.

They told of venturous deeds and days,
Whereof the Britons made their lays,
For, an they heard a story told

Of wondrous hap that chanced of old,
They took their harp withouten fail,
Made them a lay, and named the tale.
And of the deeds that thus befell

A part, not all, is mine to tell;

So hearken, lordings, true and leal,
The tale of Orfeo's woe and weal.

This Orfeo, he was king with crown,
A mighty lord of high renown,

A stalwart man, and hardy too,
Courteous and free of hand also.

His parents might their lineage trace
To Pluto, and to Juno's race,

Who, for their marvels manifold,
Were held as gods in days of old.
Now chief of all the arts that be

Sir Orfeo loved good minstrelsy,

hitp://sites.fas.harvard.edu /~chaucer/special/litsubs/breton/orfeo. himi
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Anon., Sir Orfeo (Middle English, tr. into Modern English (Breton Lay)

40

50

60

70

He honoured much the harpers' skill,
And harboured them of right good will.
Himself upon the harp would play,
And set thereto his mind alway,

Till such his skill that, far or near,
No better harper might ye hear.

For never man of woman born,
Altho' for sorrow all forlorn,

But an he heard Sir Orfeo play
Forgot his heaviness straightway,
And deemed himself in Paradise

For joy of such sweet melodies.

In Traciens Orfeo held his court,

A city strong, a goodly fort,

And with him reigned his queen so fair,
Dame Heurodis, beyond compare

The fairest lady, so | read,

That ever ware this mortal weed;

So full of love and gentleness

That none might tell her goodliness.

It was the coming in of May,

When gay and gladsome is the day,
Banished the chilly winter showers,
And every field is full of flowers,
When blossoms deck the bough so green,
And every heart is glad, [ ween,

That Heurodis, the queen, was fain

To take unto her maidens twain,

And go forth on a morning tide

For pastime to an orchard side,

To hear the birds sing loud and low,
And watch the blossoms bud and blow.
And there they sat them down all three
Beneath a spreading elder tree;

And as they sat in shadows green

A slumber deep o'ertook the queen.
That sleep her maidens dare not break,
But let her lie, nor bade her wake;

And so she slept the morning through
Until the day to even drew.

But when she woke, ah me, the change!

Strange were her words, her actions strange;

She wrung her hands, and tore her face
Till that the blood ran down apace;

ittp://sites.fas harvard.edu/~chaucer/special/litsu bs/breton/orfes. himl
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Anon., Sir Orfeo (Middle English, tr. into modern English (Breton Lay)

Her goodly robes she soon had torn,

80 Asif of sense she were forlorn.
Affrighted were those maidens twain,
Back to the hall they ran amain,

And of their lady's woeful plight

They told each gallant squire and knight,
And aid to hold the queen they sought,
For sure they deemed her all distraught!

Forth run the knights, the ladies run,
Full sixty maids, if ever a one,
Swift to the orchard shade they hie,

90 And take the queen up speedily;
They bear her to her couch at last,
And there by force they hold her fast,
But she crieth what no man understands,

And will up and away from their holding hands.

Straight to the king they brought the word,

('T was the sorriest tidings he ever heard,)

Ten of his knights he called that hour,

And gat him to his lady's bower;

He looked on the queen right woefully,
100 And spake: "Sweet heart what aileth thee?

Wast ever wont to be so still,

And now thou criest wondrous shrill!

Thy flesh, but now so soft and white,

Hast torn with thy nails, a doleful sight!

Thy face, this morn so rosy red,

is pale and wan, as thou wert dead;

Alack! and Alas! for thy fingers small,

Bloody they are, and white withal,

And thine eyes, so lovesome and shining clear,
110 Are e'en as a man's whose foe draws near.

Sweet heart, I prithee, hear my plaint,

Cease for a while thy sore complaint,

And say who hath wronged thee, when and how?

And if never a man may help thee now?"

Still was the queen for a little space,
While the bitter tears they flowed apace,
And she spake to the king with voice so drear:
"Alas, Sir Orfeo, lord most dear,
Since first the day we to wed were fain,
120 No word of wrath chanced between us twain
But I, thy wife, have loved thee
E'en as my life, as thou hast me;
But now must we part, Ah woe the day!

hitpt/ Jsites.fas.harvard.edu/~chaucer/special/litsu bs/breton/orfec.html
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Anon., Sir Orfeo (Middle English, tr. into Modern English (Breton Lay)

130

140

150

160

Do what thou wilt, for I must away!”

"Alack," quoth the king: "forlorn am I,

Where goest thou, Sweeting, to whom, and why?
Whither thou goest I go with thee,

And where I may be shalt thou bide with me!”

"Nay, sir, nay, 't is an empty word,

For hearken and hear what hath chanced my lord:
As I lay but now by our orchard side,

And slumbered away the morning tide,

There came two gentle knights to me,

Armed at all points as knights should be,
And bade me come, nor make delay,

To speak with their lord the king straightway.
But I answered back, in queenly mood,

I might not, and would not if I could.

They turned them about, and fled amain,
And swift came the king with all his train,

A hundred knights, I wis, had he,

And a hundred maidens, fair to see;

And each one rode on a snow-white steed,
And each was clad in a snow-white weed,

Of all the folk that mine eyes have seen

They were the fairest folk, I ween.

The king ware a crown upon his head,
But it was not wrought of gold so red,
Nor of silver, but eke of a precious stone,
Bright as the noonday sun it shone.

And e'en as he came, without yea or nay,
Needs [ must ride with him straightway,
An I would or no, I must with him ride;
He gave me a palfrey by his side,

And he brought me unto his palace fair,
Builded and garnished beyond compare.
He showed me castles, and goodly towers,
Rivers and forests, meads with flowers,
And many a goodly steed and tall --
Then he turned again from his castle hall,
And brought me back to my orchard tree,
And spake in such wise as | tell to thee:
"Lady, to-morrow I bid thee be

Here, on this spot, 'neath this elder tree,
Hence shalt thou ride with me away,

To dwell at my court for ever and aye.
And if thou delayest to do my will
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Or here, or there, it shall be thine ill;

For no man may help thee, or hold thee now,
Did they tear thee limb from limb, I trow,
For living or dying, or whole or torn,

Must thou ride with us to-morrow's morn!""

"Alas!" cried the king: "now woe is me,

In sorry case methinks we be,

For liever were I to lose my life

Than thus to be robbed of my queen, my wife."
Counsel he craveth in this his need,

But no man knoweth a fitting rede.

'T 1s the morrow's dawn, and with courage high,
Sir Orfeo arms him fittingly,

And full a thousand knights with him

Are girded for combat stout and grim.

Forth with the queen they now will ride

To the elder tree by the orchard side,

And there in its shadow they take their stand,
And a shield-wall build on either hand,

And each man sweareth he here will stay,
And die, ere his queen be reft away.

Yet e'en as their lips might form the vow
The queen was gone, and no man knew how,
For the fairy folk, they have cast their spell,
And whither they bear her no man may tell!

Oh! then there was wailing, I ween, and woe,
To his chamber straight the king doth goo

And he casteth him down on the floor of stone,
And he maketh such dole, and such bitter moan,
That well nigh he wept his life away,

But counsel or aid was there none that day.
Then he bade his men come, one and all,

Earls, barons, and knights, to his council hall,
And they came -- and he spake: "My lords so dear,
I take ye to witness before me here

That I give my high steward, and seneschal,
The rule of my lands and kingdoms all;

I will have him stay in this my stead,

And rule the land, e'en as | were dead;

For since I have lost my wife, the queen,

The fairest lady this earth hath seen,

To dwell in the wilderness am I fain,

And look on no woman's face again,

But to spend my days, for evermore,
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With the beasts of the field, in the woodland hoar.

And when ye know that my days be done
Then come ye together, every one,

And choose you a king. -- Now I go my way,
Deal with my goods as best ye may!"

Then a voice of weeping rose in the hall,

And a bitter cry from one and all,

Scarce might they speak, or old or young,

For fast-flowing tears that chained their tongue;
But they fell on their knees with one accord,
And they prayed, an so it might please their lord,
That he should not thus from his kingdom go --
"Go to," he quoth: "it must needs be so!

Thus Sir Orfeo forth would fare,

Only a staff in his hand he bare,

Neither kirtle he took, nor hood,

Shirt, nor other vesture good,

But alway he took his harp in hand,

And gat him, barefoot, out of the land.

Never a man might with him go --

Alack 1 there was weeping, [ ween, and woe,
When he who aforetime was king with crown
Passed, as a beggar, out of the town.

By woodland and moorland the king hath passed,
To the wilderness is he come at last,

There findeth he naught that his soul may please,
But ever he liveth in great misease.

He that was wrapt in fur withal

And slumbered soft 'neath purple and pall,

On the heather he now must rest his head,

With leaves and grass for a covering spread.

He that had castles, halls with towers,

Rivers, forests, fields with flowers,

Must make his bed 'neath the open sky

Though it snow and freeze right piercingly.
Once knights and ladies, a goodly train,

To do him service were ever fain;

Now none are in waiting to please the king,
But the worms of the woodland coil and spring.
He that erstwhile might take his fill

Of food, or drink, as should be his will,

Now must he dig and delve all day

For the roots that may scarce his hunger stay.
In summer-time hath he fruit to eat,
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The hedgerow berries, sour and sweet,
But in winter he liveth in sore misease,
On roots, and grasses, and bark of trees,
Till all his body was parched and dry,
And his limbs were twisted all awry;

Dear Lord, who may tell what sorrow sore
Sir Orfeo suffered, ten year, and more!
His beard, once black, is grey, I trow,

To his girdle clasp it hangeth low.

His harp, which was wont to be his glee,
He keepeth safe in a hollow tree,

And when the sun shone bright again
To take that harp he aye was fain,

And to temper the cords as should seem him good,

Till the music rang through the silent wood,
And all the beasts that in woodland dwell
For very joy at his feet they fell;

And all the birds in the forest free

Were fain to seek to the nearest tree,

And there on the branch they sat a-row

To hearken the melody sweet and low;

But when his harp he had laid aside

Nor beast nor bird would with him abide.

Oft-times, | ween, in the morning bright,

Sir Orfeo saw a fairer sight,

For he saw the king of the Fairies ride
A-hunting, down by the forest side;

With merry shout, and the horn's gay blast,
And the bay of the hounds the hunt swept past,
But never the quarry they ran to bay,

And he knew not whither they went alway.

In other fashion he'ld come again,

With a warlike host in his royal train,

Full thousand riders richly dight,

Each armed as becometh a valiant knight,

Of steadfast countenance, tried and true;

Full many a banner above them flew,

As they rode with drawn sword, on warfare bent,
But never he wist the way they went.

And then they would come in other guise:
Knights and ladies in joyous wise,

In quaint attire, as of days gone by,
Pacing a measure soberly,

To sound of tabor and pipe they pass,
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Making sweet music, across the grass.
Again it chanced that he saw one day
Sixty ladies, who rode their way

Gracious and gay as the bird on the tree,
And never a knight in that company.
Falcon on hand those ladies ride,

On hawking bent, by the river side;

Full well they know it as right good haunt
Of mallard, of heron, and cormorant.

But now hath the waterfowl taken flight,
And each falcon chooseth his prey aright,
And never a one but hath slain its bird --
Then Sir Orfeo, laughing, spake this word:
"By faith, but those folk have goodly game,
I will get me thither, in Heaven's name,
Of old was I wont such sport to see -- "

Thus he came to that goodly company,
And stayed his steps by a lady fair,

He looked on her face, and was well aware,
By all the tokens of truth, I ween,

That 't was Heurodis, his own sweet queen!
Each on the other to gaze was fain,

Yet never a word passed betwixt the twain,
But at sight of her lord in his sorry plight,
Who aforetime had been so fair a knight,
The tears welled forth, and flowed amain --
Then the ladies round they seized her rein,
By force must she ride with them away,
For with her lord might she longer stay.

"Alack!" quoth the king: "woe worth the day,
Thou sluggard, Death, why make delay?

Oh! wretched me that I live, [ ween,

After the sight that mine eyes have seen!
Alas, that I needs must live my life

When I may not speak with my love, my wife!
And she dare not speak to her lord so true --
Now break my heart for ruth and rue!

I'faith," he quoth: "whate'er betide,
Whithersoe'er those ladies ride

That self-same way shall my footsteps fare,
For life, or death, I have little care!"

Then with staff in hand, and harp on back,
He gat him forth on the toilsome track,

Nor for stock nor for stone will he hold him still,
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But goeth his way of right good will.

Thro' a cleft in the rock lies the Fairy way
And the king he follows as best he may:
Thro' the heart of the rock he needs must go,
Three miles and more, I would have ye know,
Till a country fair before him lay,

Bright with the sun of a summer's day;

Nor hill nor valley might there be seen

But level lands, and pastures green,

And the towers of a castle met his eye,

Rich and royal, and wondrous high.

The outer wall of that burg, I ween,

Was clear and shining, as crystal sheen,
And a hundred towers stood round about,
Of cunning fashion, and building stout.

Up from the moat sprang the buttress bold,
Arched and fashioned of good red gold.
The castle front was of carven stone,

All manner of beast might ye see thereon,
And the dwelling rooms within that hall

Of precious stones were fashioned all,

The meanest pillar ye might behold

Was covered all over with burnished gold.
Throughout that country 't was ever light,
For e'en when the hour was mirk midnight
Those goodly jewels they shone, each one,
Bright as at midday the summer sun.

T was past all speech, and beyond all thought,
The wondrous work that there was wrought,
Sir Orfeo deemed that at last his eyes
Beheld the proud palace of Paradise.

In at the gate rode the Fairy train,

And the king to follow them was full fain,
He knocketh loud at the portal high,

And the warder cometh speedily,

He asketh him where he fain would go?

"A harper am 1" quoth Sir Orfeo;

"And methinks an thy lord would hearken me
I would solace his hours with minstrely."

With that the porter made no ado,

But gladly he let Sir Orfeo through.

The king ltooked round him, to left, to right,

And in sooth he beheld a fearsome sight;

For here lay folk whom men mourned as dead,

Who were hither brought when their lives were sped;
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390 Headless, and limbless, on either hand.
There were bodies pierced by a javelin cast,
There were raving madmen fettered fast,
One sat erect on his warhorse good,
Another lay choked, as he ate his food.
Some floated, drowned, in the water's flow,
Shrivelled were some in the flame's fierce glow;
There were those who in childbed had lost their life,
Some as leman, and some as wife;
Men and women on every side

400 Lay as they sleep at slumbertide,
Each in such fashion as he might see
Had been carried from earth to Faerie.

And her, whom he loved beyond his life,
Dame Heurodis, his own sweet wife,

He saw, asleep 'neath an elder tree,

And knew by her raiment that it was she.

He looked his fill on these marvels all
And went his way to a kingly hall,
And he saw therein a goodly sight;
410 Beneath a canopy, rich and bright,
The king of the Fairies had his seat
With his queen beside him, fair and sweet,
Their crowns, their vesture, agleam with gold,
His eyes might scarcely the sight behold |
Sir Orfeo gazed for a little space,
Then he kneeled on his knees before the dais:
"O king," he said: "an it were thy will,
As minstrel I gladly would shew my skill,"

And the king he quoth: "Who mayest thou be
420 Who thus, unbidden, hast come to me?

I called thee not unto this my court,

No man of mine hath thee hither brought,

For never, | ween, since my reign began

Have I found so foolish and fey a man

Who found his way unto this my home,

Save that I bade him hither come!"

"Lord," quoth Sir Orfeo: " know for sure
That I am naught but a minstrel poor,
And e'en as the minstrel's manner is

430 I seek out castles and palaces;
Though never a welcome our portion be,
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Yet needs must we proffer our minstrelsy!"

Then he took his harp, so sweet of tone,

And he sat him down before the throne,

And he tuned the strings, as well he knew,

And so sweet were the sounds that he from them drew,
That no man within the palace bound

But sped swift-foot as he heard the sound,

And down they lie around his feet,

The melody seemeth to them so sweet.

The king he hearkens, and holds him still,
Hearing the music of right good will,

And the gentle queen she was glad and gay,
Such comfort was their's from the minstrel's lay.
When he had finished his minstrelsy

Out spake the monarch of Faerie;

"Harper, right well hast thou played, I trow,
Whatever thou wilt thou may'st ask me now,

I am minded in royal wise to pay,

So what is thy will? Now harper sayl"

Quoth Sir Orfeo: "Sire, I would pray of thee
One thing alone, that thou give to me

That lady fair, who is sleeping now
Beneath the shade of the elder bough!”
"Nay," quoth the king, "'t were an ill matched pair
Did I send thee forth with that dame so fair,

For never a charm doth the lady lack,

And thou art withered, and lean, and black,

"T were a loathly thing, it seemeth me,

To send her forth in such company.”

"Sire," quoth Sir Orfeo: "gentle king,

To my mind it seemeth a fouler thing

To belie a word, and forswear an oath

Sire, thou didst promise, nothing loth,

That that which I asked I should have of thee,
And that promise thou need'st must keep to me!"

Then spake the king: "Since the thing be so
Take that lady fair by her hand, and go,
And may bliss and blessing with ye dwell!"

Then he kneeled adown, and thanked him well.
Sir Orfeo took his wife by the hand,
And he gat him swift from the Fairy land,
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Out of the palace he took his way

By the selfsame road he had come that day;
And never he stayed tfll again he stood
Before the walls of that city good

Where aforetime as king he ware, the crown --
But no man knew him in all that town.

But a little way from the gate they go

Ere they come to a dwelling poor and low,
And Sir Orfeo deemed they would harbour there,
For more would he know ere he'ld further fare.
So he prayed, as a minstrel wan and worn,
They would shelter him and his wife till morn.
Then he asked his host who was ruler there?
And who was king of that country fair

And the beggar answered him word for word,
And told him the tale as ye e'en have heard;
How ten years agone, in the month of May,
Their queen was by Fairies stolen away,

And, an exile, their king had wandered forth,
But none knew whither, or south, or north,
And the steward since then the land did hold
And many another tale he told.

When the morrow came, and 't was high noontide,
The king bade his wife in the hut abide,

And he clad himself in the beggar's gown,
And, harp in hand, he sought the town,

And he gat him into that city good

That all men might see him an they would.
Earl, and baron, and lady bright,

Stared agape at the wondrous sight,

"Was ever," they cried, "such marvel known?
The man is by hair, as by moss, o'ergrown.
Look how his beard hangeth to his knee!

T is e'en as he were a walking tree!"

Then as to the palace his way was set

In the city street the steward he met,
And he cried aloud: "Sir Steward, | pray
That thou have mercy on me this day;

I am a harper of heathennesse,

Help me in this my sore distress!"

And the steward he quoth: "Now come with me,
All that I have will I share with thee,
Every good harper is welcome here
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For Sir Orfeo's sake, my lord most dear.”

The steward he sat him down at the board,
With many a noble knight and lord,

All kinds of music had they, I trow,

Of trumpet and tabour, and harp enow,

In the hall was no lack of melody --

Sir Orfeo hearkened silently

And till all had done he held him still

Then he took and tempered his harp with skill
And [ think me no tongue of man may say
How sweet was the music he made that day.
To hearken and hear was each one fain,

But the steward he gazed on the harp again,
And it seemed to him that he knew it well -
"Minstrel," he quoth: "l beseech thee tell
Whence had'st thou that harp, and who gave it thee?
| pray that thou truly answer me!"

"Lord," be quoth: "afar from here,

As 1 took my way through a desert drear.

[ found, in a valley dark and grim,

A man by lions torn limb from limb,

Wolves gnawed his bones with teeth so sharp,
And beside the body I found this harp.

Full ten years ago it needs must be."

"Alas!" cried the steward: " now woe is me!"
T was the corse of my lord Sir Orfeo!

Ah! wretched me, what shall | do?

Of so good a lord am 1 left forlorn,
Methinks 't were best I had ne'er been born!
Ah woe, that for him such lot was cast,

And so foul a death he must die at last!"

With that, the steward, he swooning fell,
But the lords they comforted him right well,
For no man so sad who draweth breath

But findeth healing at last in death.

By all these tokens Sir Orfeo knew

A loyal man was his steward and true,

One who loved his lord, nor his pledge would break --
Then up he stood, and on this wise spake:
"Hearken, I pray thee, steward, my word,
Put case I were Orfeo now, thy lord,

Say I had suffered torments sore

In the wilderness full ten years and more,
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That at last I had won my queen away

From the land where the Fairy king holds sway,
And that we had safely come, we twain,

Back to this city and burg again,

And my wife abode with a beggar poor

While I came again to my palace door,

In lowly guise, thus to test thee still,

And see if thou bore me right good will;

I wot, an I found thee so leal and true,

My coming again thou should'st never rue,
Verily, and indeed, without yea or nay,

The throne should be thine when 1 passed away!
But if news of my death had been joy to thee

Thou hadst passed from this house right speedily.”

Then never a man at the castle board

But knew that this was indeed their lord,

The steward right well his master knew,

Over and over the board he threw,

And low at Sir Orfeo's feet would fall --

And so do the lordings, one and all,

And they cry with one voice till the rafters ring:
"Thou art our lord, Sire, and our king!"

Blithe of his coming they were and gay,

To his chamber they led the king straightway,
And they bathed him well, and trimmed his hair,
And clad him in royal raiment fair.

And then with solemn and stately train

They brought the queen to her burg again,

With all manner of music and minstrelsy;

I' faith there was joyous melody,

And the tears of joy they fell like rain

When the folk saw their king and queen again.

Now is Orfeo crowned once more, | wis,
With his lady and queen, Dame Heurodis,
And many a year they lived those two,
And after them ruled the steward so true.
Harpers in Britain, as I was told,

Heard how this marvel had chanced of old,
And thereof they made a lay so sweet,
And gave it the king's name, as was meet.
'Sir Orfeo," thus the title stood,

Good are the words, the music good --
Thus came Sir Orfeo out of his care,

God grant to us all as well to fare!
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